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INTRODUCTION.

Or the few good and deservedly popular writers of.
' the present day, nome stand better with the reading
commumty than T. 8. ArtHUR; and no class of books
are more highly appreciated, nor should be more Wldely
clrculated than his celebrated and admirable Tempe-
rance Tales, which are contained in this-volume.
This series of TE\IPERANCE Tarss, entitled “Six
* NIGHTS WITH THE WASHINGTONIANS, AND OTHER TEM-
~ pERANCE TALES,” were written by him, when the ques-
tion of “Total Abstinence” was convulsing the whole
country, and though among his earlier productions, are
not inferior, in any respect, to his subsequent Wmtmgs
and their circulation, as originally published sepalatély,
in pamphlet form, far exceeded that of any publications
of a similar character ever issued.
The great demand for a uniform and com
S of T. 8. Arthur’s celebrated TEMPERANCE TALES, has in-

"“duced the Publishers to issue a new, complete, umform, +

and beautiful edition of them in one volume, in itg pre-
sent. form, under the title of “8Six NIGHTS WITH THE
WASHINGTONIANS AND OTHER TEMPERANCE TALES

' trustmg that & copy of them in this new form may find

its way; into every house and cottage in the land.

e

PRETACE

WaEN the Temperance Tales contained in this vol-

-ume were written, and published separately, the writer

did not anticipate so favorable a reception as they have
obtained. in all directions. He believed that, if he
were to enter a field so full of rich materials as the one
opened by the great Temperance Reformation, he might

- present scenes that would not only deeply - interest

every family in the land, but act as powerful auxilia- °
ries in the promotion of that noble cause. His snccess

L has been far beyond his expectations. But this sticcess
“has resulted entirely from the fact, that, in every one

of the stories presented, there has been, as its ground-

- work, a basis of real incidents; and these have been

detailed without any aim at artificial effect, but simply

' ‘with a view to let truth and nature speak fo,x_*th in their

legitimate power and pathos.

At every step of his progress in these tales, the/

writer has felt with the actors—sympathising w1th ‘

them in their heart-aching sorrows, and rejpicihgfﬂx‘vvith.

them when the morning has broken after a long night

of affliction. This is because they were not mere fic-

tions of his own imagination: and it is because they
(31)
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a.ré\ nob mere fictions that they have any power to
awaken a corresponding interest in the mind of the
reader.

The title to this volume, “S1x NIGHTS WITH THE
‘W ASHINGTONIANS, AND OTHER TeMPERANCE TALES,” was
suggestéd, na.tumlly, from the fact of the writer's hav-
ing been present at some of the first experience meet-
ings held in Baltimore, only a few months after the for-
mation of the original Washington ’I‘emperance Soclety.

The impression then made upon his mind by the

simple but eloquent details of its me;nbers,' as .they
related . their sad  expericnces in those meet\mgs, can
never be effaced from his memory. Many of the Vfary
experiences to which the writer g.lludes_ in these stories,
have since been related by these pioneers, in almost
-every city in the Union, and the whole country can now
attest their power to move the heart and to do good.

ILLUSTRATIONS.
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THE WASHINGTONIANS.

By T. 8. ARTHUR.

“ Come,” saild a friend, one evenmg, “Let us look in upon
the Washingtonians.”

“ The Washuwtomans‘” 1 rephed “And pray, who and
what are they et

« Have you not heard about them ?

«“ No.” o

«“ Then you are 1gnorant 'of one of the most remarkable facts
in the history of the times.”

. Explainsyourself.”

“ With pleasure. Some time ago, there were assembled in a
drmkmg—house in this city, (Baltimore,) six men, well advanced
in years, who had for a long time been confirmed drunkards, or,

at least, so wedded to the love of strong drink, as to have found

it almosst 1mposs1ble to live' without a dally resort to its stimula-
ting influences. They had met accidentally, or rather, without™
any other design in repairing to the bar-room than that which::

had taken them there hundreds of times before, But in the ‘- '

mind of each there wasa feeling of sorrow for his enslaved and
wretched condition. A strong desire to rise out of it—vet a -
painful, hopeless sense of weakness. How often, alas ! how often"
had each made resolutions of reform. How often had each re-
nounced the cup of confusion, only to seek again the bewﬂder—

(25)
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ing dranght, and to sink still lower in the scale of human degra-
dation ! o o

“ Thus they met as they had often’ met before ; but neither

seemed inclined to call for the snbtle poison that had so many
times stolen away their reason. Soon the feelings of each
became known to the others, and they felt a sudden hope spring-
ing up in their minds—a hope in the power of association. Sad
experience had proven to each one of that little company, that
~alone he could not stand. But together, shoulder to shoulder,
* hand to hand, and heart to heart, they felt that, though the
_struggle- would be hard, they could, and they would conquer!
“Tn that moral pest-house then, while inhaling with every

breath the tempting fumes of the potations they loved, did this
little band pledge themselves to each other, never again to drink

any kind of intoxicating drink—spirits, wine, malt or cider.”

¢ They did not keep their pledge, of course,” I said, interrupt-
ing him. -« Who ever heard of a confirmed drunkard becoming
a sober man? ~ The hope for such a result has long since faded
from the minds of the benevolent, and now all the efforts of tem-
perance reformers are turned to the keeping of sober men from
becoming lovers of strong drink. The drunkard will remain a
drunkard to the end of his life ; there is no hope-for him.”

“ Do not jump to conclusions quite so hastily,” my friend re-
plied. ¢ There is hope for the drunkard, let me tell you. But
hear mé out patiengly. These six men, soon after they had thus
pledged themselves to each other, determined that they would
make an’ effort to increase their number. They accordingly or-
ganized a society, and called it the ¢Washingion Temperance
~Society.” Then they went to some of their old companions, told
‘them what they had done, and invited them to join their society,
“A few were found to break away from their bondage and unite
with them. Thus their power and influence became increased.

~:Others soon followed the example, and it was not Tong hefore the

society numbered over one hundred members, each one of whom
had been for years in the habit of drinking, and most of them
occasionally to intoxication, '

« All this time, cach member was using all his powers of rea-
soning and persuasion to induce his old companions to come in.
Some would, on the nights of their meétings, station themselves
aear the grog-shops they had formerly been in the habit of visit-
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ing, and intercept those whom they knew, before they had reached

the doors they were seeking. Then they would reason with them,.

and persuade them to come to the society ; if not to join, at least”
to hear. In this way numbers were added. Such members as

had no work, were aided as far as possible, and efforts were made

to procure work for them. ' :

« And thus the reformation has gone on, and now ‘The
‘Washington Temperance Society’ numbers several hundred mem-
bers, nearly every one of whom had been in the habit of drinking
1o the extent of seriously marring his prospects in life. Every
week they meet regularly, for the reception of new members, and
for mutual encouragement. And these meetings are of a highly
interesting nature. Usually, some of the members relate their
experiences, and these are frequently affecting in a high degree.”

« Surely you must be drawing on your imagin tion; * The
thing surpasses belief.”” - _ - TRl

Y have not told you half. But come. Let us go'to the
meeting ; this is the regular night.” : '

There was no hesitation of course: In a few minutes we en~
tered a large room at the corner of Hanover and Lombard streets,
which we found crowded to excess, with men of all ages, mostly .

‘mechanics and working-men. We pushed our way close up to

the spealéer’s stand, and then turned to survey the countenance

of the assembly. It was a sight to move the heart. There were

men, old and grey-headed, - and'y'ouths scarcely eighteen, into

whose very vitals had been fixed the tooth of the destroyer. Men

who had been slaves, some for a long series of years, to the most.
degrading vice. But now they stood up as frecmen, and there

was scarcely a face, marred sadly as some were, that had not an

expression of serious, manly determination and confidence.

In a little while after our entrance, the preliminaries of the
meeting being over, several of the ‘members successively related
their experiences. Sometimes these were humorous and amusing ;
but more frequently they portrayed scenes that touched the feeld
ings, and often drew tears from the eyes. They were the simple
unadorned histovies of real life, told by the participants in them,
and often with an cloquence of tone and manner that stirred the

To give any of these now, is not my design.” And so we will -
pass by this part of the meeting, and linger for a few moments

- heart to its very depths. o

R
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over the scene that presented itself when the President 1nv1ted all
who wished to join the society 16 come-forward and sign the
pledge, which was read. It was in these words:

“ We whose names are annexed, desirous of forming a society
for our mutual benefit, to o‘uard against a pernicious practice,
which is injurious to our hea]th standmg and families, do pledge
ourselves as gentlemen, that we will never agam drink any spir~

~ itnous or malt l;quors, wine or cider.”

A déad silence ensued, which lasted for only a moment or two,

when a slight noise was heard in a far corner of the room. Then -

there was a motion in the dense crowd, and presently a man was
seen coming up the aisle. He was scarcely past the prime of life;

“but he had a look of premature old age. His face was so swollen

and disfigured, that the eye turhed away from it involuntarily.
“Do you think there is any use in me signing it? ” he asked,
as he paused at the table on which the books of the society rested,

trembling from head to foot, and gazing up, appealingly, into the |

face of the President. There were few who looked upon the
wretched bemg who did not feel a rlsmg emotion of tendelness
and compassion.
“ Yes I do,” was the prompt and posxtlve reply. ‘It is the
only thmg that can save you. And it will save you! 1
¢ O sir, do you really think so ?” :
«T know so! Sign it at once, and you are a f'ree man.’
«Twilll Twilll E ” the poor creature saidin an earnest tone,
taking the pen that the Secretary held out to him, and putting,
with an eager, trembling hand, his name to the pledge.
¢ Abide by that and you are safe,” said the President, smllmg
I will try,” responded the man, and his toffes were steadier,

- and had something of confidence in them ; and he seemed really

like a changed being, full of hope and resolution, as he turned
from the table and mingled in the crowd. :

Then came- another and another, until forty-nine had swned
the pledge. _

“ Come along! We have room for another one. We must
have ﬁfty to-night,” said the President, in a loud, cheerful, en-
couraging tone. “Come along with us, and we will do you
good. Who will make up the ﬁ&y 7

)
&
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For nearly five minutes the President waited, but no one came
forward. Just as the pledge-book was about to be closed, there
was a movement near the middle of the room, and then there
came, tfottering up the aisle, a feeble old man, with a head as

- white as snow. He seemed at least three-score and ten, for he
" was bent, and leaned on his staff, and his face was that of one

very far advanced in years, though it was painfully disfigured by,
signs that none could. look upon and misunderstand. Ie came.
up sloyly, letting his stick fall at every step, and evidently trust-
ing to it for support.  There was a deep and breathless silence,
The President, who had been talking almost 1ncessantly for half
an hour, urging, mvmng, and encouraging persons to come for-
ward, ceased his rambhnf1F address, and stepped forward & pace or
two to meet the old man. '
& Let me sign—Ilet me sign!” he said, in a low, ag1tated vome,
and the Secretary handed him a chmr, into which he sank feebly,
and then took the pen that was ‘offered him. . Hurriedly, as if he

feared  that his resolution would fail him, did he subscribe to the

pledge. As he lifted the pen, a tear fell upon his name.

Silently he then arose, and slowly retired. His clothes were
old and worn, and his coat’ seemed, from its appearance, to have
seen almost a quarter of a-century. But it was whole in every
part though patched with almost innumerable pieces, and of .
various sh‘\des The few thin white locks that covered his head -

~were smoothly combed and parted.. The bosom of his shirt was.

clean but coarse, and a white. cravat was tied about his neck with
a care that indicated plainly enough, as did his whole appearance,

that a woman’s heart had ca1ed for him, and a. woman's hand

been busy about his person.

I felt naturally; as did, every one, a stronO' interest in this old
man, and when the meeting broke up, I kept my eye upon him,
and followed out close behind him. At the door I parted with
my friend, as it was late and we had to go in opposite directions.
The old man was but a few paces in advance of me, as I turned
up Hanover street; I lingered behind, half resolved to follow
Lim home. When he came to Market street, he crossed over:
and proceeded on westwardly. . I -was but a few paces behind

_him when he came to the narrow street now called Little Sharp

street, mostly filled with poor and' comfortless tenements, many
of 'wlnch are inhabited by blacks. Into this he turned, and



80 - THE WASHINGTONIA:NS

scarcely: yet determined as to what I shoqu do, I followed closely
after. It was past the hour of ten, and the night was very cold.
A keen northwester was blowing, and, as I tumed into this little

street, the wind camre rushing down with chilly violence. The
old man seemed to shrink in the eold blast, as if its benumbing

influence had penetrated his thin garments, and reached every
spart of his body. T had proceeded onwards but a few steps when
" a female figure darted past me, and paused at the old man’s side.
“Oh father 1 said a low, anxious, t remblmo‘ voice, where
have you been? . Lhave searched afier you for more than an
hour.”

The reply was made in so low a tone that T could not hear lt

“ Are you not very cold2.”” the daughter asked, as the two
moved on, the old man leaning upon the arm of his child for sup-

port.
& No,. Kate,” I could hear him say, “ ‘T am not very cold.

" But if -you have been out for an hour, this bltter night, you must - -

be chilled to the heart.”
- Just at this moment the two passed under a ]amp, and I could
gee that the outer dress of the young woman was very poor and

- thin, and that it. cluncr to her slender form as the wind swept past .

her, showing that beneath this were bub few comfortable gar-
ments.

I felt the truth of what the old man sa:d for, although
wrapped in a warm cloak, I was yet very sensible of the extreme
cold. But the daughter made no reply.

No other word was spoken, or, at least none other caught my
ear. In a few minutes the two stopped before a low frame house,
of but a single stmv with a loft, or attic, above. In this they
lmmedlately entered, and the door was qhickly. closed a.ftu' them.

If I had felt an interest in the old man, I now felt afar deeper
interest in that gentle being who, under such painful and trying
circumstahees, could chno’ to him as she evidently did;<like a

- guardlau angel. There was a deep-toned, unutterable tenderness

in lier voice, as she murmured the word * father,” that moved

my feelings.  And there was something in her manner and car-

riage, obscure]y seen in the feeble 0‘11mmerm0* of -the street lamp,
that told of better days:
I lingered for a minute or two, 1rres01ute, after the door had

* elosed upon them, and then tumed away, resolved to know more i

Y
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about that old man and his daughter. What I subsequently
learned, I will now present in the form of a ‘simple, connected
history.~ And if it makes the same impression upon the mind of -
the reader that it did upon my own, on turning the last page of
the narrative, he will, even.if he have said it a hundred times
before, feel like saying more fervently still to the “ Washingto-
nians,” ‘and others of kindred associations, God speed you in
your noble efforts I 7 ' '



THE BROKEN MERCHANT

Amoxe the most prosperous young merchants -of- Baltimore, ,

some .years-ago, who engaged.in a profitable trade, was Wilson
Hamilton. Inheriting from his father a handsome property, which
- was speedily. doubled by his business enterprise, at his marriage at
the age of thirty, he found his wealth increased so largely, by his
wife’s munificent portion, as to make him one of the richest ment
in the city. Of course, his social intercourge was with the high-
- est class for wealth, refinement, and intelligence—and at that
time, in Baltimore, the wealthy class combined; to a remarkable
extent, refinement with a high degree of intelligence. )
Then theé custom of using wines and other and stronger drinks,

on almost all occasions, was generally practiced, and none thought
it an evil. If one gentleman called at the house of another, and"

~ liquor was not set ‘out, it ‘was esteemed a palpable breach of cony-
tesy. No social circle, however select, assembled, without the
accompaniment of glasses and decanfers. On the dinner table of
the private citizen was every day to be found wine and brandy, and
all the members of his family, children and females, were in' the
Habit of partaking freely.” At weddings and funerals, and indeed
on almost all occasions, the universal bottle-imp was present.
Few, very few, had any fear of the consequences; and, indeed,
at that time, the deplorable results that have since foliowed ' the
general use of intoxieating drinks, were apparent in but are in-
stances. None seemed conscious of danger, or dreamed that any
more evils were to be feared from the ‘habitual use of drinking
brandy or wine than from taking ordinary food. _ _

Mr. Hamilton was of those whe were particularly fond of a
glass of generous wine. His cellar was stocked with many vari-

eties, old and rare ; not the artificial, drugged and brandied stuff

that now so generally bears the name of wine, but pure and gen-

wine—its vintage known, and its quality certain, -

(32)
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We will pass over, with theso general observations, some seven-

 teen or eighteen years of his life, from the titne of his marriage

until his only child, a daughter, had completed her sixteenth
summer ; only remarking, that, as might have been supposed, his

* attachment to his glass of wine had become, in that time, jncreased

to a passion.. Often and.often, when he retired to his bed at
night, would he be so much under its influence as to be scarcely .
conscious of anything. But few perceived it, for He was pru-
dent ; fow imagined that the rich, respectable, and intelligent
merchant was other than a sober man. During the early part of
"the day, his mind was clear and active; but a growing conscioug-
ness of his infirmity made him sensible that his interests would
suffer if. he gave any important attention to them while under the
‘influence of wine, and therefore he had ceased to enter into any .
important business negotiations, or to close any bargains in the
after part of .the day. o , _ ‘

- The mother of Kate Hamilton died when her only child was
‘but ten' years of age ; and losing one affectionate arid fondly loved..

B parent, the Iittle girl clung to the.other with a love increased. ten-
fold.  Mr. Hamilton had almost idolized his child from her birth,

and now that he was all in allto her, and she all in all to him, his
love, like hers, became tenfold more intense. The best teachers
were, of course, employed for little Kate, who, beiug of an intelli-
gent mind, as well as of an affectionate disposition, progressed
rapidly in all the varied branches of instruction. Thus carefully
provided with every thing necessary for her education and accom- -
plishments, Kate Hamilton sprung up in a few years into young,

. blushing ‘womanhood, beloved, éd’mired, and honored for her af-

fectionate nature, heautiful  person, high-toned feelings, and en-
larged intelligence. , )
But, alas for her happiness ! ‘the light of rational thought and
perception that dawned upon her mind at sweet sixteen, revealed
that which made her heart shrink and tremble with an indefinable
fear. :
Bhe had often seen her father asleep in his great arm-chair, and
thus pass away the evening. But the true cause of this she had
never dreamed. . And on some few oceasions after dinner she had
known_him to retire to bed, and be tod unwell to rise for tea.
But no suspicion flashed across her mind that.all was not right,

-2
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Every tendet. sympathy of her nature was then alive for her father,
but no emotion of shame for him crossed her innocent heart.

From this delusive dream she had a sudden and painful awak-
ing. It was on the very day that she had attained her sixtcenth
birthday. A few friends dined with her father, and, as had been

“the custom for two years past, she presided at the table. The
" wine passed freely, and Mr. Hamilton drank deeper than usual.
" The consefuence was, that his mind grew obscured, and it became
too evident to all present, except his daughter, that he was in the
first stage of intoxication. But even she, 4t length, could not help
noticing that her father talked strangely, and had an expression of
" countenance that she could not understand.

Oné of the tompany, who observed that Kate’s eye was fixed
anxiously mpon her father, endeavored to divert her mind, and
draw her away into conversation. She was becoming somewhat

 interested, when she noticed another person ai the table glance
with 2 slight contemptuous smile towards her father, and then at
one of the party who sat opposite to him.

The blood rushed to her face, and her lip trembled with an in-
stant rebuke. But she controlled herself with an effort. The
individual who sat near her, and who saw what was passing, made
a movement to rise from the table, which was followed by the rest
of the company. ' : .

«“Stop ] stop 1”? erfed Hamilton, in a thick voice— wait until
your host moves! Fill up your glasses again, gentlemen! And
you, Kate, (a consciousness of his real situation seeming to flash
upon his mind,) you can retire now : our friends here will excuse
you.” | :

« Q certainly, certainly, Miss Hamilton'1” was instantly re-
sponded. And the poor girl glided from the room, and hurried
away trembling in every nerve, and her heart beating so rapidly
as to prodice a feeling of suffocation. As soon as she reached her
chamber, she sunk intoa chair, and gave way to a passionate gush
of tears. For more than an hour she sat there, in a state of

dreary wretchedness, the real cause of which was dimly, and very

dimly, perceptible to her mind. But from this she was aroused

by 2 sudden and painful shock. :
% Queer goings on in -the parlor, John says,” remarked one

gervant to another, with a low chuckling langh, pausing near the
chamber door, and unconscious that she was there.

(=
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“Indeed! What's o '
ogrin d s the matter? Is the old fellow drunk
“ Yes, indeed! A v ing aveat
s , | nd they are maknllg great sport of him down
34 7 .
VKIG-H, Tm right dolwn sorry,” said the other, “’specially forl
gc:])]r 1sst;It{ate. It will break her heart if she should find it out
n must tr i oy .
e y and get him off to bed, and then she’ll never know
“. : ‘ .
o B1t1.t she must find it out before long. He gets tipsy two or
ree times a week now, and never ni
isn’t as full as he can stiék.” oo o bed ot nighty that he
And then the two serv
ants, after their word of i i
away to attend to their respective duties. -y glded
stoifé a.] ispta.;m'ter co-u}lld 1?ave seen Kate, as, starting to her feet, she
od listening with- breathless eagerness, her face ,
b Tios st 10 58 eage » her face pale as death
» her hands raised, and her eyes’ i 1
‘ : : ler eyes fixed with a wi
;t?.te, he might have sketched a picture, that to look upon ould
a.;e made the heart shrink and tremble. o
bt };elz] Oiervar;ts passed to their separate duties, the words they
en forgotten by them in the mom
en f ment after they w
“urttt‘ared. ] But upon .the heart of Kate Hamilton, thoseyw;;:
W:ie. w;'lltten.as with a pen of fire. The word “drunkenness”
e ;, 1nL er m}nd, a;soc:lated only with the lowest earthly degrada
1. Long after the noise of their retreating 1
t _ t ng footsteps had ceased
-dc; so?glci] alog_g the passages, did the poor girl stand in the position
scribed, as if suddenly turned into stone. From this state she

would

-was aroused by footsteps on the stairs, heavy, irregular and shuf-

(f}lmg-,dthe footste.sps of those who evidently carried a burden of
e:l;:llera:]e we1ght. Her door stood ajar, and as she glanced
ha;drs {) f:c rough it, she saw the body of her father, borne in. the
a servant and two of the visitor fir
standing 1 e rs, merchants of the first.
Y, with whose d y '
e s aughters she was on terms of,
. er ﬁ;st. impulse was to spring forward. But she remembered
coul;rulf C;words (zf the servants. " He was drunk! — and whal:l
could dso;av hc; tf:;shlm; 1ﬂ;[n‘ a }mjew minutes the visitors and servants
\ , and then there was the sound of ma :
iy was many footste
the passage below. After this came the opening aZd elosizicgﬂ;s

of the hall door, and th i
neé pacty ed go,n e.1'1 en all was StlH.l The guests of the din-
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With a quick hand Kate swung open her chamber door, and
glided with hurryingssteps along the passages that led o her
father’s chamber. Entering this, she closed the door after her,
and fastened it; and then went up to the bed, al?d looked down
eagerly into her father’s face. It was flushed with a deep red,
and 'seemed swollen, and his breath came heavy aqd labored.
She had often seen him thus befores but had never dreamed that
it was the result of intoxication.

¢ Father —Father |—Father !’ she said, in a tender, earnest
voice, laying her hand softly upon him. But she might as well
have spoken to a stone. . . ) .

« Father!” she repeated, in a louder voice, shaking him
gently. ‘

But the sleeper stirred not. . e

« () Father!” Dear father!” she again exclaimed ina still

louder, and now trembling, choking voice, shaking him violently.
As well might she have called to the dead. For a ‘moment
Jonger she stood with a pale, agitated countenance berfdmg over
him, and then bursting into tears, sank down into a chair, covered
her face with her hands, and burying both in the bed—clot_hc.as,
continued to weep and sob for a long, long time. But the vio-
lence of her grief spent itself by its own power, and t:he'n t}iere
fell upon her spirits a deep, almost waveless calm, subsiding into
a state of dreamy, half unconsciousness, that, in its turn, was fol-
lowed by a profound slumber. ‘ :
The dim shadows of evening were falling around as the heart-

stricken girl awakened from this blessed sleep; blessed to her,

because it brought forgetfulness, As she rose to her feet, the
first object that met her eye was the still insensible form of tl_le
one she loved above all things npon the earth. Again she laid
her hand upon him—again she called his name in the tenderest
sccents. But he heard her mot. O, how cheerless and desolate
&id her heart feel as she turned away, and slowly passed from his

room !
And now came thoughts of duty. Young as she was, she felt

that she must control her feelings ; that she must hide frem other,

eyes all evidences of the canker-worm in hersheart. Not even
the domestics must know that the truth had been discovered to

her. Descending to the parlor, she seated herself near the win- .
dow, and there dwelt upon the only thoughts that could find a
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place in her mind; thoughts of her father and his degradation.
Butf when the servant came in with lights, and it became neces-
sary to give some directions, she did so with a calmness that sur-
prised even herself. It would have required a close observer,
indeed, to have detected, in the tone of her voice, that within was
wretchedness the most profound. Her face she could not so easily
school, and it was therefore partly turned away.

Frequently through the evening did Kate go up to her father’s
room, and endeavor to awake him, but in vain. And at ten
o’clock she sought her own pillow with a sadder heart than had
ever throbbed in her bosom ; sadder far than it was when she
parted with the mother she had loved with a most tender and in-
tense affection. ‘ :

In the' morning when she came down, she found her father in
the parlor reading the newspaper. He did not look up as she en-
tered, and she felt glad that he did not do so, for she dreaded to
‘meet his-eye, or hear his voice, now that she knew that he was
perfectly in his rational mind. ' It was the feeling of the child that
shrunk from perceiving in a parent the first evidence of conscious

_self-abasement.

When brealifast was announced, both proceeded to the dining-
room, without uttering a word, and the meal passed in the most
profound, thoughtful, oppressive silence ; for Mr. H. had a pain-
ful consciousness, he hardly knew why, that Kate had perceived
the truth. How could a parent, who loved his beautiful, inno-
cent child as Wilson Hamilton really loved, nay, almost idolized
his Kate, ever again touch the maddening poison that could thus

- put between them a feeling of shame, and a feeling of sorrow,

whose poignancy cannot be told in words?e Alas! who knows

. the subtle enticements of the circean draught but he who has

heard the voice of the syrens. The winée was placed on the din~ -
ner-table as usual, and as nsual Mr. Hamilton drank of it freely
but not to intoxication. '

‘When Kate went next into company, it was with new feelings.
Nowhere, nor in any scenes, did she find the same umlloyed
pleasuixe that had heretofore been her constant attendant. If, for
a few moments, the bright attractions which ever present them-
selves before the minds of the young and ardent, would win her
away into delightful anticipations, a single dark thought would

" eall her back, and an inwardly breathed sigh attest the sad truth,
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that for her, indeed, had become changed the hues of all thm.gs
. earthly. Some noticed the change, but dreamed not of the p'im:i-—
fal cause.” The more subdued and thoughtful tone of her mind,
- and its corresponding effect in her manner, were noted as one of
the phenomena, unaccounted for by the mass, w}'nch resulf frlc);l ?
" young ‘and happy creature’s first introduction into the wor d o
men and women, where each- acts and reacts upon others in a
ousand different forms. 7
th(;:;:?::lg, beautiful, accomplished, an.d iclie daughter of one of ;;he
most wealthy merchants in the c‘ity, it is not to ?)e supposed t.lat
Kate Hamilton would long remain without a suitor for her hand{i
Among those who sought her favor, was 4 young man nar‘ni
Bailey, the son of a merchant, who, like .her father, was rich.
He was of atiractive person and manners, liberally educated, and

associated, though but just of age, with his father in business.

Of all who had visited her, this young man won most defa]?ly‘
upon her feelings, which, touched,as they were by th; congg}cm
of a parent most dearly loved, were of a tender and confiding
character, At the time his attentions becamf: particular, Kate
was about eighteen, two years ‘having passed since she made the
discovéry—a fearful one to her—of her father’s strange prop\c}n-
sity.. How far this young man was 'Wort_h_y of her, afxd how a:
she was reposing upon a just hope in leaning upon his ?.p}llnarenk
affection will appear from the following conversation w‘h1_c too
place between him and his father, on' the ocFa31on of young
Bailey’s declaring his wish to address Miss Hamllto.n. -
«T don’t know about that, James. I am a little afraid o
3 LH
H%fn{;:;;so, fatherygs” asked the young man, with something of
concern in the tone of his voice. )

“ Do you know that he *drinks rather hard ?

¢« No; and I cannot believe it . . .

% Seeing is believing, they say,” was the sententious reply.

« What do you mean, father?” -

% Why, I mean that I have seen him drunk myself.

¢ have?” : ‘ .

& gz:, I have; and more than once. Anc:"l :what is wor;e, h,:
drinks deeper and deeper. It’s my C.Elndld opinion that he asx;
gone to bed perfectly sober a single time for the last five years.

"t But what has that to do with Kate, father ?” :

‘her?”
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“Humph! A strange question for a young man like you to ask,
truly ! I will tell you what it has to do with her: If her father.
goes on as he has been going on for the last six months, he will
not be worth a stiver in two years,”

“Howso?” . .

4 Why, he is not himself one half of his time, and therefore
does a very unsafe business, Fifty thousand dollars will not cover
his losses in the past six months, and all from the miserably blind
speculations into which he has entered. Formerly he was one of
the shrewdest merchants in the city. Then he never made a bad
operation ; now he rarely makes a good one. The reason is ob-
vious: He drinks too freely. For the past five years, you could
never transact business with him after dinner, because he knew
that he was in an unfit state to do any thing judiciously. But
now, he is all the while in that unfit state, and every thing with
him is in confusion.” ' “u

¢ Poor Kate!” the young man said, sympathizingly.

“ Yes, I pity the girl, too, for she is handsome and intelligent,
and I have no doubt would make you a good enough wife. But
I rather think you had better look somewhere else.”

¢ Bat perhaps he would settle something on her.”

“Not he. He’s as proud as Lucifer, and if he were approached
on that point, would be roused at once. No, no, James. You
had better turn your thoughts somewhere else.”

¢ But there is no one whom I like so well.” .

“Oh! as to that, liking comes natural enough after’ you are
married. There is ’s daughter.  Why don’t you go and see’

¢ Because I don’t like her.”
“ But her father is the richest merchant in the city : and she’

is his only child.” -

“I know, - But I can never choose her.”

“Well ; there is old L——s daughter Angeline. Try her.”
%7 can’t doit, father.”

“ You are tooﬁf)articular by half, James. I am afraid you area
little weak in this matter; and have got a notion in your head

‘that there must be a deal of red-hot love in the question. Red-

hot nonsense ! ”? : ‘ :
“ Well, perhaps I am a little- weak that way ; but T can’t help

it. Kate Hemilton is the sweetest girl in the town, that’s clear.
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And I don’t see but we shall have money enough, even if her
father should go to the wall, wlnch 1 hope will not be the case.”

“ Don’t flatter yourself; boy,” the old man said, with rather a
severe expression of countenance. He will go to the wall, that’s
clear. He's a confirmed drunkard—that’s the plain A, B, C, of
it, and there’s no hope for him! Who ever heard of a reclalmed
drunkard ? I have lived some fifty years now, and I am sure I
never have, nor any body else, I presume. No, no, James;

poverty and degradation await Wilson Hamilton, and no human

power can save him. And let me tell you, that with my con-
 sent, you never unite your fortunes with his. Once his son-in-
law, and you become involved in his business when the pinch
comes, and when he falls, you will fall with him.”

¢ There is soﬁ%ethmg in that, certainly,” the young man re-
plied in a thoughtful tone. And it behooves me to pause and
consider well what I do.”

¢ That it does, my boy ! spoken like the son of your father.
Look before you leap, has always been my motto, and T have thus
far kept out of the thornbushes.”

8till, James Bailey, when he made the effort to keep away
from Kate, found that his fee]mcrs were involved far more than he
had supposed. The trial was exceedmcly painful, and, therefore,
he determined that he would at least permit himself the gratifica-
tion of being in her company frequently ; and so he continued a
‘regular visitor.

The description which his father had given of Mr. Harilton’s
habits, must suffice for the reader. It was, alas! too true. The
consequence was, as intimated, that his business was fast falling
into confusion, and his losses were frequent and heavy. But
none of these had the effect to make him give up, in any degree,
the active caunse. They only soured his mind, and deranged the
true business perceptions that were left. Poor Kate was now
the constant witness of her father’s degladatlon. Rarely a day
passed that he did not drink so deeply as fo: cpnf'use his ideas,
and there was scarcely a night that he did not go Teeling, or have
to be carried, in a state of insensibility, to bed. :

About this time an important rise in the price of cotfon was
anticipated, and a few capitalists in various cities commenced put-
chasing and storing considerable qua11t1t1es. Among others, Mr.
Hamilton invested largely, buying, and gwmcr his notes, with a
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recklessness as to the aggregate amonnt, that could only be ac-
counted for from the fact that he was not half of his time, really
in his right mind. The effect of such-a proceeding was, of
course, to run prices up, and Hamiilton continued to purchase at
the most advanced rates. Then came a pause in the market—a
slight evidence of fluctuation, and the price fall half a cent. The’
wise ones sold immediately. But many, Hamilton among the
rest, held on. The price “he knew would go up.” He
“ would not sell for an advance of three cents per pound.” But
it went down, down, down, falling in the course of three months
from twenty to ten cents per pound ; and when Mr., Harilton
was compelled to sell, he was loser by one hundred thousand dol-
lars. He could not meet all the engagements that he had en-
‘tered into, and, of course, was compelled to make an assignment
of his whole property—to become that dreaded thing, a Broxex
Mzeroumant. This nearly maddened, instead of sobering him,
and caused him to drink deeper and deeper.. For a week after
he had passed over his property into the hands of trustees, he’
was almost constantly in a state of insensibility.

When this distressing event occurred, Kate was only at the-
tender age of nineteen, but wise, from suffering, far beyond her
years. Oaly the evening before the failure of her father had Mr.
Bailey called upon her, and sat with her until a late hour. In
his conversation, ahd in" his voice, during the time were often
words and tones that fell upon her heart with a peculiar and
sweet melody, stirring thoughts and feelings of tenderness and
affection. In his “ good night,” and in the parting pressure of
his hand, were a language that she interpreted, to her own heart,
and that caused it to tremble with delighiful emotions.

Only once again did she look upon his face; only once again
did she hear the sound of his voice. Her father’s failure decidéd
the question in his mind. He could not wed a portionless girl.

From-the wreck of a large estate, the trustees, after settling
every claim against it, and deducting their own fees for the man-,
agement, paid over to Mr. Hamilton the meagre remnant of five
thousand dollars. This sum, with the splend1d furniture of hls
large mansion, was all that was left him at the age of fifty. A
great portion of the latter was sold, and with hlS daunghter, he
sank at once inté obscurity..

A new business was commenceéd on the small capital that he



42 .THE BROXEN MERCHANT.

could command, but, this soon became involved, as a natural con-
sequence arising out of his unchanged habits. Two years after,
he failed a second time, and what was worse, was considerably in
debt, after every thing had been swept from him. Not only were
the goods in his store taken, but the furniture of his dwelling
shared the same fate, and with his child, he was left with the
most scanty household articles, merely such as are protected by
- the laws of Maryland from the creditor. But the evil stopped
not here. One of the creditors, more selfish and cruel than the
rest, persecuted him still further, and to run the full cup over,

had him arrested, after a suit and the rendition of judgment, and -

carried to jail. - This occurred a few weeks after everything had

been taken from them. He had carefully concealed from Kate -

this danger that was lurking in his way, and when arrested, she
had no intimation of it. : _

¢ Come back soon, father,” she said, laying her hand tenderly
upon his arm, as he was about leawing on that afternoon, while
the tears came into her eyes. ¢ Every thing is so dreary and

desolate here’’—and she glanced around the room, that was dis- -

mantled of nearly every article except a single table, and four
common chairs. Carpets, looking-glasses, mahogany tables, sofas ;
in a word, everything but the articles named had been seized and

carried off by the rapacious creditors, some of whom, could every

heart-wrung tear of that innocent girl been changed to a diamond,
would have tortured her until the last farthing owed to them hy
her father had been paid. ’

“J shall be home soon,” the old man rephed as he was closing
the door after him.

Hour after hour the lonely girl sat near a window, leaning her
head upon her hand ; sometimes giving Way to tears, and some-
times brooding with dark and desponding feelings over a condi-
tion that seemed almost bereft of hope. What distressed her
most of all was the infatuation of her father. She felt that he
would now sink lower and lower; and that, be his condition what
it might, she must and would cling to him, Already had. she
begun to ponder on the means by which the labor of her hands

could be made to suppmt them both; but on this subject she

thought and thought in vain.
% What ean I do? What shall I do?” she said, after musing
long, in an entire abstraction of thought from all things external.
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. The sound of her own voice aroused her, and she perceived that

the twilight was falling dimly around. o,

“ Why does he stay so late?” she said, rising and looking out
into the street. Then she tarned away, and after lighting
proceeded to prepare the evening meal. Since the Hei
sale of their furniture, she had retained no domestic, perf: mmg
all the duties required with her own hands, all unused as they
were to toil. ' |

The supper ready, she waited long in painful anxiety, but her
father came not. Hour after hour passed, but she looked and lis-
tened in vain for some sign of his coming. How, or where to
seek him, she knew not: for when she thouaht of doing so, it
was past the hour of eleven. Seating herself by the Wmdow, she
remained looking out into the street, and listening anxiously to
every footstep that approached, until long after midnight. Then,,
as all hope of his return before morning faded from her mind, she
rested her arms upon the table near which.she sat, and burying
her head in them, she sank into a troubled sleep. When she
awoke from thxs, the broad light of day was streaming into the
room.

Startmg to hier feet, her first 1mpulse, after the full return of

. comsciousness, was to go ouf and seek fm her f'ather.

¢ But, where shall I go ?”

"This was a gquestion that she could not answer, though she
thought of it long and anxiously: for she bad not the most
remote idea what conld keep him away.

T will wait for an hour or two,” she at lencth said——"¢ by that
time he will either come home, or I shall hear f'rom him.”

In this state of most distressing uncertainty, she remained until
nearly nine o’clock; when she could bear it no longer. As she

" was just passing from the door, to seek for him, she knew not

how or where, a rough looking, hard-featured man stepped up to
her, and said—

¢ Is this where Mr. Hamilton lives?” :

«V¥os, sir, What of him? Where is he?” was the eager
response. ' ' - .

“ He asked me, last night to hand you this;” the man said,

‘producing a letter, which Kate grasped as he reached it to her,

and broke the seal with hasty but trembling hands. As she did
50, the man turned ‘away, and left her. The letter, or brief note
ather, read thus:
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) “ BALTIMORE JAIL.
.4 Drar KATE:—The harpies have done their worst at last.
On leaving the house this afternoon, I was arrested for debt, and
sent . But do not, my dear child, let it break down your
spiri 1eady well-nigh crushed to the earth. Hope for the
best, and if you can feel like commg to this dreadful place, I
shoul& like very much to see you.’ :

There was no hesitation, no- lingering on the part of Kate.
The moment she had finished reading the note, she placed it in
her bosom, and hurriedly leaving the house, bent her steps to-
wards the city prison. The girl’s wild'and disordered look, as
she hastened along the street, attracted many eyes, but she saw
nothing, heard nothing—not even the remark of one Who had
known her and been a companion—

¢ As I live, that was Kate Hamilton !”

¢« Ah, indeed 17’ was the Teply of the individual to whom this
was dddressed made in a tone half indifferent— The daughter
of old Hamilton, who failed about.two years ago?”

“The same, and a sweet girl Kate was. T have never seen
her before since she left our circles. What can be the matter
with her now ? Where can she be going? FPoor thing ' Tam
afraid, from her look, that she has become lost to virtue.””

¢ Most hke]y,” was the cruel rejoinder-—cruel, could it have
reached the éaxr of the unfortunate subJect, but falling harmless
where it was uttered. :

«J am told,” pursued the other, “that her father has become
a common drunkard and has been frequently seen, of late, reeling
about the streets in a state of intoxication, What a sad trial it
must have been to Kate! But I suppose she is past that now.
Ah me! it makes me sdd to think of it.”

While these remarks were passing, the subject of them was
hurrying on her way, with but a smcrle painful idea in her mind

——the idea of her father, imprisoned. A walk of some twenty- .
five minutes brought her to the outer gate of the gloomy building.

“Can I see Mr. Hamﬂton‘Fl » she asked with a hurried and
agitated voice,

1 really can’t say, Miss,” rephed the gate-keeper, in a care-
less tone. ¢ Who is he, or what is he ? "’

To this strange question the daughter could not reply, for she

rs

N
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did not understand its import, and she stood looking into the
~man’s face with a bewildered air. - »

“ What is he in for ? murder, stealing, or debt?” the gate-
keeper now asked in a quiet, unfeeling tone, returnmg the ear-
nest look of Kate with a bold stare.

The blood mounted to the neck, face, and temples of the
daughter, as she replied, with something of indignation in her
~voice— :

¢ He is in for debt, sir.”

®Oh, well. You. can see him then, if you wis .,”—and ‘the
gate-keeper turned the key. The large iron gate was swung
slowly open, and Kate passed through. As it closed with a loud
clanking sound, the heart of -the poor girl almost ceased its pulsa- -
tions. Her limbs became feeble and unsteady, as she attempted
to ascend the long acclivity and many steps that led to the prison.
A dimness came over her eyes, and a fainfness and langunor

i

- spread through her whole frame.. But one thought of her father
| —one impulse of pure affection-—aroused her again, and she pro-

ceeded on with & slow but steady pace. On reaching the muain
entrance to the building she encountered some two or three of
the turnkeys, who were lounging about that part of the jail. All
eyes were instantly turned upon her, as she shrunk impulsively
from each unfeeling glance. But a sense of duty aroused her,
and the thought of her father dispelled every feeling of Weakness.

“ I wish to see Mr. Hamilton,” she said.

“ A debtor?”

" #¢ Yes, sir,” .

« Come this way.” ‘ :
. And she followed the speaker until both stood in front of a
large iron-grated gateway, or door, opening into a long spacious

. hail, from each side of which went off the entrances to the differ-
‘ent debtors’ apartments. As they paused here, the turnkey

called out in a loud voice, .
« Hamilton 1 ” '
< Hamilton!” responded a prlsoner who was lingering in the
large hall, or main avenue, just mentioned, and in a few minutes
t‘n& old man emerged from one of the rooms, and came forward

* with a slow and feeble step. As he reached the iron door, Kate
- extended a hand between the bars and said, bursting at the same

tlme into tears-—
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% Oh mry father! my dear father [’ : : -

“ My dear child! Do not give way so! »_—sobbed the old man
while the tears gushéd, at the same time, from his own eyes.

' The turnkey, who had lingered a moment, although used to
such scenes, felt touched, and moved away. S

« Who has done this, father ?”’ Kate soon found herself com~
posed enough to ask. ¢ Tell me, and I will go to him. He can-
not be unmoved by the petition of a child for her father.”

¢ e is a hard-hearted man, my child; and I am sure will not
hear you.” ’ -

« Yes, father, he will hear me, he must hear me. Whoisit?
Tell me!” . ‘

% Qld Mr. Bailey is the man; and he has never been known
to forgive a debtor.” ‘ :

“ Surely it cannot be Mr. Bailey!” Kate said, in a low tone
of sad surprise—* Oh no, it cannot be he! Or, perhaps he knows
nothing of the extremity to which you have been driven. Per-
haps he does not. know that you are here.”

The old man shook his head, mournfully.

¢ He knows it but too well, Kate.”

«But T will go.to him, father. He cannot, he shall not put
me off.” '

“ You can go, child. But I fear the effort will be in vain.”

« How much do you owe him?”

¢« Qver two hundred dollars.” . :

Again the true hearted girl extended her hand, through the iron
bars that imprisoned the dear object of her solicitnde, and grasped
- with a strong pressure the hand of her father. '

«T will be back again soon, dear father,” she said, trying to
assume a cheerful voice—* And I feel confident that I shall bring
you good news.”

«Y foar not. But still Twill hope. And may heaven bless

you, my child!” the prisoner uttered fervently.

«Be of good cheer!” and as the daughter said this, she
pressed, again, affectionately, the hand that was held in hers, and
then turning away, glided swiftly out of the prison. ‘

Once beyond the walls of that gloomy abode, the first serious
thoughts of the duty she had imposed upon herself, came up in
her mind with painfal distinctness, Mr. Bailey, the father of
him who had won her heart, and whose image still lived in her
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memory, a dear and cherished thing, was the man whose selfish-
‘ness and inhumanity had thrown her own father into prison, and
to him she must go, and sue for mercy. The very thought made
her feel sick and faint Since James Bailey had parted from her
more than two years before, with 2 warmth and tenderness in his
manner even unusual for him, she had neither heard his voice nor
seen his face. The fear of encountering him, therefore, made her
" ghrink from. her duty with an inconceivably painful reluctance.
But that duty could not be shumned, and she went onwards in
_the performance of it, with something of the same feeling with
' which it may be supposed the martyrs of old went up to the
takes _
‘was'about eleven o’clock, on the same morning, that James
roed _his héad away from the desk at which he was sit-
co/ towards the door of the counting room, and ob-
it ‘was that had swung it open. The visitor was a
sed: young woman, but her head jwas partly turned
so that he could not see her face. She closed the door
quietly, and then moved towards the part of the xoom
ere old Mr. Bailey sat before a table, covered with papers and
ackages.  Here she paused, and the old man looked up into her
ace with a severe, frowning scrutiny. In vain did the visitor
¥ to'speak ler errand. Her tongue seemed paralysed, and

refused to perform its office.- o _
Well, what do you want, young woman?” Mr. Bailey in-
quiréd in a rough voice, and with a coarse, familiar manuer.

¢ My-—my-—my name is Kate Hamilton,” stammered out the
r girl, whose heart fluttered in her bosom like a newly caged -
¢ Kate Hamilton!” ejaculated the old man, instantly rising to
féet, his whole manner becoming changed and exoited.
v, Miss; ‘what is your business with me? #

ather ”—was all that Kate counld utter. o

8 il, and shall rot there!” excliimed Mr. Bailey, still
re excited as the interview proceeded. '

0, sir, do not say so,” the daughter urged, her voice becom-
ing calmer, and her selfpossession beginning to return. * Re-
mber that my father is old and poor. Keeping him in jail
ot pay the debt. The only hope for that, is in releasing
1L . -
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« Hal hal—And a precious hope that would be! No—mno.—
He wilfully neglected his business, and, in consequence, cheated
me out of more than two hundred dollars, and he shall be made
an example of for the good of society# So go home, girl, and
make yourself easy sbout it. My mind is made up. He shall
die in jail-—the drunken vagabond 1”7’

Anger with Mr. Bailey was a species of intoxication, and under
its influence,like ,others ander the influence of wine; he said

things that in sober moments he would not have uttered. But

his last bitter sentence was not, for this, any the less wounding to
the feelings of Miss Hamilton. In spite of her strong effort at self-
_ control, this cruel remark so touched her, that she hid her face in

her hands, and wept and sobbed for a few moments passionately.
~ From this she was aroused by the remark— .
“ «You needn’t suppose, Miss, ghat your tears can bave any

effect upon me. 1 have seen too many in my day. And_now,
T advise you to go home, and let this matter rest. Your father is i

a thousand times better off in jail than if he were out.”

« T cannot go, sir,” Kate now said, looking up, and endeavor--
ing to dry her tears— until you have consented to release my

father.” ‘

“ Go 11}0111&3', girl!” .

< Let me implore you, sir. Remember, what he once was.
Remember the former condition of her who now pleads with you.
Think how wrung her spirit must be, and lef those tears urge
you. O, sir, do not thus harden your heart!”’

« Go out of this office, I tell you T

« (), sir, my father cannot stay there! Look at me! Here, I ‘
plead for him thus (sinking on her knees, and clasping ber hands -

together.) O, sir, hear me !—hear me!?” and her voice sunk
into a low, choking sob. ‘

« Away! I will not hear you!” the old man said in a voice

loud and furious. : .

Then advancing towards her, he lifted her strongly by one arm
+o her feet—Iled ber to the door—opened it, thrust her out, closed
it, and then returned to his seat, and commenced poring over his
papers. But little, however, of their sense was apparent to his
mind. As he did so his son turned from his desk, and went out
through the back door of the counting-room. .

Mechanically Kate Hamilton turned away from the merchant’s
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scious of her own identity, Her mind was bewildered, and her
thoughts confused. From this dreamy state of obscurity and
wretchedness, she. was_startled by the sound of a voice close to
‘her ear—an old familiar voice, to which, even in memory, her
heart had ever echoed with a yuickened pulsation.
¢ Miss Harilton 1 _ ' ' . JEER

~ Bhe paused and turned quickly. It was James Bailey who
stood by her side. Coe :

may God in heaven bless you!”

paper into her hand, and turning away, glided at once from her
o, gight. K -
L  whole scene passed so quickly that it. seemed like a bewil-
: dgfjp_gf'dreqm. But the piece of paper in her hand attested its
ality. . Glancing down upon.it, she saw with an emotion that
ithe tears spring to her eyes that it was a check for two
undred and twenty-ive dollars. Without a thonght more, she
arned her steps again towards the jail, and almost ran the whole
f the way, . | '
The check was for the exact amount of debt and costs, and was
‘8t orice received by the warden, and old Mr. Hamilton' set at
\l_l?(:?,l.fty.' This imprisonment had the effect to sober and, subdue
his .'mind, He inwdrdly resolved that he would drink no more.
This resolution he did not communicate to his daughter. The
subject of his love of drink was one to which the :mst remote
“allusion had never been made by ome to the other. Neither
could speak of it—the father nor the child. But she saw in a
day or two, that there had occurred a change, and her heart
tremblgg in Lier bosom with a new hope. * As the house in which
A J}féd:ﬁCbuld not be retained, on account of the high rent, and
se they had no furnitare to put in it, a new home was
a_"r‘.ir"l the ‘subutbs, a very small house was obtained at
e low ‘rent of five dollars a month, and into this, the once
“:galthy merchant and his beautifal and accomplished daughter,
I qv‘ed.‘rr No' servant. could, of course, be employed, for btherB
weré no means with which to pay one, and i'ndee(l; Tittle prospecﬁ

é\r‘el}__ _he barest necessaries of life. . All the work of the house,

counting-room, and moved along the pavement, scarcely con-

# Take this,” he said— tell no one where it came fl;om: And

. Thus saying, in an agitated tone, he slipped a small piec‘ek of .
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even the washing and 1ron1ng, as well as the cooking, fell upon
Kate. :

In the second week after thmr removal to this new home, 1? a
home it could be called, and when both began to despond as to
the means of obtaining the simplest necessaries of life, a store-
‘keeper in Franklin street, who had at one time bought largely of
Mr. Hamilton, and who had always felt a regard for him, that
his miscondact could not entirely extinguish, offered him a.situa-
tion-in his store at four hundred dollars a year. This was gladly
accepted. And now there was a glimmering of light upon the
gloomy path of his child. Every mght her father came home
“sober, and bronght her each week the full amount of wages that
he received. In their new condition, their wants were few, and
some eight dollars each week supplied them all.

One evening, about three months after this happy change,
Kate sat waiting for her father’s return, with a feeling of unusual
cheerfulness. She heard his hand at last wpon the latch, and
rose to her feet to meet him with a smiling welcome. But a sin-
~ gle glance at his face, sufficed to tell the fatal truth, that he had~
again been drinking—this, his unsteady step confirmed, and her

“heart sank like lead in her bosom. No word was uttered by
* either. The meal passed in painful and oppressive silence, and
~ after it was over, Mr. Hamilton took his hat and went out. "It
was after nine o’clock when he returned in a state of reeling in-
+oxication, and sought his bed. In the morning he went, as
usual, to the store in which he was employed. At dinner time,
it was plainly evident to the quick eye of his daughter, that he
had again been drinking; and at night he could scarcely walk
~ straight when he came in. After supper he went out again, and
staid until late, and then returned as he had the evening bef’ore,
and went reeling and stumbling up to his bed. When Satuld'ly
night came, he gave Kate but four dollars, instead of eight. She
. received it without any remark upon the smallness of the sum,
and he gave it her without any reason for the diminution. But
oh, how sad, and wretched, and hopeless she felt !

Two months after he became so utterly unfit to be trusted,
from incapacity, that he was discharged from his situation.
When this fact became known to his danghter, she endeavored to
nerve herself for severer trials. Thoucrh bent, and swayed, and
broised by the storm, her spirits were not altogether broken.
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There 11ad been time enough for reflection since the utter ruin of
‘their worldly prospects, and during that time she had not been
entirely unthoughtful as to what course she would have to pursue
-should her f'ather entirely abandon himself to drink. Her pure,
‘deep, unselfish love for him was the guide to her decision—a de-

cision not in words, nor even, in her mind, in the form of words ;

but in the perception of her duty, flowing from the very lose she
bore him.. That decision was a resolution (not, as has just been

. said, made in a form of words, even mentally spoken,) never to.

leave him while she had life; to devote herself to him, and to
~ take care of him through all ‘the grades of human suffering

through which she mwht have to pass ; to die with him and f'or
i, if she shiould be reduced to that extremity.
instinctive resolution, when the time came for action,
made her more thoughtful, and prompted her to east about in her
_mmd for:the’ probable means of a support for them both. But
"here ‘she found herself in a difficulty that seemed almost insur-
mounitable.  What could she do? How could she earn money ?
or herself, if there were none but herself to care for, she could
eadily perceive that it would be no hard matter to enter some
amily, and make herself useful in various ways, thus securing a
“home both comfortable-and respectable. But under the circum~
f tances in which she found herself placed, this was now out of
.the question.- Her father needed, and would need move and
‘more, her care and attention. Wxthout her hands to prowde%’%
nd minister to his wants, he must sink into 2 state the. bare '
des: of which make her Heart sink.

- It then, became absolutely necessary that she should seek some
mployment by which she could earn money. While pondering
his ‘subject in her mind, a plan presented 1tself‘ which she pro-

ded at once to adopt.
In one of the humble tenements near that in which she lived Wlth
‘her father; resided a widow, who, by her own exertions, supported
erself and three small children, - This woman, whose name was
rwin; Had- seen her own ups and downs in hf'e, and being of a
ind, benevoIent turn of mind, had ndturally a feeling of sympa-~
‘thy f"nr Kate in her lonely condltlon. Very frequently she would
rop in during .an afternoon, and spend a little while in cheerful
onversation. She was not herself a murmurer, and as Kate
ever alluded, even remotely, to her father’s conduct nor to her




52 THE BROEKEN MERCHANT.

+ -own -painful feelings, these interviews were always pleasant.
Gradually she began to have a tender regard for Mrs. Erwin, and
to feel that her-sotiety was becoming more necessary to her.
And especmlly did the fact that Mrs. Erwin could, by the labor
of her own hands, support herself and chlldren, encourage her to
think that she might be equally successful.

A few days af'ter her father had lost hig situation, Kate called
in to see Mrs. Erwin, for the purpose of ‘making a few inquiries
as to how she must pwceed to get some kind of wérk.

“ What is this you are doing, Mrs. Erwin ?” she asked lifting
from the table the upper part of ‘4 shoe lined and bound.

“ Binding shoes,” Mrs. Erwin. replied.

“Tsit easy work!” Kate proceeded to ask.

“Ttis not very easy; but it is simple, and after you get used .

to it you can do very well at it.””

“ How much do you make at this kind of work ?”

¢ Some two or three. dollars a week—and even four, if T have
nothing else to do.” S

“ Can you get as much of it as you wish 27

“Q yes.”

Then came a pause, durmg which Kate was pondermg whether -

the next question she wished above all to have answered, should
be asked. At last she said, and her voice trembled—

‘Do you think I could get any of it to do, Mrs, Erwin?”

“ You, child? Why yes, I suppose so. That is if you know
how tg close and bind pretty.well.” '

« But I don’t know anything about it. Still, don’t you think |

I might learn ?”

“ Ce1 tainly, child, And if you wish to learn, it will give me.

the greatest pleasure in the world to teach you.”
~ “You are very kind, Mrs. Elwm,” Weis Kate’s simple, heart-
felt acknowledgment. :

“ And if, in anythmg else I can aid you, Mlss Hamllton,” con-=
tinued the warm-hearted woman, “speak it out freely. Inever
think it a trouble to help another all that is in my. power.”

“ Will you show me now ?”’ asked Kate

¢ Certainly.”

And Mrs. Erwin proceeded to give her mstructlons in the hum-

ble art and mvstery of closuw and binding shoeq Her an‘uous

desire to learn made the task an easy one, and before she rose up
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_to return home she had performed the WhoIe operatlon of closmg A

and binding two pairs of ladies’ shoes. .

“ Do you think they will do, Mrs. Erwm"” she asked ear~
nestly.

“ Yes, indeed! You ‘have done them beautlf'u]]y

“ And the next question is, do you think I can get work at
onece ? "

¢1I should think so, Miss Hamllton At any rate, I will speak
for you this very afternoon. I have to go down town, and can
do it for you just as well as not.” X S

Mrs, Erwin was as good as her word, When she returned
from her errand * down téwn,” she brought a dozen pairs of
shoes for Kate, which were received by her with emotions of
heartfelt gratitude. ,

¢ What have you got here ?” asked her father, coming in half
an hour after, a good deal under the influence of liquor.

% Only some shoes to bind,” Kate said, and her heart trembled
as she felt that what she was duing Jvas a keen rebuke to him,
and might be so construed.

¢ And what are you domg with shoes to bind, , pray ?”* he pro—
ceeded. :
“1 thought I would try and do a little something, father." :
You know we haven’t much.” '

“ o a little something ?—bind shoes ‘?—humphf Kate Ham—-
ilton bind shoes, indeed ? Ts the glrl crazy 7.

¢ Bat, dear father,” she said, rising to her feet, and laying her
hand soothingly upen his shoulder, “hxle she assumed a emile,
“ You know we_are very poor, and that T ought to do all I can
to lighten your burdens for you are old and cannot do much now.
I would rather do'it, father ” ' :

¢ Bind shoes ?”’ the old man repeated, with a bewildering, in-
dignant surprise. ¢ Kate Hamilton bind shoes for a living ?
The thing is 'preposterous I, No—no—put them away, Kate.
We shall be rich again; I know we shall.”

To humor her father Kate did put the shoes away, but as he
soon fell into a state of half stupefaction, she took a single one in
her hand, and sat down near the window, with her back towards
him, and went on with her work. After supper he went out, as. .
was rtow his almost constant habit, and  she was left alone to con=

_ tmue her humble employment.
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But he never after attempted to interfere with'her, in this orin
anything else that she chose to do. By the most unremitting
labor, Kate now managed to earn from three to four dollars a

week, nearly all of which it took to procure food and fuel, and

pay the rent. As for her own clothing, she still bad a good deal
of bher former stock left, and by much attention to her father’s
garments she made out to keep him tolerably respectable in ap-
pearance. 'Thus she went on, for the long period of about ten
years, during which time her father had become more and more
degraded ; not, howewer, without having made several efforts to
~ reform himself, but without any permanent- effect, and always
sinking lower after every such struggle. The ardent thirst for
liquor which was constantly upon him, caused him to resort to
every means that suggested itself for earning a little money, that
this desire might be gratified. The last of:these, and the employ-
ment at which he had been engaged for more than a year prior
to the time when we again introduce him to the reader, was that
of turning a wheel. TFor this, a duty that he could perform as
well when half intoxicated as when sober, he received three
dollars a week, every cent of which was spent in drink. As the
" turning shop in which he thus worked was near the centre of the
"city, Kate removed with him to a hovel, in Little Sharp near
Fayette street, that had formerly been occupied by blacks. It
was a mean, comfortless tenement; but it gave them shelter,
and for her father’s sake Kate entered it without a murmaur.

Ten ‘years have. passed since Kate Hamilton made the first
effort, to earn money for the support of herself and her father,
and since that time her toil has been, night and day, almost in-
cessant. Let us look in upon hel again. N .

- It is night—a night in December. We find her in a small
room containing a bed, and a few poor articles of furniture; such
as a pine table, two or three old chairs, &e. Still; there is an air

of neatness, as far as neatness can be found in guch a place ; but
1o #ir of comfort, A few sticks are burning on the hearth, near’

which she is seated, and by the light of & dim lamp, endeavoring
to sew.

Can - that indeed be Kate Hamilton ? Alas! that such a

change should ever pass mpon a child of earth. How thin and
pale her face! how attenuated her ‘whole frame! How large,
and bright, and almost unearthly in its expression, is her dark

i
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eye! And her lips are compressed painfully together, and color- -
less. See her pause now, and press her hand to her side, while
an expression of weariness and pain settles apon every feature of-
ber face, Hark to that hollow, resounding, racking .eough, and_

gee how her whole frame is convulsed ! Alas! alas] poor mat- |

tyr to filial affection, the grave is surely almost ready for thee—
and sweeter there will be thy sleep than any that has locked up-
thy senses for many, many weary years. 7
Thus as we have seen her, did she toil on, sometimes pausing
wearily, and resting her head upon the little work-stand before
her—sometimes holding her hand hard against her side, as if sufs
fering acute pain, and sometimes giving way to a convulsive fit
of coughing. As the evening passed on, the fire sunk lower
apon the hearth, but instead of replenishing it, she only drew

nearer and nearer. DBut she was evidently chilled, for a slight* -

shudder would ever and anon run through her frame.

- Tt was nearly ten o’clock, when she put by her work. Ha.viﬁg
done this, she took from a closet her honnet,' and a thin, faded
:'s_hawl, which she wrapped around her shoulders, and then pésséd
out into the dark, narrow, deserted street, The night was very
cold, and the wind penetrated her thin garments, and caused her
to shrink shivering in the wintry blast. But she seemed not to
heed this, as she directed her footsteps hurriedly towards Fayetté
street, on emerging into which she passed along, until she came
to Park street, up which she steadily pursued her way. Just be-
fore she came to Lexington street, she turned into one of the low
taverns, or grogshops which then existed in that part of the’
street, and perhaps exist there still, B

«“Js father here?” she said to the keeper of the house, not
perceiving him she sought. o : -

¢No, he is not!”” was the gruff reply. _ :

« No, dear—he ’s not here ’—half sung a drunken man, reel- -
ing towards her, with an air of familiarity, that caused her to
turn and glide hurriedly away. :

«Stop! stop!” he cried after her, opening quickly the doot

that she had closed. But his pursuit was only a feigned one. .

Poor Kate trembled in every limb, as she retraced her steps
down Park street, until she came to the intersection of Liberty

street.” There she entered a grog-shop that still stands at the
“corner of an alley running up to Howard street. As she did so,

v
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her eye fell upon her father, seated on a bench, and fast asleep.
- She went up to him, and after shaking him repeatedly, awoke
him so far as to make him comprehend that she had come for him.
“Then he arose, mechamcal]y, and followed her out, and walked
" by her side, until they had gained their humble dwelling. ‘Here
he only waited long enough to divest himself of his old much
worn and much. patched coat, before he threw himself upon the
bed. Ere he had done this, hls daughtér had turned down the
clothes for him. Then she drew off his shoes, and covered him
~up-snugly all around.  As for him, he was fast asleep, almost the
moment his head touched the pillow. Kate then went to the

- hearth, raked up the coals, threw on another stick, and resumed

."jher work. It was nearly twelve o’clock when she-laid this by,

evidently more from excessive weariness, than from any wish-to -

abate her labors. She then threw an extra quilt over her father,
tucked it in all around with a carefal hand, and taking: up her
light, ascended to the loft abové. There, upon the floor, lay her
humble bed. Bending meekly on her knees for a few minutes,
she lifted her heart above, and prayed for more patience, and
more submission under her hard lot.. Then, quickly disrobing
herself, she sought a few hours’ repose. But f'or a time, even this
" seemed denied her, for a racking cough- kept her awake for nearly
an hour. Finally, she sunk away, and slept-soundly until the
morning.

When she descended fo renew her dally toil, she found that
“her father had arisen and gone out as usual. Until his nerves
were steadied by a morning draught of his accustomed stimulus,
ke could not handle his knife or lift a cap to his mouth. The
frugal meal was ready when he returned, and he ate it in silence.
How painful and oppressive that silence l—but it was only a por-
tion of that which ever brooded over their little household. They
seemed, that father and his child, like moving automata, Words
‘rarely passed the lips of either. He came and went at stated
intervals, and she ministered to his every want that it was in her
power to meet, with an affectionate solicitude that showed how
tenderly her heart still clung to her parent, degraded and bru-
talized as he was, But she conld not converse with him; for
there was no topic upon which they could feel a mutual interest.
Indeed, his mental perceptions had all become obtuse, and - the

action of his mind feeble. He seemed to havée but one love—that -
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of strong drink;—and but one systém of reasoning—that which
considered the means by which that love'could be gr atlﬁed How
like a living death must have been the whole tenor of that de-
voted dauahters existence! Possessing a refined and cultivated
taste, yet surrounded with nothing but what tended to offend that -
taste; educated and intelligent, yet cut off from books and soci-
ety ; modest and virtuous, yet compelled to seek her father, night
after night, in haunts where congregated the vile and abandoned,
and there to meet their insults and brave their ridicule! But she
had never wavered a moment from her purpose, though more
than once offered a home by some who had accidentally crossed
her path, and felt and appreciated her worth and her deplorable
condition. Without her-constant care, that old man, her father,
could not have survived, probably, a week, or, at best, would
have been carried to the Almshouse. This she saw—this she felt.
And her heart was strong in its filial purposes.

When breakfast was over, Mr. Hamilton arose and Kate rose

‘also. She took down from a mail his old hat, the fur of which

had long since disappeared, and drew, from habit, the sleeve of

her dress across it. - Then she took from the mantlepiece a hair- -

brush, and while the old man inclined his head towards her, care- -
f'ul]y pruted and smoothed the few gray hairs that still ln;xcrele&
in wintry wreaths, about his aged temples.. "His cravat was like- .
wise adjusted, and his old, thread-bare coat brushed. Then she . .

placed his hat upon his head, and he turned from her and she was

left alone. All this passed in silence, and seemed as if it were
only mechanical. But there was, on one side at least, a feeling
heart and unwavering affection. :

On leaving the house, old Mr. Ham1lton went direct to the
grog-shop from which hxs daughter had taken him on the night
before, and called for brandy and water. OF this he swallowed
eagerly, a quantity sufficient to make any ordinary drinker com-
pletely intoxicated. Thence he proceeded to the turner's shop
where he was employed, and took his station at the wheel. It
was almost impossible to believe that that old man, as he sat all-
through the day, turning, turning that everlasting wheel, with his
thin gray hairs rising and falling with the motion of his body,
was the same with the rich merchant, who, not over fifteen or

twenty years previous, was accounted one of the most wealthy =~

men in the city. Then moving in the highest circle—now scoffed



B8 THE BROKEN MERCHANT.

in the street by boys, and despised by even the chimney-sweepers;
then high-minded and intelligent, now acted apon by oniy one
degrading passion, and sinking all rational thought in the single

contemplation of the means whereby to gratify his -evil appetite. .

About every two hours he had to Teave ‘his place, and go out for

his glass of brandy. This the owner of the shop had ceased fo

object to, for he knew that the miserable old man would not do
without it. At night, when supper was Over, he went out, as on
the evening previous, and at ten ‘o'clock Kate remitted her labor
- and sought for him in <ome one of the liquor stores in the neigh-
borhood. As soon as she came in, he always rose up, if not
asleep, and went home with her without uttering a word. If
asleep she would rouse him, and then he would accompany her,
The history of one day is the history of every day that was

spent by Kate and her father. But her health was fast failing
her, and she felt that she could pot bear up much longer. - This
troubled her only on her father's account.” For his sake she
wished to live, and only as long as he lived. Beyond that she
. had nothing to desire. - o

It wag about a month from this time that, on glancing over a
part of a-newspaper, which had been wrapped around some arti-
cles bought at a neighboring grocery, her eye rested upon an
article which gave a glowing account of a wonderful reformation
then going on in the city—a reformation among drunkards. It
 gtated that hundreds of men, who had been for a long series of
© years addicted to drinking, had joined themselves to & soclety,
entitled ¢ The Washington Temperance Society,” and- had be-
come sober men, and that large numbers were joining the society
every weels, It spoke of this movement, as well it might, as a
most wonderfal one—embracing old and young, and those of the

most confirmed habits. . ' '
© «Q, if he would only join | ?—she murmured involuntarily,
and a faint hope, the first that had warmed her heartfor years,
_ trembled in her bosom. | ' N : '
" The paper containing the article was carefully preserved, and
placed in his way, time after time, but he had lost all inclination
for reading, and poor Kate’s feeble hope sank at last, and expired
in' her bosom, as she saw him take the precious document and
tear it in two, preparatory to the operation of shaving himself.

It was early in the month of February, some three weeks after

Ly
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this, that Kate found her now feeble health rapidly giving way.
The pain in her side had become so intense, and the debility of
her system so great, that she could, not. sit over her work more
than an hour or so at a time. The consequence was, that her
earnings were reduced to about a dollar and a half a week; and
did. not suffice to procure even the mecessary food, much less to
provide wood, and pay the rent, &c. _

In 2 most sad and gloomy state of mind, she sat one night
about this time, hovering over the last few embers, made by her
last stick of wood. Kwery cent of her money was gone; and
there was, in the house, but a single loaf of bread. The night
was exceedingly cold, and she had beceme by nine o’clock, chilled -
through and through. Her father was out as usual, and she now
arose, put on ler honnet, and drew her old thin shawl around
her. She shuddered as she opened the door, and felt the keen
searching blast without; bub there was no avoiding—she could
only brave it. She first tarned her steps to the drinking house

in Park near Liberty Street.

"« Is my father here?” she asked, on glancing around and not
seeing him. . : -

“«No,” ~was the surly answer.

« Has he been here to-night 2" -

e No : ‘ ' ) .

. And she turned away with a feeling of disappointment. -She
pext sought him in another grog-shop, near Lexington Street.
. % Crazy Kate again!” ejaculated the bar-keeper, in a half
sneering, half familiar tone, as she entered.

¢Ts my father here?”’ she asked, with a face and tone of anxi-
ety, seeming not to heed the remark. .

« Come in, dear, and we will see. Has old Hamilton
peen here to-night??’ he continued, speaking to a boy who sat
nodding on a chair, at the same time that he lifted him by one
arm and pushed him half across the room. , '

T d'no—"" Teplied the lad, rubbing his eyes, and glancing at
the bar-keeper with a look of indignation. S

« Go off up stairs and see if he is not asleep in one’ of the
boxes!” . . ' ER

Then tirning to the old man’s: daughter, he said, as he passé_d
to her side and laid his hand impudently upon her shoulder—

¢« Well, Kate, how are you, dear ? ”
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~ Poor Kate felt the blood mounting to her faee, as she moved
-away from him. But she did not reply. All that she could say
she felt would only subject her to more rudeness and outrage. .

“Shy as adeer! Ha! ha! But come, Kate, try and smile a

little—or pout if you will ; but do *nt put on such an air of offend-
ed dignity. Ican’tbearit—hal hal” .

¢ Stick up to her, Bill! She’sonly playmg a little shy—’? cried
one of the loungers in the bar-room, rising to his feet, and com-

ing forward. :
% Be kind enough to say if my father is here,” the poor dis-
‘tressed creature' now said, appealingly. “If he is not, tell me,
that T may go and seek him elsewhere.” ;
¢ Wait a minute. Tom hasn’t had time to find him yet.”
¢ Stick up to her, Bill! Ha! ha! You’reafraid.” i
Thus bantered the bar-keeper again approached Kate. Touch-
ing her familiarly under the chin, while she shrunk still further
from him, he said,
“ Don’t be afraid, my pretty duck.”
“Kisg her, Bill! Kiss her] You’re afraid to do that.”
“No I aint.” - ' e
“Yes you are.”
“See if I am.”
" And the bar-keeper again went towards.the frightened glrl
“Qsir,” she said, “if you are a man, spare me these insults.
If you ha.ve a mother or a sister, think of them, and for. their
- sakes do mot thus outrage a poor almost heart-broken: creature.

-Tell me whether my. father be here or not. It is late, and heis .

very old. If le is not here,' he may be perishing in the street,
Let me go then quickly.”

¢ Kiss her 1 ejaculated one of the company.

¢ Yes, kiss her, Bill!” cried another.

And the mean-spirited wretch again moved towards her.

“TFor shame!l” said a voice at the moment.. ¢ For shame!
Let her go!” ‘And a man who had not heretofore spoken, arose
from a chair and Jomed the group that had now sunounded
Kate.

« Your father is not here, Miss Hamilton, and has not been
- here, I believe, to-night,” he sald in a tone of kindness and con=
sideration. i

The company looked surprised and indignant at. this interfers
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‘ence, and as each one of the group turned towards the individual

who had last spoken, Kate glided from the room. :

¢ I should like to know what business you have to mterfere in
this matter,” the bar-keeper said with a frown.

¢ Because I never will stand by and see a decent woman ! insult-
ed. D’ve got a sister; and if any man were to talk to her as
some of you talked to Kate Hamilton to-night, I would pull his
tongue out of his head.” The face of the speaker flushed, and
his tones were angry.

“ Mighty fine,” ejaculated one of the party, sneermﬂly

" Tom Dunn’s going to turn pious.”

“You may ridicule as much as you please ,” he replied, ¢ but |
that don’t alter the matter. My mother, while she was living,”
and his voice slightly trembled, ¢ has locked me up many a time,
Jjust as that girl is now lookmg up her father, and bad as I was,
and am, I'never did, and never can, feel anythmo‘ bt respect and
conmderatmn for that woman, mother, sister, wife, or daughter,
who thus consents to enter a place like this in search of a beloved
object. Kate Hamilton, let me tell you, is no common girl. Her
father was, at one time, among the richest of our merchants, and
she then moved in the first clrcles ;.and was beloved, I have been
told, and admired by all. = Think, then, what must be her feel-.
ings now, dragged down, as she has been, in clinging to her
father, and compelled to enter a place like this, on such an errand
as that which brought her here. Think -of it, I say, and never

again offer her an insult!”’

There was something in the tone, manner, and words of the
speaker that subdued the feelings of those he addressed,; debased

~ as they were, and they did not attempt to reply. The mdmdual _

who had spoken, observmg the effect of his words, turned away
and resumed the newspaper-and glass of punch that had occupied
his ‘attention before Kate Hamllton came in. '
Meantime the anxious daughter turned away from the door of
the grog-shop, murmuring,
% Where can he be ? - :
The wind came rushing down the street, and penetrated her
thin garments, but she paused only a moment, and then turned

up the street, pursuing her way steachly 111’1‘[',11 she turned into

Wagon alley. A few doors frora the corner stood a liquor store,
‘the vxle haunt of characters the most degraded and abandoned.
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" Qoveral times she had traced her father to this place, and-again;
with an instinctive reluctance, did she lift the latch, and enter.
As she passed up to the counter, she said to the woman who kept
the shop, in a low, agitated tone, - o -

¢ Has Mr. Hamilton been here to-night? * _

% No, he has not!” was answered in a lond voice. “ And
he'd better not- venture here again, the old vagabond! See
here!” poigting to sundry chalk marks on a board, ¢ there’sa
score against him of a dollar, and he hasn’t showed his face here
for a month, the old cheat! And you can just tell him, Miss,
that T’ have the constable after him, so I will! The drunken

old rascal 1”’ .
 As the landlady went on, her wrath increased, and her words
came thicker and faster. But Kate turned from the counter, and
passing from the shop, was soon beyond the sound of the wo-
man’s voice. ‘ o

« Oh, it is dreadful!” she murmured, as she regained the

street, and pansed a few moments to collect her scattered
thoughts. Then she went on again, pursuing her search from
shop to shop, and from cellar to cellar, until she had been 'to
every drinking house and cellar in the whole neighborhood.. But
J6 was in none of them ; and all put her off with the short reply,
that they ¢ didn’tknow any thing about him,” and some: added,
% por didn’t cdre either.” ) .
With a troubled heart she returned home, the fecble hope in
~her mind that he might be there. But that idea was speedily
dispelled. All was as still and as desolate there as when she had
gone out, Here she lingered but for a few moments, every fear
becoming aroused for the safety of her parent. He was old and
feeble, and now she remembered, or thought she remembered,

something unusual in his manmer at supper-time. Again ‘she -

went out, but where to look for him, or where to direct her steps,
¢he kriew not. TFor more than half an hour she walked around
and around the squares, in the vain hope of meeting him, and
even ventured a second time into some of his accustomed haunts,
only to receive a cruel rebuff. ,

Almost distracted in mind she was crossing Market street, on
her way home again, when she saw him turn into Little Sharp
street. Quick as thought she darted forward and drew up {0
the old man’s side.

it indeed be true!”
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«(Q father!” she said, in a low, anxious, trembling tone;
& Wheré have you been? I have searched after you for more
than an hour.” S

“ You have found me now, Kate,” was his only reply, but
the tone was different, and there was more of real affection in it
than had greeted her ear for a long, long time. :

¢« Are you mot very cold ?” she asked, as he Jeaned upon her
arm. : oo ‘
“ No, Kate,” he said, tenderly, “I am not very cold. But if .
you have been out for an hour this bitter night you must be
chilled to the heart.”

In a few moments they gained their cheerless home, and as the
door closed upon them, the old man took both of-the hands of his
child in his. own, and while the tears started from his eyes, said—

« Kate, my dear, good girl, Lhave cheering news to tell you.
T have signed the pledge of the Washingtonians to-night.””

“Q father!” the almost heart-broken creature exclaimed,
looking up into his face with a glance of unutterable love, while
a light seemed almost to shine through her countenance. ¢ Can

«Tt is true, my child. I am sober now ;, and have done itin a
sober mood. And I will abide by it if I die! And now Kate,
can I, ought T, dare 1, ask your forgiveness for the heart-breaking
misery that I have brought upon you, while I bless you.for the
undeviating affection that has ever caused you to cling to a de-
graded and justly despised old man.” '

« Do not talk so, father!” Kate said, looking up into his face

“implojingly, as she laid her cheek upon ‘his bosom. ¢ This

moment compensates for all. O, we shall yet ‘be happy ! and
then the first warm gush of tears relieved a heart that was almost
breaking for joy.

The promise of that blessed hour has not yet been mocked.
More that a year has passed, and Mr. Hamilton s still a sober
man, and old as he is, one among, the most active in the cause of
temperance. - oo .

It is remarkable how quickly the external condition changes
after & man becomes temperate. Instead of turning a wheel, Mr.
Hamilton has, by the aid of his temperance friends, obtained an
easy situation in which he is usefully employed. It yields him the

_'comfortable income of five hundred dollars a year. With the

[ Y 4
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frugal habits of his daughter, who has learned economy in the
severest school, it more than suffices to provide for all their wants.
- Their small dwelling in a pleasant neighborhood, presents an air
of neatness and comfort that is truly delightful, in contrast with
their shousehold economy little over a year since. Kate’s health
is gradually improving, and her countenance, though sedate,
wears a cheerful expression, : :
May no dark shadow ever again fall upon her' heart. And
«confident are we, that it will not. The present wonderful move-
ment is not the mere work of man, nor altogether under the
control of men.' Its cause lies deeply hidden in that invisible
“world of causes, whose mysterious action upon this visible world

of effects, is often so incomprehensible. The era of intemperance,’

as a national curse, is past. Whatever of evil uses in society it
has had to perform, we are bold to believe are accomplished, and,
like the plague that once desolated London, will ere lung live only
on the page of history a fearful wonder—an appalling mystery.

Q,‘:
®

¢ °  THE EXPERIENCE MEETING.

A FEw weeks after my first visit to the Washingtonians, I
again attended one of their meetings. Even in that brief period
their influence had become more largely extended. Hundreds
had signed the ‘total abstinence pledge, and coming in among
them greatly increased their strength and importance. ‘The eyes
of the whole community were fixed npon them, with an expres-
sion of strange surprise and wonder. They were in the thoughts
of all, and their doings were upon every tongue. If you met a
fiend in the street, the first words, after the greetings had
passed, would almost certaiuly be— T

“ Have you been to any of these temperance meetings?”
Or— = ' R

« These are wonderful doings really, of our temperance men?”

- Op—

¢« Would you believe it? ~Mr.-—has joined the teeto-
tallers!™” - _ o

As might well be supposed, the tavern-keepers were greatly
alarmed, and used the weapons of ridicule, and sometimes of op--

' pression to counteract the movement. But their efforts were al-

together vain. Every opposition but gave renewed power to the
impulse. - : . -
How many a poor wife ejaculated, with freshly kindling- hopes, -
¢« O that my husband would join ! o
And, perhaps the.next man to sign the pledge would be he for -
whom the ardent wish was breathed. Into many an abode over
which for years had hung thick clouds, the warm sunshine; sud-.
denly penetrated. Smiles lit up many an eye, too familiar with
tears, and joy trembled in many a heart long. the dwelling place
of sad despondency.’ _ T '
On the night of my second visit to the society, 1 found the
large lall in which their meetings were Leld crowded to excess. .
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As before, the interest I felt prompted me to push my way up
as neéar to the speaker’s stand as possible, and my position there
enabled me to look almost the entire audience in the face. Really
it was a sight that moved my feelings, in spite of myself! There
sat an old man, whom I had seen staggering in the street, many
and many a time—an old man with sons ‘and daughters, and
grandchildren, moving in respectable stations. How many tears

had been shed for that old man ; vain, hopeless tears! How like

an almost insupportable weight Lad his name and image rested
upon the hearts of his children! Now his face was calm, and

full of hope and confidence. Though marks of the destroyer:

were still upon him, there was yet a moral dignity in the expres-

sion of his countenance which I could not have believed that it

would ever Liave worn,

Near by was another, séarcely past the prime of life, whom I
had known for ten years as a common drunkard. To have met
him on a race course, gambling at a faro table, or brawling at the
polls on an election day, or.talking polities in a alow-shop, I
should not have been surprised ; but here, in a temperance meet-

-ing, he seemed, at first glance, to be out of his place. Bt the
more narrowly I observed him, the more palpably apparent was
the change that had taken place. He, too, whom all had consid-
ered past the hope of reformation, had rencunced the cup of con-
fus!on 1

“ Really this is wonderful!” I said. ¢ Surely I must be in 2
dream !

But no; it was a blessed reality!

% There is Mr. yas I livel” whispered a person sﬂtmrr

. Mear me,

I turned towards the door with renewed surprise, and there,
sure enough, came qte'uhly up the aisle an individual, well known
as not only a drinking man, but'a very bad man. His wife, an
amiable woman, and three sweet children, Lad been for yems

_ utterly neglected ; and this fact was notorious. And his conduct
in other respects was too vile to admit of record here. His step
was firm, and there was an expression of sad determination in his
face, as lle came up towards the head of the room, and souﬂht a
place amid the crowd.

“ And young M—— also!” the same person said, surpmse
and pleasure in his tone.

f
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Young M—— was there, sure enough. He was a young man,

scalce]y twenty-five, who had only been married two years, and
in that time had been repeatedly intoxicated, and from neglect
and abuse bad well nigh broken the heart of lns young wife, Who
had been compelled to leave him and seek refuge in her father’s
house. I looked him steadily in the face for a f'ew moments,—it
was calm and serious.

“ There is yet hope, young wife and mother!” I murmured
with a thrill of emotion as I gazed upon M——: “ there are yet
bright days in store for you!?”’
~ Subsequent events have proved the truth of that impression.

More than twenty others did I notice there, whom I had known
for years, as moral plague spots on the community. How- chan ged
they seemed! -

After the preliminaries of the meeting were over, the Presx-
dent announced that an hour or so would be spent in the recital
of their experiences by such members of the society as felt in-

clined to speak. The first who arose, was a middle-aged man,

with a thoughtful, intelligent countenance. As he gtlalghtened
himself up, all eyes were turned towards him, and there was a
breathless interest manifested throughout the room.
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THE RECLAIMED.

« Mz, PrEsiDENT,’—he began, in a’clear, distinet and em-
phatic tone,— A man said to me, yesterday, that, for his part,
he would be ashamed to tell of his miserable misconduct, if he
had been a drunkard. Now, for my part, I am deeply grieved at

and heartily ashamed of the life I have led for the past ten years -

—that grief and that shame I know to De sincere, and I wish
them to be permanent, and one use in telling my history t.o
others, is to confirm these feelings in myself, and another use is

" to encourage others to lift themselves out of the pit from which I
have been elevated. T will not, therefore, keep silence—it seems
to me, that if I were to do so, the very stones would cry out
against me, _

¢ Twelve years ago, Mr. President, 1 ma.rrigdf a young womar,
to whom I was deeply attached—(here the voice of the speaker
trembled, and fell to a lower tone.) How purely, and fondly she
Joved one so unworthy of that love as myself, her unwavering
devotion, her patient suffering, her uncomplaining enﬁduran.ce
through many weary years, too abundantly testified! Ab, sirl
it is a sad thing for a woman to be a drunkard’s wife ! .(And the
gpeaker dashed aside, hastily, a tear.) '

«T am a mechanic. When I married, T was in business for
myself, and doing very well. I furnished my house comfortably,
and provided everything that persons in our ¢ircumstances could
properly desire. And we were happy—at least so far as such a
condition of affairs, united with a true regard for each other,
could make us happy. :

«T had not been to a place of worship for. many years before
our marriage, and had a strong disinclination to going, My wife
was a religions woman, and at first I went to church with her,
‘but so irksome did the task become, that I made first one excuse

(83)
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for staying at home, and then another, and finally declined going
altogether. . '

This T could see pained her exceedingly, more especially as T
generally met some friends in a neighboring tavern, and either sat
and talked politics in the bar-room, or strolled gat to some drink- .
ing gardens in the suburbs of the city. But I thought it very
foolish in her to be thus pained, and, indeed, her evident disquie-
tude of mind at my conduct, irritated me, in spite of my better
judgment and - feelings, especially after I had been drinking, and
cansed me to think unkindly of her. Itis very hard for us to
cherish unkind thoughts, without their some time or other show-
ing themselves in unkind words. T remember, as distinctly as I
remember any occurrence of my life, the first time I spokea harsh -
word to Mary, It was about a year after our marriage. She
had been to church, the first time in many weeks, and T had

. been at the tavern as usual, and had drank rather freely. When

I came in, I found her sitting with her babe, only a few weeks
old, on her lap. The dinner table was on the floor, and Mary
had evidently been waiting for me for some time. She looked
up, her face still pale.from her recent sickness, and said, half
smiling, half in earnest— o .

¢ < Qh, James, how can you spend your time on Sundays, as
you do?’

« My wife, as I have just said, had been to church for the first
time in many weeks. She was religious in her feelings, and con-
scientious in the discharge of all her duties, and besides, felt deep-
ly concerned for me. Absence from worship for many weeks had
caused the services of the church to make a stronger impression
on her mind than usual, and the natural consequence was, that
she felt a more anxious concern for me, which prompted her to
speak as she did. ‘ButI was not in a condition to appreciate fully

* her feelings. Had I not been driuking, I should have felt little,

if at all annoyed at her gentle reproof. But blinded and excited
by liquor, I became instantly aroused into anger, and veplied
sharply : .

¢« ¢ Mary, I won’t submit to be catechised by you ; and so, let
this be the last time that you interfere in what does not concern
you! Tf you relish going to church, go—1I shall not hinder you
—but don’t, as you value your peace of mind, attempt again to
dictate to me !’ ~ .

.
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“ As I said, I felt angry with Mary, and spoke sharply. DPoor

creature] I shall never forget how pale and frightened she
looked ; nor how long after the shadow that then fell upon her

countenance rested on her gentle face. Indeed, from that hour,

T believe she was never again happy. She had suddenly awak-
ened from a delusive dream, to a perception of painful realities;
and the impression then made, time could not efface from her
memory. 1 was instantly.conscious of the wrong I had done, but
alas! had not the manliness to confess it. My pride, the weak,

stubborn pride of a man under the inflaence of liquor, was offend-.
ed, and shrunk from any thing like an acknowledgment. The.

dinner hour passed in oppressive, embarrassed silence. After it
was over, instead of spending the afternoon with my wife, as I
had heretofore done, I took my hat and went ont. Of course, I
joined my cromies at the tavern, where I passed several hours
in drinking and talking politics.
" . «Y came home towards nightfall, more under the influence of
Tiquor than Thad been since our marriage. . The first glance at
Mary’s face, told too plainly that the arrow liad entered her soul.
This indication, instead of softening my feelings, naturally kind,
irritated and angered me.

T4’ all put on,” T said to myself, indignantly. < Buat she
needn 't think to play off such tricks upon me!”
¢« Ag [ seated myself near the window, moady and reserved, I

was conscious that her eyes were upon me, but I avoided meeting.

their earnest glances. I felt, in spite of my effort to throw her
into the wrong, that her heart was yearning towards me. DBut
such a consciousness did not soften me in the least. I was, ina
degree, insane from the influence of the liquor I had taken—in-

sane, as every man is, who indulges in strong drink—and saw ail -

things through a false and perverted medium. 0, it is dreadful
how men will give up the pure, generous freedom of calm and ra-
tional thought for a gratification so low and sensual, and become
slaves to evil thoughts and evil affections! As I glance through a

period of some ten years, oceupying, the position that I now do, and -

geeing things in such clear light, I can scarcely believe that I am
the same being that I was. I seem like a man who has been par-
tially deranged for a long series of years, while his memory has
. remained active. What I once was, and what T now am, a man
"of kind feelings to all, I see'to be my real character; but that
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dreadful period between, during which every good point in my
nature was changed to an opposite, was the period of my insanity:
0, sir, it is indeed dreadful to think of that wild and strange delu-
+ion | But to proceed: _ .

«That moody silence, the silencé as of the grave to Mary’s
gentlest affections, continued even while we sat at the tea-table.
Onece or twice she made a remark, but I did not reply. I was
possessed of an evil spirit, and, conscious all the while of the
wrong I had done, cherished a feeling of blame against her:
After supper, I repaired again to the tavern, and drank to a state
of partial intoxication. When I came home, about ten o’clock;
Mary had gone to bed with her babe. I felt glad of this, for;
but half conscious as I was, I was yet willing to avoid that dis-
tressed, appealing look, which had, in the evening, irritated in-
stead of softening me. She seemed to be asleep as I entered the
chamber, and perceiving this, 1 undressed myself very silently;
and half intoxicated as I wis, had sense enough remaining to get '
quietly into bed. I was soon lost to consciousness in profound
slamber. '

«Tt was daylight when I awoke, and Mary lay by my side as- <

hushed as a sleeping infant. But I felt that she was not asleap—=
her breathing was too still. O, how wretched I felt! How pain-
fully conscious of the deep wrong I had done! 1 would have
given worlds, it seemed, if T had possessed them, could the events
of the previous day have been utterly obliterated from the mem-
ory of both Mary and myself. But this was impossible. The
arrow had sped, and the wound been made, and, even if healed,.
r,.I felt, would ever remain.

rom these painful feelings, my mind naturally turned to
ughts of reconciliation. And I pondered long over what I
should do, and what I should say, to restore the light and smile

a s

" to Mary’s face. But alas!-some evil spirit was near to suggest -

thoughts of pride. It scemed as if'it would be too humiliating for
me, a man, to make confession of wrong te a woman. The
moment this idea was presented, I turned myself away from the
half formed resolution to telf’my fault openly, and thus relieve
the heart upon which I had laid so heavy a burden.

“Then I got up and dressed myself, without uttering a word,
and went down stairs. It was about half an hour after that Mary
eriteved our little breakfast room where T was sitting. I lifted
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my eyes as she came in, and she looked me in the face, with a
calm, sad expression, that touched my heart. Then the impulse
canie npon mé strong, to spring to her side, and folding her in my
arms, confess the wrong X had done her—for Iloved her tenderly.
But I seemed held back by a powerfal hand; and then pride came
with its mean suggestions. Few and brief were the words that
passed between us at the morning meal. When I left the house
for my shop, I proceeded, as was my custom, fo a neighboring
tavern, and drank a glass of brandy and water. Then I repairer
to my business, still.thinking of Mary, but less kindly. It oc-
curred to me, during the morning, that she was only putting on a
show of great distress of mind, merely to punish me. I felt irri-
tated at the thought. Another glass of liquor confirmed more
and more this impression, until T began, really; to believe it true.
¢« Qo much did this false idea irritate me, that it was with diffi-
culty that I could restrain myself from rebuking her angrily, at
" dinner time, and more especially in the evening. Gradually, how-
ever, this little breach, instead of widening by another opening
rupture, grew less and less. But, the unclonded sunshine of
Mary’s face never returned. Still, she was cheerful, and seemed
to have forgotten the circumstance—but not cheérful as she once
had been. No one can tell how deeply this change pained mo
at times ; especially, as, from the fact that she never afterwards
expressed surprise or disappointment at any act or omission of
mine, it was evident' that an impression had been made that time

could not efface. : : :
« But she was ever even-temipered, mild, gentle, and affection-

ate. And though, through a long series of years, I neglected
her, and debased myself, she never uttered a reproach, or
lected a duty. If I blamed her, or spoke in my drunken

ments, unkind and cutting words, she did not reply. But, Iam

going ahead of my story.

“From drinking two or three glasses a day, my appetite for
liquor increased, and soon demanded double that number. -Still,
I thought not of danger; until I was carried home from the tav-
ern, one night, in a state of drunken insensibility. When I
awoke in the morning, I endeavored to recall the events of the

~ preceding evening, but could recollect nothing beyond my sitting
and drinking in the tavern. One glance at the face of my wife,
confirmed the sudden thought that I had been drunk. How pale
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and distressed was the expression of that face, yet how full of
anxious yearning affection, as she turned her eyes upon me!

“ T asked her no questions, and she muade no allusion to the
condition I had been in. But I resolved to drink less,

“ How fecble is sach a resolution, when tempted by a single
draught of liquor ! Instead of six or eight glasses, I only drank
four during that day ; but on the next I drink nine, and when I
came home at night, conld just make out to find my way to bed.
For two weeks from that evening I did not draw a sober breath!
One night about the end of that period, I came home in a fever-
ish state of mind. My nerves had become excited to a high
degree from their long continued, excessive stimulation. I felt
wild, restless and irritable. It was three years after our mar-
riage, and our only child, a little girl, was about two years of age.
She was not well, and, in consequence, was very fretful. Her
crying annoyed me exceedingly.

" %iHush!’ I said in an angry tone to her, a few minutes after
I came in. But she cried on.

¢ Aint you going to hush?’ I said louder and ‘more angrily.
Still her crying did not cease. I now felt very much excited,
and my whole body seemed to burn with anger against her,

¢ If youdon’t hush this moment I-will half kill you!’ I ex-

- claimed, advancing towards the little girl I loved so tenderly
when sober, but against whom I now felt a bitter indignation.
But little Mary did not hush. Then I caught her up madly by
one arm, and commenced beating her with all my strength—the
strength of a nervous man inspired by intoxication and anger,
exercised on a delicate child but two years old! One blow, such
as I gave her, were enough, it would seem, to have killed Ler.
The poor child ceased crying on the instant; but I was in a rage
and ceased not my blows until the mother, terrified at the scene,
sprang forward®and snatched the little creature from my hand
that held her high above the floor. To this I responded with a
powerful blow on the side of my poor wife’s head, and she fell
senseless to the floor, and at the same moment, I kicked my child,
who was clinging to her mother’s garments, half across the room,

“For a moment after, I seemed in the centre of a whirl-
ing and confused mass—then I became suddenly sober, and as
perfectly conscious and rational as ever I was in my life. O, the
agony of that terrible moment! I shudder and grow sick at
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heart, even now, when I think of it. There lay both wife and
child, pale and insensible, and for all I knew dead, before me;
and my hand had done the deed! My wife and child that I
loved so tenderly! My gentle, uncomplaining wite, and sweet
innocent child | :

« But I cannot dwell longer here; I must pass on, or I shail
not be able to finish my narrative—(and the voice of the speaker
trembled, and his tones were husky.) From that hour, my wife
never smiled ; and my little one seemed to me to have a sad ex-
pression in her dear young face: and I doubt not that the appear-
ance was real. These changes always irritated me when I had

been indulging to any considerable extent in drinking, and caused

me to speak many an angry word to both. O sir l—well may
strong drink be called a devil, for when it has once entered iito
us, we arve possessed as of un evil spivit.  Ior about a week aller
I had ‘struck that blow, I was a sober man; but my reflections,
while suber, were too terrible, and at last, to drown these, I drank
to intoxication. .

«TUnder circumstances like these, my business could not, of
course, long remain prosperous. It gradually became involved,
and the consequent perplexity caused me to drink still deeper.
Six years from the day that I was married, I was sold out by the
sheriff, and with two children and my wife, turned out upon the
world without a dollar in my pocket. - This, instead of sobering,
only caused me to drink the harder.

«From a master workman in a large business, I sunk to the
condition of a journeyman ; and from a commodious house, neat-
ly furnished, my family retired to two small rooms, with bot a
few necessary household articles. I cannot tell you how this
change really affected my poor wife, for I was too ill-natured to
feel for and sympathize with her, and too much and too constantly
bewildered by intoxication, to be able to make any correct obser-
vations on her appearance, But, that her sufferings must have

been intense—beyond the power of human language to describe
‘—may be inferred from the fact, that in one year she sunk into
her grave. Not from any sudden illness—not from that slow, but
sure destroyer consumiotion——but, from the agonies of a wounded
spirit, gradually wearing away the vital energies of ber system.
Ab! sir— How many a woman has sunk thus, into an early

grave, during the last twenty years.
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 When' she was borne away from the comfortless tenement in
which we lived, I was, would you believe it, sir, too drunk to
attend her funeral! Three days after, I got one of our orphan
asylums to take my two children; both giils, one six years of
age, and the other four. I was then. free to sink as low as I
pleased, without the dread of encountering a pale, sad, sufféring
face, or meeting daily with two neglected children, to reprove m:.‘
I was freed, also, from the necessity of providing for them, and
this left me a larger sum to spend for liquor, or, rather relieved
me from the necessity of working so many hours in the day.
Gradually I sunk lower and lower, until I became really unfit to
work at my trade, and then no one would employ me. “This was
two years after the death of my wife, and during this time, I had
not once seen my children, nor did I care to see them. All nat-
ural affection seemed gone from my bosom. I loved only myself,
and sought only the lowest sensual gratifications. How like ::
picture drawn by a sickly imagination does all this appear! It
does not seem possible that a- humas being can become so utterly
degraded. But alas! it is too true. Thousands of heart-broken
wives, neglected children, and debased drunkards, covering by
thousands the length and breadth of this land, attest the ;wf'ul
truth. I say awful—for it is awful to contemplate the wide-spreagl
rain of soul and body, thiat kas been caused among the people of
this country by drunkenness.

“Unable to get work at my trade, I resorted to any expedient
that presented itself to earn a penny with which to Luy liquor;
for liquor I would have. Sometimes I broke stone on the turn-

* pikes near the eity ; sometimes I seraped the streets as a common

scavenger. But I usually soon lost even such employment frem
drunkenness ; I was too worthless for even that! Then I would
seek little jobs about—such as piling wood, holding horses, or

_carrying home market baskets. As for lodgings — Howard’s

woods, ofsome Jumber yard sufficed during the summer months ;
and in winter, I was an almost nightly tenant of the watchhouse.
Thus I continued, sinking lower and lower, if it.-were possible to
descend lower than the point I had reached, for three or four
years, ' '

“It was in the month of June last—on a warm, sultry evening,
that I repaired, about nine o’clock, to Howard’s woods, there :o
pass the night. Although the night was clear, there was no

t

.
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moon, and jt was qu‘ite dark in the woods.l I entered from the
Falls road, and pursued my way up to the fence that enc.loses the
garden of the old Howard mansion. 1 made ont to chm‘P over
this, and then lay down just within it, and was soon sleeping as
goundly as if I'had been reposing on the softest bed.

«] suppose that I must have been sleeping about two hours,
perhaps three, when I seemed to be suddenly awakened by some
one laying a hand upon my shoulder, and calling my name aloud.
Instantly, I was surrounded by a light, which appeared to ema-
nate from three figures, all in white, that stood before me. Ol.le
glance was sufficient to tell me who they were. I could not mis-
take the face of Mary, nor the forms of my two children. B.ut
how changed they were. Each was dressed in garments white
and shining, and upon each face reposed a peaceful sxfnle. In-
stantly, however, as their eyes rested upon me, wl}en it seen.led
they became suddenly conscious of my presence, did thlat quiet,
happy smile pass away, and a sad expression rested upon each
lovely countenance. Then they fixed their eyes npon me reprov-
ingly, and slowly faded from my sight. All around was now
thick darkness. ‘ '

« My next perception was that of the rain falling heavﬂy upon
my face, as I lay upon the ground. I was perfectly sobered—
more so than I had been for years. For some moments, after
rising to my feet, I mused upon the strange appariti.on I have
mentioned, and the more I mused upon it, the more 1t troubled
me. 1 could not, of course, lic again upon the wet ground.
Nor could I find my way out of the wood.. Suddenly, however,
a broad flash of lightning blazed around, and in the instant that
it lighted up the air, I saw the direction it was necessary for me
to take, in order to return to the city. -

« The storm now began to rage violently. The rain fell in a

. heavy incessant shower; the lightning was frequent flashed
out with a fierce glare, running it seemed along the grotind, now
about my feet, and now circling sotne tree like a blazing serpent.
How deep and solemn was the darkness that followed each flash

—quickly succeeded by terrific peals of thunder, that jarred the

earth upon which I stood as if shook by an earthquake l: And
the war of the tempest in that old wood was loud and wild; -

« As I groped my way along, guided by the frequent glare of
the lightning, drenched with the rain, and shrinking at each tre-

s
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mendous crash that broke over my head, my heart sank within
me, filled with an awful fear. At last I was clear of the woods,
‘and turned my steps, towards the city. As I reached Franklin
street, the storm began to subside, and, in the course of half an
Lour, the sky was cloudless, and the stars shone with a clearer
brightness than before. T was standing at the corner of Howard
and Lexington streets, irresolute as to which way I should go,
when the town clock rang ount the hour of two. There were yet
two hours before daylight, and I was wet to the skin, shivering
with cold, yet raging with a most intolerable thivst for liguor. To
abate, in some degree, the latter, I drank ladle full after ladle full
‘of pure cold water from the pump near which I had paused.
Then Jaying down upon a neighboring cellar door, I tried again
to sleep. But I was so chilled fromn the dampness of my clothes,
and so much unnerved, that I sought in vain to sink into uncon-
sciousness, until near day-dawn. Then my sleep was brief and
troubled, and I was awakened from it by finding myself shaken
by a firm hand. T had been awakened thus, a hundred: times
‘before, and had ever met rude and irritating language. For this
I was again prepared, and rose up with an angry scowl upon my
face. But the first words disarmed me. :

% ¢ What a dreadful life this must be for a man to lead!’ the
person who had aroused me said, in a kind, sympathizing tone.

“This melted me right down. For years a kind word had-
never been spoken to me. :

“¢Q, it is dreadful!’ T replied, earnestly, looking up into his
face, : : _ o

%¢ Then, my friend, why do you lead such a life ?* he asked,
encouragingly:

6T wish I could lead a different one, for there is no pleasure
in this—" I replied in a desponding tone. .

“:Yon may, if you will, he said, and he spoke earnestiy.

“ ButT shook my head, and answered— i

“¢No—no. My case is hopeless. I cannot resist the intense

. desire for liquor. I must have it

‘¢ But you can resist it,” he said—* I know many who were
as much euslaved as you are, who are now sober men.’ _
¢ That cannot be,” was my positive, half indignant reply, for’

- I thought he was trifling with me. ¢ Who has heard of any one

50 far gone as I am, ever being reformed ? No—no -1 shall fil} -
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“f Will it be of any use ?’ I asked.
#¢Yes, if you wish to reform,” he replied.
¢ Then I will join, and try my best,” I said. ,
#¢Do so, and you are safe,” was the cheerful and encouraging
. answer, . : : ‘
“ After I had washed myself, and put on the clean, dry clothes
with which I had been furnished, I went down stairs. There I
was invited to partake, with the family, of a warm, plentifal
breakfast, The man had a wife and three children, and each
seemed cheerful, and even happy. To me, they were all kind-
ness and attention. After breakfast, I was invited to go up stairs
- and lie down, until my coat, which had been drenched with rain,
could be dried. This offer I accepted, for, now that T had taken
no liquor since the day before, I felt quite weak. I soon - fell
asleep, and was conscious of nothing further, until my unkn
friend came up and asked me to take some dinner with the fiy
Now I was in a calmer, and more ratiohal frame of mind ,
had been in for years, and as T descended with bim, and met
cheerful family at the table, I thought of my own children, she
tered in a eharitable institation, and of my poor wife, long si
laid in the peaceful grave. It was a bitter reflection,
- “ At the dinner table, the conversation turned’ upon the won-
derful reformation that was going on among the drunkards—a
reformation, the most distant whisper of which had never, before
that morning, reached my ears. My unknown friend spoke of his
own history ; of how he had been enslaved to the love of strong
drink—Thow le liad neglected his business and abused his family
~—how he had despaired of ever becoming reformed ; and how, at-
last, he hiad been sought out by some of the Washingtonians, and
persuaded to sign the total abstinence pledge.” The result of this
pledge, he pointed out in the changed and happy condition of Lis
family. S .

“¢I was found by a Washingtonian,” said he, “sleeping one
morning on a cellar-door, as I found you; and I was persuaded
by him to go and sign the pledge. His kindness and evident
concern moved me, and I resolved that I would take his advice.
-And I did so. * That night I went to one of their meetings and
signed the pledge. Since then, every thing has gone well with |
me.  And now, I get up early every morning, and look out for
_ the drunkards on the cellar-doors, and in the market houses. I

a-drunkard’s grave *_—and I shook my he"a‘(f‘-;:jn the bitterness ?f
dES‘I"E:“:'[- have heard—T have seen very many who wef'ed-as l‘l-ttlﬂ'
likely to be reclaimed as you are, who are now sober, in u:n mué
men, with their families again around the.m, and again da;:{)y;
This is a new era, my friend, a new power is at work ; an ”“ 14
was once considered hopeless, is now an every day ?cculu:.nclj.
Hundreds of men, who have been in the constant habit Ofddilmt - N
ing, have renounced liquor altogether, an.d are DOW'.bfln ile1 Wi:}l;
getber for mutual assistance. Come ! Will you not Join
77 ]
the‘t‘n':l':hl;ts the stranger urged me, and I listened as if in a dream.
After he had ceased, I said eagerly, as I rose to my f.'eet: )
«¢ Q sir, do not triffe with me! Is what you say, 1n;lr:-ed true
Can a dranken wretch, debased as I am, be' reclaimed ? ‘
«¢ He can, my friend !’ was the em[')hat:c answer, IFor tterc11

years I was a drunkard.. It is n:)w six months since 1 taste

iquor, and T have no desire for it.

hq‘u‘ol':ll,o?v strange all this sounded to me.! And as-h?] spgl;’le ; nevs
hope sprung up in my bosom. But this hope qulcixy aded, an

id i d tone: o

' S‘T:l(l):hzrzamay 1‘efof1n, but I cannot. If T were to quit (11'11111{-
ing what could Ido? I have no hnme, no friends, no clothes
that are even decent——all men would continue to shun me as a
Joathsome wretel, who had lost all claims to human considera-

tion.’ ) .
i ’ ked me
« Do, vou really wish to reform 7’ the stranger now aske

iﬁ--alaéﬁ%serious voice.
.'7‘1‘]“ ‘ el ere] ., . .
“e 'Il‘ﬁznm;');;s:;ia regorm. Come wi.th me,’ ].ue adde(’IZ taking
hold my arm. ¢ Wherever there is a will, there is a way. ‘
i1 followed him mechanically. We soom came to ars;mall two
story house in a narrow street or_alle‘y, running down s_or:th ﬁi:)m )
the-Lexington market. Into this we entered, \:rhen.I v»als ta- e?
. up into one of the chambers. Here 1 was .supplled w1t}| plenty o
- clean water, a clean, coarse shirt, and a pair of coarse linen panta-
" loons. As the latter were produced, the man saac% to me:
GomAre ybu willing to sign a pledge ﬁevel.' again to drink ?ny
kind of intoxicating liquor 2~ In a word—ill you join the tem-
perance society 2’

®
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have already induced nineteen, whom I found thus, to sign the
pledge; and if you go with me to-night to the meeting, as you
have promised, you will make the twentieth.” _

« ] went, of course, and signed. After I had put my name
down, I felt a new power within me. I felt that I could keep
the pledge. And I kave kept it, and mean to keep it as long as
I live. : : ' '

«¢You must go home with me to-night,’ said this kind indi-
vidual, touching me -on the shoulder after the meeting was over

- —fand to-morrow we will see if we can get you something to
do.’ N o :
«T accepted his kind offer, gladly, and slept, for the first time

in three years, on a comfortable bed. On the next day, sure.

enough, he went with me to thiree or four places where my busi-
néss was carried on, and at last, obtained work for me, From
ihit time I have had as much as I can do, and am now earning
b ég:él_ve dollars every week. . '

- i Soon after I was reformed, I went to see my children. I had

" pot looked upon them for five long years. How changed they
were! When I told them that I was their father, they seemed -

scarcely to. credit it, and evinced no affection for me. This

touched my heart. I staid but & few minutes the first time, for '
the interview was too painful to me, and, I saw, too embarrass-. -

ing to them, to admit of being- prolonged. : :

t In a week I called again, and then the distance’and reserve
of my children were in some degree broken down. - Another
week passed, and I paid them another visit—a smile, lit up each
fice as I entered. O sir, words cannot express my delight, as I
caw that smile! It wasa ray of sunshine to my heart, Thusl
conitinued to visit them regularly, until I could ngt let a day pass
without looking upon their faces, and listening to, their sweet
voices. And they even greeted my coming with expressions of
gladness. : : :

«T now made application to the directors of the institution to

~ have my children yestored to me; but was positively refused. I
répresented that I was reformed—ithat I was earning ten and
twelve dollars a week, and had already money 'enougli to buy the
few articles of furnitare that we should want. But they would
not trust me with my children. How wretched I felt, as I
turned away from those to whom my earnest petition had been
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' adﬂressed! But I determined never to rest until I could get my

children, Every three or four weeks I renewed my petition, and
every time the reluctance of the directors seemed in some degree
to yicld. Finally I prevailed, and this day, thank Heaven —I
received my children back againl” '

Here the speaker’s voice
gobbed like a cphild. gre a‘nd h-e rab down and

There was a deep silence for nearly a minute after he had
taken his seat, a silence of profound emotion. .Every heart was
moved, and almost every eye was wet.. Then a man arose
whose appearance indicated that he was yet quite ‘young; H;
dashed aside a tear as he took the floor; but it was soon evident
thet a light heart still beat in his bosom. -
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4“7 can’'r tell you, Mr. President,” he said, “so sad and
moving a tale, as my friend who has just taken his seat,and,
Heaven knows, I don’t wish to, I am now only twenty-six years
of age—a young man you will say to be a reformed drunkard.
That is true; and yet I have been a great drinker in my time.
I began when a boy. My master, a book-binder, did n’t care any-
thing about me, further than to see that my work was done. Of
course I sought my own company, and my own pleasures. The
amusement of xunning to fires pleased me most. Every night I
went to the engine house, and there learned to drink. Long be-
fore I was twenty-one years of age, I could take a dozen glasses
through the day, and scarcely feel it. .

« At last I was free. That long looked for time finally came,
and T was constituted my own master. But I was little fit to
govern myself. As an apprentice, I had to attend to my work,
for a certain number of hours every day. But when I became
free, this necessity was removed, and inclination led me away to
~ the tavern or engine house, nearly half of my time. Of course,

- ___under such circumstances, my wages would not pay my expenses,

“and I gradually went hehmdhand Then came annoymcr duns,
“:and still more, troublesome warrants. To keep from going to
jail, T persuaded first this friend and then that one to supersede

for me; and the result was, of course, that they were compelled
to pay my debts. I felt this keenly, but not keenly encugh to
make me give up the canse and attend to my work. The thirst
for liquor soon became so strong, that it took every dollar I carned
to satisfly it. Nothing less than ten to fifteen drinks a day would
do me, and my wages ‘were rarely over five dollars a week.

“In this way I got behind with my board, and had to Jeave
my boarding-house. And it was not long bef'ore I was turned
out of the'next one for the same cause. My clothes had now be-

2
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come so dirty and ragged that no boarding-house keeper would
receive me, and then I was compelled to go and sleep in the en-
gine house, with two or three others as degraded and wretched ag
myself.

“ One morning, about a year after I ha& become thus an out~
cast, | had very strange feelings. - My mind was confased, and my
hands trembled so that I was unable to use my tools, with any-
thing like the required skill. .T could not tell what was the mat-
ter with meé—but thought that I at least knew what'to do. ~ And

so I left the shop and went over to a tavern and drank three

glasses of brandy and water. But I felt no better. My hands
trembled none the less, and my mind was none the clearer. - In
an hour after, I repeated the dose, but with no better success. 1
felt seriously alarmed, for my sensations were altogether new and
pecaliar. It was, I"think, about an hour after I had returned
from the tavern, that, in reachmg out my hand for a small iron
bar, it suddenly assumed the form of a serpent, while I was
seized with the most horrible fear that the mind can imagine. I .
shrunk away from the bench at which T was standing, trembling
from head to foot, my face, as T have since been told, pale, and
expressive of the most abject fear. There was only a boy, 2

stout lad, in the shop when this occurred, and he started for the '

" deor in’ alalm Instinctively I turned to follow but the stand-

mg—press was near the door, and as I went towards it, the large
iron bar that stood leaning against the wall, began suddenly to’
writhe, and then, as a huge serpent, seemed to dart towards me.
I sprung back with a scream of- terror, and fell mpon the floor.
Here I lay for some time, nnable from the paralyzing influence of
the dreadful fear that was upon me, to rise. As I lay thus, I

~ ‘can remember distinetly that I niade an effort to reason with my-

self, on the ntter impossibility of two iron bars becoming snakes,
This calmed my mind a good deal, so that I was enabled to raise
myself up and look about me.” There stood the long iron bar, in
its usual place against the wall, and the small bar, as I glanced
at the bench, was lying beside the screw press, a veritable piece.
of iron. I drew a long breath, “and muttered between my
teeth— ' '

“¢T am going mad, surely !’ :

“ For some moments I stood thus in the middle of the shop,

* looking first at one bar and then at another, expecting every mo-
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ment to see each start into life, yet, at the same time reasoning : o L IR L
with myself on the perfect absurdity of the thing. Finally I ven- ‘ ' i e
tured up to the.bench, and after looking steadily at the small bar
as I stood bending over it, ventured at length to tounch it, and
then to grasp it in my hand. It was a bar still! a cold, heavy
iron bar. ' I lifted it up and examined it from end to end. It
was the same bar that I had handled for years. @
“Thus reassured, I attempted to resume my work. I placed 3
some books in' the press, and lifted the bar to screw them up.
But I had taken only 2 single turn, when the bar dropped from
my hand into the shaving tub, as if it had really been the serpent
- it snddenly appeared to be. O sir, I cannot describe the horror
- of that dreadful moment!—With my mind active, and my con-
sciousness distinct, to be thus beset by appearances that had none
the Jess terror because I could think of them as unveal—the mere
creations of a distempered fancy. Butif T was terrified at the
serpent, how awful were my feelings when, on glancing upwards,
T saw a face of horrible malignaney, just over my head, and a doz-
en serpents and dragons, and monsters of all shapes, caming, as it
seemed, with hellish delight towards me. With a single wild,
. prolonged scream, I rushed to the door, and tuambled, rather than ' L
- walked down the stairs. Once in the street, I passed over to the ..

tavern. On entering, I went hastily up to the bar, and called for

brandy. As I turned the neck of the bottle towards the tumbler,

and the liquor commenced running into it, both decanter and

glass seemed instantly changed into a living monster, that I could

feel writhing in my hands. T dropped both, and "sprung back-

wards half across the bar-room. They were dashed to pieces on

the floor.

#One of my old cronies was sitting close by, and instantly
came forward, inquiring in a hurried, anxious tone, what ailed
me. ' :

“‘Tm going crazy, I believe !>—was my answer attempting to
rally@nyself.

‘¢ But what is the matter, Bill 7’ he asked, earnestly. _

“That’s more than I can tell, I said., ¢But everything I
touch becomes a serpent or terrible monster.’ -

“*What’s the matter? What’s the matter?’ eagerly in- ' o
quired half a dozen others, coming up. ' :
“¢ Why, the man with the poker is after lim, I believe 1’ said
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the person who had first spoken, in a half laughing, half serious
tone.

« ¢ Poor feIlow !’ ejaculated one—

¢ Poor fellow, indeed !’ said another.

“¢ What do you mean ?? I asked, half indignantly.

¢ O nothing, Bill. But you had better go home and go to
bed; you are not well.’ :

«¢J know I am not well, Jim,’ I said. ¢ But what is the
matter with me? Can you tell me that ?’ :

« And as I asked the question, a horrible, grinning monster
started np suddenly before me, and I drew back with an involun-
tary shriek of terror; and then shrunk into a corner of the room,
hiding my face, and trembling from head to foot as violently as if
in an ague fit. O, what a horrible fear was that which took pos-
gession of me ! While I sat thus, shrinking closer into the corner,
a glass of pure brandy was placed to my lips, and I drank it all,
off at 4 single draught. Still I sat crouching upon the floor, fear-
ing to rise, or look around. At length I turned my, head slowly,
peering over my shoulder to see if the object of my fear was gone.
But instead of one terrible shape, the room seemed filled with ser-
pents and mensters and devils, all grinning at me, as if enjoying
my terror with fiendish exultation. .

¢ As I glanced thus around, one of the company came up, and
said, in a soothmcr tone—

“¢Don’t be af'rald Bill. Nothing shall hurt you.”

“ But as he spoke his word of assurance, one of the monstrous
shapes peered over his shoulder, and seemed to thrust its head
almost into my face. I could not bear this, but starting up, ran
out into the street, and took my way I knew not whither. But I
will not detain you, to relate all my horrible sufferings for the
next two days. Many here have experienced strange terrors, and
for those who have not, words are too feeble to express them.
Tortured by fears the most terrible—haunted by awful and ma-
lignant shapes—and unable to sleep, until, after the lapse of two
days and nights, exhausted nature gave way, I endured more, it
seemed, than an age of horrors. At length I sunk into = state of
insensibility, from which I awoke in the almshouse, whither some
friendly hand had conveyed me.

¢ ¢ What kas been the matter with me, doctor ?” I asked, after
I was able to go about.
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¢ Yania-é- Potu,’ he replied, in a low, emphatic tone—

¢ ¢ Mania, what?* T said, for I did not understand him. =~ -

¢ ¢ Mania-8-Potu,”"he repcated

“But I shook my head, for I could not understand him, never
having heard of the dreadful disease he named, although I had
beer 2 sad sufferer by it.

“ He, then, seeing that I was really ignorant of the nature as

~well as the name of the disease, carefully explained to me, that
when, by a long continued resort to artificial stimulus, any one
has weakened, to a certain degree, the vital energies of his sys-
tem, the stlmulus itself at last fails to keep up the apparently
“healthy action, and all things fall into disorder.’
“¢But why d&id I see thoqe terrible serpents, and monsters,,
doctor ?” I asked, my heart sinking at the bare recollection.
% That is one of the unaccountable phenomena attending this.
strange disease,’ he replied, gravely. ¢ For one, you have expe-

rienced its horrors, and I hope the effect is such on your mind, as -

“to. deter you from running the risk of another attack.’

o845 Nothing shall tempt me to touch the accursed thing
adam" I sald with. the force of a strong determination ; and
though often tempted since, I have thus far Lkept my resolution,
and intend keeping it to the end of my life. It was enough for

"me to have had the man with the poker after me once. I have
no desire to cultivate his acquaintanee further.

“ Well, after T was dismissed from the almshouse, I went back
to. the shop and obtained work againr. It was, I think, abous ten
a’clock, on the morning of my first return. to busmess, that. a
constable touched mie on the shoulder, as I stood at the bench,
and said— ,

¢+¢] have a warrant against you, sir.’

4 ¢ Against me?’
- %¢Yes; you owe Mr. ten dollars, and he has. ordered a
warrant. to be taken out against you.’
¢ Tt was a grog bill.

“¢I ean’t pay it now,’ I replied, ¢ but tell Mr. that, if he
will only wait, I will give him two dollars 2 week until the
whole bill is settled.”

¢ ¢You must get it superseded,’ he said.

“‘Lecan’t doit,) I answered. ¢ Nobody will go my security.
Too many have suﬂ'ered by me already.’

£
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¢ Then you will have to go to jail, that s all.”

4T can’t help it. 1’ve gotno money,and no one to go iny
gecurity. So, when the timegcomes, I must go to jail; I suppose
~but staying in jail won’t pay debts.’

“T promised to go to the magistrate’s office at four o’clock on
that afternoon and confess Judament and, when the hour came, }
went accordingly. I, of course, admitted the debt to be a legal
one, though I told the landlord, who was present, that as to the
justice of it, that was. another question, for he had sold me the

Yiquor when T was in a state little better than insanity. This ags

gravated him, and he ordered an execution and commitment to
be made out on the spot. Under these I was carried over to jaily

and a dollar and sixty cents paid for one week’s boarding. It

would detain you too long to relate the cruel torture of mmd .
which T saw eshibited in the debtoi’s prison.  One man I

thought, would go crazy. He had been suddenly torn away from

his w1f'e and children, who were utterly destitute—the formier -

sick, and the latter young and helpless. He seemed deéeply and
tenderly attached to. them, poor fellow! He walked the long
avenue, into which the different apartments opened, backwasz
and forwards hour after hour, in restless anguish of mind. “We
roomed together, and it seemed to me that he did not sleep an
hour during the week that T was imprisoned. The debt was not

originally ‘his own; he had saved a friend from the jail, to:, e

carried there in his stead. He was a sober man, and his fmend

intemperate. ‘That tells the whole story.

¢« My creditor got tired of paying my board after the first week,
and so I was turned out of jail at its expiration. The poor fellow
I have mentioned, came out on the same day.

“T returned to the shop again, and went to work. While I
lay idling in jail, I had time for reflection. On counting np my
debts, I found that I owed for old boarding Dills, old tailors’, and
ghoemakers’ bills, grog bills, and for warrants that others had
superseded and been compelled to pay for me, just about three
hundred dollars. This large sum, I resolved should be paid, if T
could only keep out of jail. As to my appetite for liquor, that
came back on me strong, bat whenever I wanted a dram, I drank
about a pint of pure cold water, and if that did not do, I repeated
the dose, and so I finally drowned the desire out. It can ’t stand
up against cold water! One man said to me, shortly after I came
out of jail, ‘ o
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- $¢¢ Come, Ball, take a glass of beer, that can ’t huit youl’
“<ButIsaid: No. If I drink beer I shall want brandy.’
¢ ¢ Take alittle cider,” he then urged.
weTy? 8 but the devil by another name,” was my answer. ‘No
—no—I will have nothing to do with anything that makes drunk
come !’ /
¢ ¢But I "m sure a little wine can "t hurt you---
“¢You’ll never get the man with the poker after me again,

that’s clear,” was my positive reply. ‘I have just as much of

his acquaintance as I want, so don *t talk to me about beer, cider,
wme, or brandy. I've done with the whole of them, Hereafter
I sing—

¢ Water for me! bright water for mel
And wine for the tremulous debauchee.

~ «T was not to be driven from my resolution. I was a sober,
rational man, and I meant to remain so; and what is better, I did
remain so, and paid off all my debts within a year into the bar-
gain. And how do you think I did that? Why, I lived for the
whole time on half a dollar a week! Every Monday morning I
went down to Mason’s bake-house, and bought six cents worth of
broken navy and pilot bread. This was enough to last me a
weelk, and when softened in water, with a little salt, was, by no
HEeans, unpala.té,ble food. As for meat, I ate but little, never
buying -over a pound in a whole week. I made my coffee in the
old glue kettle, and, at night, slept in the shaving tub! "In this

. way L lived for a year; was perfectly healthy, and more contented -
than I had ever been before. At the end of that time, I was out-

of debt, and had a new suit of clothes to my back.

* But now, having accomplished the task I had set for myself,
X began to have a desire for company. I felt often very lonely,
and Wi frequently troubled with thoughts of the tavern and my
‘old companions. But I hit upon a remedy for this too. And
what do you think that was? Why, I got me a wife; and have
never been lonesome or tired of myself since !

 He sat down amid shouts of prolonged applause, That man .’

. can be anything he pleases, said I to myself. .He has only to.will
that a thing be done, arid no matter how high the aim success is
certain.

'THE DRUNKARDS BIBLE,

“Me. Presioent,” said a short, stont man, with a good-
humored countenance, and a florid complexion, rising as the last
speaker took his seat, ¢ I have been a tavern-keeper,”

At this announcement there was a movement through the
whole room, and an expression of increased interest.

% Yes, Mr. President,” he went on—#1I have been a tavern-
keeper, and many a glass have I sold to you, and to the Secretary

: therc., and to dozens of others that I see here,”—(glancing around

upon the company.)
¢ That’s a fact,” broke in the Pres1dent—“ many a gm-toddy
and brandy-punch have I taken at your bar. But times are

~changed now, and we have begun to carry the war right into the

enemy’s camp. And our war has not been altogether unsuccess-
ful, for we have taken prisoner one of the rum-sellers’ bravest
generals! But go on, friend W.
ence.’

% As to my experience, Mr, President,” the ex—tavern—keeper

» let. us have your experi-. -

_resumed, “in rum-sellmg and rum-drinking, for I have done.a

good deaI of both in my time, that would be rather too long a
story tg tell to-night—and one that I had much rather forget than
relate, It makes me tremble and sick at heart, whenever I look
back on the evil that T have done. I, therefore, usnally look
ahead with the hope of doing some good to my fellow-men. ‘
“ But there is one incident that I will relate. For the last five
years, a hard working mechanic, with a wife and several small
children, came regularly, almost every night, to my tavern, and
spent the evening in the bar-room. He came to drink, of course,
and many and many a délar of his hard earnings went into my
till. . At last he became a perfect sot—working scarcely one-fourth

_of bis time, and spending all he carned in liquor. ~ His poor wife

had to take in washing to support herself and children, while he

(89)
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“*family Bible, and I took that too—thinking that o do

THE D RUNKARD'S BIBLE.

gpent his time and the little he could make, at my bar. But his
appetite for liquor was so strong, that his week’s earnings were
usually all gone by Tuesday or Wednesday, and then T had to
chalk up a ssore against him, to be paid off when Saturday night
came. The score gradunally increased, until it amounted to three
or four dollars, over his regular Saturday night’s pay, when I re-
fused tosell him any more liquor until it was settled. On the day
after I bad thus refused him, he came in with a neat mourning
breast-pin, enclosing some hair—no doubt, I thought—of a de-
ceaséd relative.- This he offered in payment of what he owed. I
accepted it, for the pin I saw at orice Wwas worth double the
amount of my bill. I did not think, or indee
question, whether he was the owner or not; I wanted my owny’
and in my selfish eagerncss to get my own, I hesitated not to .tgﬁke
a little more than my own. ¥

. T laid the breast pin away, an
. for awhile. But he gradually got behind 5

out off his supply of liquor. i
‘brass andirons, and 2 pair o
and wiped off the score agai

d all things went on smoothly,

ubt I could.

sell it for something. : o :
« On the Sunday afterwards, having nothing to do-—for T used

to shut my bar on -Sundays, thinking. that it was not réspectable
‘to sell liquor on that day—1 opened this poor drunkard’s family
Bible, scarcely thinking of what I was doing. The first place 1
' turned to was- the family record. There it was stated that upon -
a certain day, he had been married to Emily — I had known
Emily ——, when'I was a young ‘man, very well, and had once.
thought seriously of offering myself to her in marriage. 1 re
membered her happy young face,; and seemed suddenly to hear a.
tone of her merry laughter.
_«w¢Poor creature !’ T sighed involuntarily as & thought of her
present condition crossed my mind—and then with no very pleas-
ant feelings I turned over another leaf, There was the record of
the births of four children ; the last record had been made recent-
ly, and was in the mother’s hand. ‘ B

] never had such strange feelings as now came over me. 1
folt that T had no hnsiness with this book.
feelings, and turned over several leaves

»

d care about the -

-pand again, axd again £ -7

This time he brought me a pair 8 ¢
£ brass candlesticks, and I took them, - .
nst him. At last be brought a large

But I tried to stiflendy
quickly. As 1 suffered”

e
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my cyes to rest npon an . the .
Ay p open page, these words arrested my at-.
¢ ¢ Wine is a mocker ink is rag ‘ ool
strong d  raging 3 i :
thereby is not wise.’ ,. s rmk fs raging 5 whoso is decetyed
- € 'Thi et ] ‘ . -
I WiShilcllst:'e:vjl?zt tht(e1 @bJ;qt, that, under the feelings I then had
oid, and so : ’ 1
e . »and referred to another place. There I
“s .
Wi V}YI:E l;)ath woe ? Who hath sorrow ? Who hath wounds?”
ath babbling? Who hath redness of eyes? They thﬁi:

taIIy long at the wine, ..A.t 2 Iast lt hltet}l ].]ke a s€. pe]lt lﬁ
th
| r at

e

T . .
¢ T felt like throwing the book from me. But once more I~

tm;?f%vthe leaves,. and iy eyes rested upon these words:
iy bOtﬂo: tzn;(i) him that giveth. his neighbor drink ; tha.t ‘puttest
thy im and makest him drunken.’ ‘ ‘
‘. I closefifi.?:khe book suddenly, and threw it down. Th .
%é{%anhoﬁlpaced the room backwards and f‘orwm:ds in ay fbl'_
: ,-mf::]ri?':suﬁll as I'had neves before experienced. I had bizstate
53;1; ;‘1 Ifdco?cmus.of .the direful evils resuliing from intemm;i
i'mtr:] and 1:s'n n;ore painfully conscious, that T had been a wilfin‘
e Su{%;;; (;:ie ipre.ad of these evils. I cannot tell you hm%
o o sonfhe , ace in my mind, etween the selfisl
](:)lfl :;l:; ?;;;msszwz:za(}:i‘?:g,. and,tile-kp]ain dictates of trujlz l;)r‘::;
nity. : nine o’clock, I think, on th rening,
| ::ZthIo ;iae:lfi I_tim gr_unkard’s Bible again, with a kintd aotf' ilvez;:;f:
P o ;? (n;.ld.meet there with something to direct me.
1 opened at et ﬁsz"ms and r:ead two or three chapters. AsI
- c; se 'Iv‘let nding anythmg .that seemed to apply directly
to mmy ses ;s o an increasing desire to abandon my calling, be~.
BEIo T vt I d_]urmus to my fellow men. After I had i‘ea‘a, the
ing,:.t ﬁat © :;Z Ito Eed, but could not sleep. I am sure that dur-
e o g t ought‘of every drunken man to whom I had
old liquor, and of all their beggared families. In the brief sleep

"y th in
.3 . that T obtained, I dreamed that I saw a long line of tottering
; o

_ “drunkards, with their wi
| dr . ives and children in rags. '
5+ voice said—* Who hath doneatrllﬁs ‘(?:]}ﬂdlen ue And o fond

T

“The answer, in ;
. , in a still louder voice, dir
. ected, I
Smf)te upon my ear like a peal of thunde,r-'. ‘ y 1 fslt, to me,
¢% Thou art the man!’ T
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. ‘ to’ "o more that
¢ From this troubled slumber T awoke to sle;gl 1:211?1:;:: . that
night. .In the morning t]:(xlg_last and most power

vesti ided, was . )
Th‘? ‘q;l:‘i:ﬁ(); tc?p:x: (:r?;l tav,ern, ;r at once abandon the drez.dful
raffic in liquor poison?’ -
t “"I-Iappitlly, I decided never again to o
the cup of confusion. My next step was e e
- keg or barrel of spirits, wine, beer, or clder, ALt e
D et o5 o upon the floor. My bottles and decanters
c_(’“te{lts escaﬁ d ’ Then I came and signed your total q.bsl:men;:e
iy etsp l;at is better, never rested until I had persuafied t ;e
Plédg:;h?;e %ible had been of so much use to €, to sign the
man ,
Ple‘c}ge 1:lkeW153-Mr President, I am keeping, at my old stand, a
- now(,}roc;s and am making restitution as fast as possi-
Temp?;;nce are atr){;ast half a dozen families, tha?t‘:hmy tavgrﬁ
]]il;;. ed toer;ake poor and wretched3 to whom I furnish a sma
qusfnti'ty of groceries every week, in .manyl'c g S
: nt that used to be spent at 1y bar f:OF iqu el
ldes d best customers, have already mgnefl tl.qe pledg 3{1 7
;i:slfaziﬁ and I am not going to rest, until évery man tha
] d

3 »
in, i i f. his family, and society.
helped to ruin, 18 restored to himself, hi ; thisy; e the!-l

‘put to any man’s ips

followe
A round of hearty apploause_ _ .
another of the reformed drinkers ook the floor. |

\

ases equal to the™

AFTER TO-DAY; OR, TREAT-
ING RESOLUTION.

HE was past the prime of life, and - his whole appearance was
that of a man with an original good constitution, broken down
by dissipation. There was not that cheerful air about him, that
had been exhibited by the last two speakers. When he spoke,
there was something subdued and melancholy in his tone,

“I have mever, before this moment,”” he began, “attempted
to address an audience, and were it not that I feel constrained to
do 50, under the belief that what I have to say will be useful to
some here, who may not yet have fully made up their minds to
sign the pledge, I should most certainly hold my peace.

“ Twenty years ago, Mr. President, three men sat drinking in
the Theatre tavern, Holliday street. For five or six years pre-
vious, they had met there, regularly, every evening, to drink,
smoke, and talk politics. Of course, their love of liquor, from
being thus regularly indulged, increased, until all three were
usually two-thirds intozicated every night. - When I say two-
thirds, I mean that near to perfect. insensibility. One of these

"men, Mr. President, now addresses you. The other two are
- dead. But, I must not anticipate. -

% On the night to which I allude, being somewhat at a loss for
a subject, we commenged talking about our mutual eapacity for
imbibing liquor, and, finally, resolved to enter upon a regular con-
test. :

“¢What kind of liquor shall” we drink‘?’ asked one, whose

~ name was Joseph—or Joe, as we familiarly called him. =~ -

“¢I go in for pure brandy’—I replied—

¢ ¢ No—gin— "-responded the third, whose name was Henry."

“ ¢ Good old Irish whiskey is my favqrite, said Joe, ¢and at
good old Irish whiskey I can put you both under the table.”

“ ¢ doubt it,’ the other remarked. ¢But I'm for a better test
than either brandy, gin, or whiskey.” - '

(93
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- i ? ked. -

« ¢ What is that, Harry?’ Tas | :

«¢ Why,.all these, one after the other, and ale, wine, ta},:;i
cider ’I*‘h,a.t 's the true test. First brandy, then wine,
cider. - ©

i td
whiskey, ale, gin and cider, a glass every five minutes. Whatdo
’ i .

' to that ? N |
YO“’; ZSE;Ir)rwzulci rather not,” I gsaid——f‘or 1 had once beén drunk on

prandy and ale together, and kne\?v_what it was. |
¢ ] ’m agreed, Joe said— - ‘ ‘
we Well,bwhat, do you say 7’ Harry asked of me. ¢ Not a&md,
f a man.’ _
: e? T thought you more o o | :
! h‘?li was just ﬁrunk enough to do almost anythl‘r;rg 1f }:;old t}ztei
' iti - retir
| i to the -proposition. e then
afraid, and so I agreed tion. :
Tviz a s’m;ﬂ room, in the centre of which ‘stood 2 tfa‘ll_ﬁe, Zn
‘ ndy.
::'rancrincr ourselves around it, called for f:hree gl_asses o t_el;awe_yr .
ThESi:: w:re at once turned off, to begin with. . Five minu e
allowed to pass, and then each drank balf a pln‘ch ofl'( wine, o o
. . o
i i trong draught of whiskey was taxet,
d of five minutes more, a S{rohg: ‘ -
end so on until we had drank, besides these, ale, gin, an;l ;1(1;31;
is time" e
a"_[]?his occupied just balf an hour. Dy this time T l:neg?)n t(;n -
litile light about the head. DBut T resolved not to eB eathé,time
comumenced and went through another course. ¥ 0 bme
i;'s was completed, the room seemed to be moving aro:il.l ]’; out
1 - - . " . | .
i the trial renewed.
was again called for, and again ved. ']
. }:_ra“;} }criid we cTrink, or at least, did I drink th_rough ﬂ;ﬁls :f@motu:.
i ' i rt to get.
: i : ber, was the vain eilo
es. The last thing T remember, : set
f:]:;ss of cider to my mouth in the fourth 1ound:.' 1 d;) nyot ll\::.inw
5 hether 1 succeeded or not. When negt conscious, » was 1yifs
whe _

on a bed, at home, with a physician by .my side. My feelings’

were awful. It seemed as if my head would bm;lst withlthf 1;-:51;
: ‘ o les; and my whole bods
i i that throbbed through my temp:ess . J
lf':ﬁ E:li' swollen and benumbed by the heat of a large ﬁxeniii); ;_‘1
\\'h’ich I seemed to be roasting alive. As soon as my rec((l) im, on
returned fully I became dreadtully alar_med, for it seeme : (}:(m;
gible that T could live after what T had done. DBut, a goo‘
itution carried me safely through. .
St.ltl‘l(l)ﬁ;1 the third day I was able to go out. The first man I me
was my friend Joe. Te looked pale and fe,eble. N
s ] am really glad to see you, George 17 he sal ,ff g 1edp : f:at y
hand. ¢1 was afraid, from what T ha\*fa myself' s}111 ;31 H;‘,e o
was a gone case With you and Harry. How 1s he! (
heard from him?’.

. _v e e

the grave, turned away from the little hillock of fresh earth that
marked the place where he was laid, Joe and I lingered behind.
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¢ ¢ No, I have not,” I replied.

¢ ¢ Suppose, then, we go arcund and see him ?

T assented, and we called at his house. His wife, for he was
married, met us at the door. She was the picture of woe, Hers
eyes were red with weeping and her face was pale, and wore an

‘expression of deep, heart-aching distress.

“¢How is Mr.——?’ we asked, anxiously.
“¢Come in and sce,’ she said, and gave way for us to enter.

" 'We followed, as she led on, and in' 2 moment or two .entered
a chamber where our friend lay, without life or motion, upon a
bed, His eyes were half closed, and his face had a ghastly ex-

“pression. As I paused, and bent over him, I placed my hand
upon his forehead. Instantly I started back. That forehead was
rigid and cold like marble. ‘ ‘

“¢Dead !’ I exclaimed, striking my hands together, while my
head reeled, and I became sick and faint. :

“‘Dead!’ ejacnlated Joe, staggering back, and sinking into a-
chair. : :

“Ah, sir! That was a terrible moment! When I had so far

-recovered my senses as to look about me again, I saw his poor’
wife seated by the bedside, silent and tearless, One little girl,

his eldest child, was sobbing in a corner of the room, and a little

boy, not over two years of age, had crept to his mother’s side,
and crouching there, hid his face in her lap. As for her, the

-heart-stricken wife and mother, her grief seemed too deep for ut-

terance. There was something cold and frozen in the &xpression

.of her eye and face—something that I could not comprehend—

something that I do not like to think of even now. ‘
“We lingered in the chamber of death but a short time, and

then went away. In the afternoon, we returned, by agreement,
to make such arrangements for the funeral as were required -
under the circumstances, We knew that Mrs, had 1o one

to perform these sad offices for her, and therefore, poorly as we

both were, and much as we desired to shun so painful 2 scene as
that which the house of our dead companion. presented, we
attended during that afternoon, and at the funeral, on the next
day, to all the required arrangements, -

‘ As the company that attended the remains of Mr. -

to
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¢ ¢ T really feel awful about this, I said, as we still remained
gtanding near the spot where we had laid our friend. :
"« ¢ Not worse than I do, George.” '

o &¢If you’li agree, I said—" we will pledge ourselves here over

Harry’s grave, never, after this day to drink a drop of any kind
of liquor. - Wecan do without it Joe, for neither of us, I believe,
has tasted anything stronger than- tea or coffee since that night.
1t does n't do us any good—and has done us great harm.’

« ¢ Agreed, was J oe’s prompt Yesponse. Aund arm in arm we
took our way, with slow steps, towards the city.  Our temperance
resolution dispelled, in some degree, the sad depression of our
spirits, and by the time we came to the edge of town we were
conversing quite cheerfully. As we were passing the Vauxhall
Gardens, in Light street, Joe paused, and said : *

« ¢ Come, Greorge, let’s have a drink 1’

“¢Did n’t we promise each other not to take any more liquor
after to-day ?° I replied. '

«¢Truel so we did.”

"« Then, after a pause, he added: :

« ¢ But it ’s fo-day yet.. After to-day, we will not dvink. So
come along, let us treat resolution! This is sad business that we
have been on, and a little spirits will cheer us up.’ :

« The sight of the tavern in which 1 had drank so often, the

idea of the liquor, suddenly cenjured up in My mind, wrought so

powerfully upon me, that it seemed almost jmpossible to resist the
streng desire I felt for another drink. :

«¢You are right, I believe, I said, after a single moment’s
hesitation. And then we went in and called for brandy and
water. : o _

« After drinking this, we sat* down to look over the mnews-
pape:‘é. I felt very comfortable, and quite happy in mind, as the
pleasant excitement of the liguor began to pervade my whole
bady. Presently the appetite for another glass was felt, and I
was just going to ask Joe to drink again, when he anticipatell me,
with— . . ' )

ws Asg this is our last day, George, we must make good use of
it; so come, Jet us have another drink. _

« T was ready to join him, of course. A third, a fonrth, and
a £fth drink followed in quick succession. And then we begaﬁ to
feel quite mierry, and could even allude to our dead companion in
a light and trifling way— :

low, st
low, sir, and 1 suffered much more than tongue can tell
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¢ ¢ Harry thought to use us u i ' l:
. ‘ p, all to pieces,’ id
‘.lrzg- ¢ But he wasn’t half a m;.n. I I;ouis, k:]l.fe e Iaué}h‘
e . ill a dozen like
“To this, I remember I 1 0 | .
| . responded with a loud laugh.
siemed gxceedlngly smart. And then both of us jestedg , 'IIt
a :):11t our recent drinking duel, as we called it.- B
¢ was after ten o’clock when w v A
_ } e left th
we“staggered off home, arm in arm. of the Vaushall, and the
]];wi I?n t.h;a next morl.li'ng I felt wretched, and blamed myself for
’ .Ilg_rlvm E:tEd the spirit and meaning of the pledge I had take
v?‘r‘ V?r;'ly E‘E} grave. But during the morning I m:t Joe "
ell, George,” he said, laying his h nili :
. g and familiar]
sb(‘):13c§r. ¢ Are you going to drink any more after to—firaup‘?? W
", 0, Lam not,” I replied positively. 7
Then come, let us treat resolution, an

while to-day lasts.’ d have a glorious spree

e e - .
o el{?el you are trifling in.a serious matter !’
neither Z::Ibf'“ Y‘{“ ain’t going to drink any more after fo-day
i o l’d f}n_d s:lni:ely we ought to have one good time befor;

old friend brandy good-b .
for T ’m awful dry.’ ye ye. * So come along, George,
111 A - . .
s :;d he caug’ht me by the collar, and almost dragged me into
. . . ft
B recimet nefar \Ehlch we were standing. Once-within the charmed
3 0T & pRar-room, au ower Of .. : X
re . :
drank eagerly an d freelv. p sistance was gone, and I
“«T e - '
'When;nvZSeJ no farther effort to keep my twice breken pledge
ool Joe E:.I;ld I met, after that, the question usually was .
; oel!? or ' W . I i
form ?° ell George, ‘j“hen are you going to re-

«“< After to-day,’
y, was, of course, tk i
came the response :— ’ » the witty answer, and then

we Y . .
) S}Wel], ﬁome' along, and let us treat resolution.’
s 1¥;nce that time, until within a few weeks, Mr, President, 1
have een a regular drinker ; becoming more and more ensl-av’ed
Pan;{ g;:sa:e;ot'the (:ebalsmg vice. But I will not detain this com
ating to ‘them the particul i s
peny o7 . P ! ulars of an ill-spent, useless
; alife of wretchedness, and painful degradation. I su’nk very 7
“Jt was a
S :;s about ﬁv.e years ago, that Joe entefed the United
ny, as a private soldier. He liad become so worthless

6 .
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“‘fhat wo ‘one would give him 1Worilc, and to prevent starvmg, or

i r-house he énliste

got?%‘:g;}ftitf ?ay 1 par':ed with him at the fort, a fow \'m;fks ;ft:;

“his ‘Bnhstment nntil €ix weeks ago, I neither saw 1'10:1 ;ar

- Joseph = I knew not whether he were living or ;a .

& It 18 between one and two months since, that, asﬁu v(vias g eglf

' germg up McLellan’s alley, one night after havx;o- ! e n;yzne
with liquor at Mrs. H-——'s oyster house, I dear s?‘mm one
groan. I whas near Fayette street, and the' soun car;ieFro ho
entrance of the narrow alley that runs in the rear of the our;ted
stables. I paused to listen, and the groaning C;H\s repg 1.0:
There was something in the sound that half sobere me;1 an 5‘, o
duced an involuntary desire to go “back a few steps: }alm seeAS °
was suffering in such a deserteti.I s;‘pol:} a: ;1;(;];6311 our.

' 1 became still furthe
Obf:?‘f(‘lvtﬁés’;“;l;:j:?, T cried, as | paused at the entrance of the

a“?‘y My ‘question” was answered by deep groan, f?ilmost :td;r:)];
feet. 1 started, and looking more narrowly aroun 'sawl ok
mass mear where I stood.. A closer observatwn 11evea ewer o
figure of a man. Tomy repeated questlons, the o‘n jlr air:; :
could get was groan after groan, that séemed of morta y.

took-hold of him, and attempted to 1ift him up. But he ha.d_ only -

“one'leg! In endeavoring to support him on this, I %raspezl ;[1]: h‘:.s
- _right arm, and found in my ‘hand but a small protruding s u1 Dpuse
S “I then laid him down gently, and went over to ? 1tem—
. -'-opposnte, to'get assistance. It happened to be‘the ‘housc, of a
n.
pel“fr‘l%!;ai do you want,” he asked, ¢at this late hO}li.]’.' 27 .
4¢T want help fora poor creature in the alley ere,
ed. _
dyl‘??AI gi?l:;kalrcllelihsuppose, e said, as he reached for hIS hat.
b think so, was my reply. . :
¢ T:%eiii%npamed r’ne at once, and we succeeded, mHZ f?:
“minutes, in getting the poor wretch into his house. Be Emd
.sented, indeed, a pitiable spectacle. He had but one Smk, e
“one leg; appeared to be drunk to ‘unconscmusnesz ; Wzsdlsﬁ;m‘éd
.pexhaps dying. His face was shockingly distorted an Reau_y :
hy-exposire and " the effects of- habitual drunke?n:ss.u Really
el "-appalled as 1 looked at him,and thought: that 2

7 heart.” T still had a home left; thanks to a neglected, abused
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e What ails you? ’ asked the kind individual who had taken

him in, as he laid him down before a good warm fire.
“ But the drunkard murmured something incoherent.
%4 Are you sick ?” he inquired.

@i Yes was half artlculated showing that he was in .some de-
gree conscions;

“¢ What ails you? what can we do for yon?’ contmued the
man.

“¢ Give me, ah—give me, a h—-—drmk, he replied, in a thick,
miuttering; drunken tone.

“A glass of water was held to his prs, as I raised hlm, myself
scarcely able to stand from intoxication.

“¢Ugh!® he ejaculated, asthe water entered his mouth start-
ing back, and discharging what he had taken, with the strongest
mdxcatlons of d1sappmntment and’ disgust.

¢ ¢Gin, whiskey, rum, anythmcr’ o he now said with an ear-
nest, rapid articulation, endeavoring fo support himself with his
hand—-—‘ Give me liquor or I-shall die,’.

“¢I cannot give you liquor. - But you shall have coffee, tea,
anything yon want, but hquor, hls stranger-friend replied, sooth-
"ingly and kindly. .

#¢ No—no—no! :Give me hquor was the earnest response.

“¢ Liquor will do you no good my friend,’ he replied, ¢ and
therefore I cannot give it to you. You must stop drinking, or it
will kill you.’

“¢So T will stop, afier to-drz ! Ha! ha! ha! Wasn’t that
a good joke!> And the poor wretch swung his single arm
around his head in momentary excitement; but, alas! like the *
ﬂashmar up of a dying taper, it' was the last feeble ghmmer of
life. He fell back, as his arm returned nerveless to his SIde, and,

in a minute after, was a ghastly corpse. _ §

* ¢ Once again, in many years, I was perfectly sober. And I_‘
stood horror-stricken, by the side of the mutilated, disfigared
and hf'eless body of my old friend Joe ~——. But the mgh'_ ';
was too painful, and I turned away and left the house, sick at.

LEEE

and sorrow-stricken creature, who clung, dc.sp1te the reman
strances, advice, and anger of her friends, to the debased, unfeels,
ing wretch she still c,'alled by the name of husband. But for her™ -
tender care, her unswerving affection; I should long agoe have
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boen dead. To my home I returned; my poor, comfortless.
home, and entered just as the clock struck twelve. I found my
patient' wife still sitting up, and sewing .by the light of a small
dimly burning lamp. As T entered, she lifted her pale, thin fgce,
and looked into my own with something so sad, s0 tender, so
heart-touching in its expression, that I was aﬁ'gcted almost fo
tears. How many, and many a time, no doubt, ‘flas she looked
at me thus, and I too drupk to perceive or-feel its Import. _
¢¢Sarah,” T said, walking steadily -towards her, fo'r I was
never more perfectly sober in my life; ‘Sa-rah, I ’ve- qu,n; drink-
ing ; from tliis moment I will never touch liquor again ! '
-« Q, sir, if you could have seen that.poor creature, as I did,
gtart to her feet, and stand looking at me, for a m.nmen.t or two,
her face agitated with doubt and hope, fear and joy, you would
have been moved to tears! But she siw that T was in earnest.:;
she felt that I was in earnest, and springing to my side, she laid

‘her head upon my shoulder, as I drew my arm tightly around

her, and wept and sobbed passionately. But her tears were tears
of joy and hope. o

«On the next day, I signed the pledge and though still & sad,

et T trust, that T am a better and wiser man. As for my home:,

there has been sunlight there ever since. - 0, sir! This

~ pledge:” _ . B .

" But the man’s voice trembled—tears sprung to his eyes; and,

_overcome by emotion, he was forced to take his seat.

i g
Y

- SIGNING THE PLEDGE. -

Txe time had gone on until nearly ten o'clock, and, as the last
speaker took his seat, Mr. Mitchell, the President, rose, and in a ‘
brief, but pertinent address, invited and urged those who had not,
yet done so, to come forward and sign the pledge. The Secre-
tary was then directed to read the pledge, which was done.
After this followed a scene hard to be described.

«Come along,” cried the President, as the Secretary resumed
his seat. ¢ Who will sign first to-night? Ah! there he comes!
The very man for whom I have been waiting these two months.
That’s right, friend L I thought we should get hold of the
same end of the rope again. Many a drinking frolic, and fishing -
frolic have we been on, together! And now we strike hands
again ;7 grasping the hand of the individual he was addressing,
who had, by this time, reached the Secretary’s table—¢ and .
shoulder to shoulder, hand to hand, and heart to heart, will we
wage together, a war of extermination against old King Arco-
70L and all his emissaries 1.” o

The man who had gone forward was one well known in the
community. He was an old drinker, and, although he had, from
a strong resolution, been able thus far, to keep from sinking into
a low and abandoned state, yet, his example and encouragement
had been exceedingly pernicious, and very many, who had com-
menced drinking with him, had already become mere sots. For
a time, he had sneered at the temperance movement. But he
had now yielded to-its imposing claims. :

«You never did a better deed than that in your life, friend
L—— 17 the President said in a lively, exulting tone, as the
man rose from the Secretary’s table. ¢ And now who will come
next?” ‘ oo ' ‘

“ Come along!” T heard a man say, in an under tone, near
me, and I turned to observe him. e had s miserable looking

- (101)
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creature—bloated, disfigured, _ragged and flthy—by the arm, and -

was endeavoring to urge him to go up and sign. But the drunk-
ard hesitated and held back. " - o
« Come! come! Go up, now! You will never repent it
urged the temperance man. :
¢ do n’t think it ’s any use,” the poor creature said. “L’m
. gure I can’t keep it.”” :

1 5.1

¢« yes you can! I know you can! There’s old B——,

who drank harder than you ever did. He signed last night.”

t He did?” in tones of -purprise. o :
- «Certainly he did! And so did Mr.
4 gober breath in fifteen years.”

«But they can 't keep it, I know they can . :
 «You don’t know any such thing! I know that they can.

' keep it, and will keep it. And there’s Mr. F——, there, you
know what a sot he was? He signed two months ago. Look at
him now. ~ He’s well dressed, looks cheerful, and has n’t a car-
buncle on his nose, that used to be as rough as the Liberty road,

" and as red as scarlet. Now do come along and sign to-night 1"

«Jf I thought » ' _ S

Do n’t think any thing about it. Go right up and sign, and
you are éafe.”” ‘ . .

And ss he said this, he gave the drunkard’s arm a slight pu;ll,
and he yielded, and suffered himself to be led up to the Secreta-
ry’s table, where he sat down and signed. o
~ “Now don’t you feel better?” asked his persevering friend,
ag the two returned to their seats near me. '

“Yes, I do,—a great deal better.” _

«QFf course; and you are not sorry that you have signed, I

_ know.” C
- «Qno. I’m glad now. And I feel that I can keep it.”
" The smile that lit up his disfigured face, and the air of confi-
dence that he assumed, were indeed pleasant to lock upon. .

i , who had n’t drawn

¢ Ten names already !”’ the President now ctied out, lond and

cheerfully, *and the table crowded. Come along ! we have
soom for hundreds and thousands; we 'l stay here all night if
you’ll keep coming.” ' ‘ _

~ For about a quarter of an hour the table was crowded with
meri of all conditions in life, and of all grades of drunkenness;
from the moderate drinker of two and three glasses a day, to the
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wretched inebriate whose intolerable thirst forty or fifty ¢ drinks *

a'day, could not; satiate. : : o
¢ Sixty names!” said the President, as the space in front of
the Secretary’s table became once more vacant. * 'We must have
more than that number to-night. - Yes, come along my friend!”
he continued, his voice changing, to one of encouragement and
sympathy, as he looked steadily towards the door.: ¢ Come along
my. friend, and we will do thee good1” _' _
1 glanced, as did many others, in the direction his eye indi-
cated, and there, just within the door stood a man, who seemed
half intoxicated. A woman, evidently his wife, was holding on

_to his arm, and apparently urging him to go forward and sign the

pledge. Still he hesitated, and she urged with an earnestness
that seemed all unconscious of the presence of a crowd. “There
was an immediate, profound silence throughout the room. -
“ Do go, John!” T could now hear the woman urging. ¢ Do
go! and we shall be so happy ! ‘ -
# Yes, John, come along!” the President said, taking up the
earnest pérsuasion of his wife— and we shall all be so happy- -
Come along, my good man!” ' . _ o
The poor wifé, thus suddenly conscious that all eyes were upon
her, seemed painfully confused, and shrunk into the shadow of
the entrance to the room. Her hushand felt the general'impulse,
and started forward towards the Secretary’s table. All was again

‘hushed into profound silence. As he took the pen into his hand,
_ and commenced writing his name, a sudden burst of weeping,
- half suppressed, was heard, distinetly, at the door. I am-sure
" that there was not a dry eye in the house. My own were run-

ning over with blinding tears. But they were tears of joy.
Who can tell—who can imagine the gladness of that poor wife’s
heart? After the man had signed, he returned to the door, and:
went out. DR o - o
*« O John, how happy I feel!”” T could hear the wife say ; and
then both disappeared. together. ' . :
«Tcan’t stand that!” a man muttered in a low; but earnest
voice, near me, rising to his feet as he spoke. I must make my
poor wife happy, too.” . N
'And he walked resolutely up to the table and signed.
.. % Come along, we are waiting!”" again urged the President.

© Don’t put it off a single day. Come along, and make your
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wives happy, as John did just now. None of you like to see
their faces clouded, and yet how can sunshine rest there while
you are neglecting and abusing them? Come along! Why;

eighty signed at the last meeting, and here weé have only sixty- -
two. Surely we havn’t got all the drunkards yet! Omo. I

see three or four down there that ought to sign. So come along
my boys! If you want excitement, come and get'a little of this
tetotal excitement. It makes one feel a thousand times better
than rum-exeitement, and produces no’ after consequences but
good ones. Ah! there comes another !—and another ! and an-~
other. That’s the way. One helps another. You do n’t know
‘ how much good you may do by coming forward. You influence
one, and he another, and he another, and they others, until from
thie impulse given by a single individual, hundreds are brought in.
" 'FThere were only six at ﬁrst, and now we have hundreds upon
hundreds. Suppose these six had held back, where would we all
have been? Come along, then, and do your duty to yourselves
and to society.”
To this about ten more responded
The last but one who signed was, like many who had inseribed
their names before him, poorly clad, and ‘miserable in appearance.
He camie up reluctantly, urged and argued with at almost every
step of the way by a person who seemed to take a deep interest
in him.

"¢ You must sign, Thomas! I shall never give you a moment’s

rest until you sign;”’ I heard him say to the reluctant-drankard,
who paused near where I was sitting, “I have helped to ruin
* you, and I shall have no peace until you are reclaimed.”
“Tset me have another week to think about it, Mr. W,
« Another week, Thomas! Surely your poor wife and chil-

dren ha.ve suffered enough already! Think of them‘ and be a

man.’

This had the effect to cause the drunkard to move onward, __
But he paused again and again. At last, however, the table was

reached, the pen placed in hls hand, and his name inseribed.

How light was his step! How cheerful and resolute his air as.

he came down the aisie! I could hardly 1eahze that it was the

same individual.
'« Ain’t you glad that you have done it, Thomas?* his friend

said, as théy passed me.

i
.
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. *Indeed Tam! But it was a hard struggle. I wanted to do
it, and yet it was not easy to give up the liquor. But it’s done
now, and I am glad enough!”
" ¢ Any more?” the Presadent asked.

% Yes, one more at least,” said a man near the door, rising to
his feet. “You’ve just got my last customer, and now you
might as well have me. I’ve sold liquor for fifteen years. But
you temperance folks have broken me up. And now I am forced
to try some better and honester means of getting a living.”

And so saying, he walked resolute]y up to the table, and signed
the pledge.

- % And now, frlend P o the President said to hlm, “ what
are you going to do with the liquid fire you have on hand?”

“What am I gomg to do with it?” he asked, in a tone of
surprise.

“Yes, what are you going to do with it?”

“ As to that,”’ the man rephed “I never gave the subject a
thought.”

“ You won’t sell it, T hope 2

“ And why not?” '

% Sell poison?

“What shall I do? Give it away?”

“ O no. - That would be as bad.”

% Well, sir, what would you do, if you were in my place?”

“ Why I would throw every drop of it in the gutter. It will
hurt no one there. You need n’t be afraid of the hogs getting
drunk, for a hog won’t touch it.”

“ My liquors cost a good deal.”

L« No doubt of it. How much do you think 2 *

#Two hundred dollars, I should 'mppose.”

“No more?” .

T think not.”

* There must be some mistake in your caleulation,” the Prem—l '
dent said: “you have forgotten the sighs and tears of abused
and neglected wives and children. The money that bought your.
liquor cost all these, and more.” 5

The man paused a moment, and then said, emphatically :

“I’ldoit! I've made enough men drunk in my time!”

And thus saying, he turned away and mingled with the crowd.|

Fl
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‘ The books were then closed, seventy-five having ‘signed the.

Plfedlge‘ that night. - A few remarks were added by the Pn'es:i(i_ent,.‘ i

i T e d home,, -

nd then the meeting broke up, and I returne ome. . .-
: ¢ How nian\y a heart has been made glad to-mght ’ ? T said as
I threw myself upon my bed, and lay, for hours, musing over t1_1e
wonderful things I had seen, before my senses were locked in:

slumber, -

THE TAVERN-KEEPER.

¢ Cowms, friend W——,” said the President, during the eve-
ning on which I paid my third visit to the Washingtonians, «let .
us have your experience. That story about the ¢ Drunkard’s
Bible’ has gone fight home to the hearts and consciences of two
or three tavern-keepers already, and there is no telling how much

* good may result from your coming out openly, and relating alk

you know of the evils of rum selling.” - o

It was some moments before the individual thus addressed re- -
sponded to the call made upon ‘him by the President of the
society, Hewas, evidently, onwilling to recall the past. But at
length he arose, and proceeded to give in his experience, It con- "
tained much of deep and painful interest, but many touching
scenes were glanced at so briefly that I was far from being sat-
isfied when he resumed his seat. I called upon him aftérwards,
and prevailed upon him to relate; more minutely than he had
done at the meeting, the incidents that had struck me ag of a pe~
culiarly interesting character. These I now give in such a form -

~as I think calculated to make the deepest and most salutary im-
- pression, I trust that no tavern-keeper (seller of intoxicating

drinks) will turn away from this number under the fear that I
am going to overwhelm him with an effusion of" gall and bitter-
ness. I design only to lift for him a mirror, in which he may see
his own reflection—and surely he ‘will not shut his eyes to this
pietured image, when all men look upon him and see him as he

- really is.

' THE TAVERN-KEEPER.

- “I shall not attempt to justify myself,” he said, *for having
been a tavern-keeper. . I might make many plausible excnses, but
I will not conceal the fact that my reasons for first commencing,

and afterwards continuing the traffic, were thoroughly selfish. I
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sought-to benefit myself only, regardless who might be injured,
Tt is true that T thought but little of the consequences to others,
anless the subject were presented to me by some friend ?f tem-
perance and humanity, and then I sought excuses; or if these
did not avail to'check his expostulations, 1 would get angry and
tell him, perhaps, that he bad no business‘_to meddle with what
i oncern him. - - - .

dld“riOt\:as 2 journejmangmechanic when I first went into t?xe
business of selling liquor, and could earn, regularly, a.b(.mt thir-
toen dollars a week., I had two children, and was living very
comfortably. » But I was dissatisfied ‘because I could not get
ghead in the world, I wanted to make money fast. .For some
time T debated the propriety of commencing my business as a
master-workman ; but I had no capital, and dreaded getting 1n
debt. At last it occurred to me, suggested no doubt by an evil
spirit, that the most certain way to make money wmﬂd be to c;)pon
a small liquor store. Almost every oné of my friends an‘ nc(i
quaintances drank, and I thought that they might as well spen

* their money with me as with any one else. I talked with se\.re'ral
'of them and they encouraged me to enter the business, promising

me their custorh. . o B ]

« From only one individual did I meet with opposition, an
that individual was my wife. . | ]

«¢ Ann,” said I to her one day after I hiad pretty well made up
my mind to open a grog shop, ¢ 1 believe I will try something else
for a living;-I have to work very hard now, and only make a
bare subsistence.’ ‘ . i

«: But what will you do?’ she asked with an expression o
concern. B o } o

«¢I’ye been thinking about opening a srall tavern: it re
quires hardly any capital, and money can b.e_ made at the b‘l;:l-
ness. ‘There is Wartman, who keeps down in the Marsh Market

' Space; he commenced with only five dollars, and now he is mak-
* ing money like dirt.

-5 Indeed T would not, Tﬂomas,’ she replied earnestly, while

- a shadow fell upon Ler face. -

«¢But why would you not, Ann? I’m sure it is the easiest
. and most profitable business now going.’

"+« That may be; but still, Thomas, 1 would n’t go into it.’

3 e R
«¢You must give some reason for your objection, Ann,” I said

4
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~—¢1 have all the burden of providing for the family, and unless
you can show me that it is wrong to keep a tavern, you ought
not to make any opposition.’

“¢I’m afraid it is wrong, Thomas,” she replied, in a more
serious tone. . ' _

“¢Wrong, Ann ! how can you possibly make that out?’

¢ ¢ There are so many drunken husbands and fathers now, and
so many suffering wives and children in consequence, that I feel -
that it would be wrong for us to engage in the sale of liquor.”

“¢But don’t you see, Ann,” I urged, *that we have nothing
to do with that? These men will drink, anyhow. If I do not
open a shop, they will drink none the less in consequence; and

) why should I lose all the benefit to be derived from. the sale of

liquor because a few wretched creatures abuse a good thing and
make beasts of themselves.’ : : - '

- s¢¢8till, Thomas,” urged my wife, ¢ I would rather that you
would not open a shop; I am sure we are getting along very
well ; T have all that I want, and am very happy in our present
lot. ' :

- «¢But don’t you see that our family is increasing ?° T said,
‘ an_d by and by we shall mot be able to get along so comfortalily
as we now do.”

¢ ¢ Let us trust in Providence, Thomas, and continue in a use-
ful calling, from which no harm can possibly come to our neigh-
bor,” Ann replied, not at all convinced by my method of reason-
ing. _

% But my mind was now so nearly- made up, that no argument
or persuasion on the part of my wife could move me. In a short
time I found a small house in Water street, into which I moved,
with my family, and opened a liguor store. o ‘

¢ Among my first customers were: three of my fellow-work-
men, all steady men apd temperate in their habits. They did
not belong to a temperance society, for we had no temperance
soci‘_eties_ then; but they were not fond of drinking, and rarely
went to a tavern. They were all married men, and all had chil-

-dren. As soon as I opengd,.these three men became regular vis-
“itors; they seemed to feel it a duty to encourage me, and drank
- more with that end in view than from any fondness for ligquor.

But I conld soon perceive that an appetite was forming ; and this
discovery pleased me very much, at the same time that it pro-
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duced in my mind-a fee]ing of conte’mpt.for their weal.me‘s.s. - IF
piea-sed me, because, as I had only a purely selfish end in view, ﬁ
was Igratiﬁqd,with every indication that the end I.had.proposc-lz

to myself would be attained. I saw that, from selling the;? (;:1 ¥
~'n glass or two every evening, I should ere logg co_me-tt‘) sell them
a dozen or two glasses every day! These were the kind of cus-
tomers I wanted—men who would spend some four or five do]lar_s

c-at my counter, regularly. : :

" ‘T:e’;.};l:tnar{:es of m,y t?lree Jf'rriends were garrison' Will'lams,
" Gustavus Ensler, and Manning Gray. Wilhams‘, at the ~t1ms;l I
opéued my shop, had three children, a girl and two boys; the

. > i - Of .
i e boys, who were twins, seven years
girl ten years old, and the boys,

age. His wife was a tidy woman, and took great plea;ure in
having everything around her neat and comf'orta_bl_e. S e.v;rlas
tenderly attached to her husband and loved hLer children with a
ther’s earnest affection. . .
mo‘th(;:; ‘Ziening, about five months after I had commenced my
usiness, my wife said to me: :
n‘?ﬁ' ‘bI saw 1\,/Irs.yWilliams in the street to-day, and she seemed so
changed ; she was pale, and had such a distressed. look, my ‘heart
has ached for her ever since. What can be: the matter ? b?me—
thing has gone wrong. She used to be so tidy anc} cheerfq.l. .
« ¢t s not so much to be wondered at, I replied,—Williams
’ ’ rinking like a fish.”- ' o
ha?‘tage'}gzxgss! is t:i,t possible | * my wife said, with an expression
~of pain in her countenance; “he did n’t 6!1'i.nk a fe“.r months a}:got
for it is not long since I heard Mrs. ‘Nllh-atms s_I.)eak a}oout 1er
husband’s being so steady and attentive to his family. .
¢« T did not reply to this, for T remembered, rather- tp_(? keen X,
that for this declension I was responsib.le. But I dismissed the
thought instantly. On the next day, \vhlle- on the st?reet for a {?ﬁv
minutes, T met the wife of Williams returning from market. o e
" day was a cold one, but she was poorly clad. How sad an bm—
tressed was the expression of her countenance! I can remember
it, even now, for the recollection has been rendered vivid by ;nany
and many a dream, in which her troubled face was presented.

« ¥ felt uneasy in mind for hours after. There was something

in her countenance when I met her that, once seen; could not ’t?e
soon forgotten. Xt haunted melike an upbrald}ng spectre. Tl:lgt
“evening ber husband came in as usual to drink in my bar-room.
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“I'looked at him as he came up to the counter and -called for his
first glass, more attentively than I had regarded him for some:
time. - His face was not red and bloated as are the faces of many
who drink to excess, but was thin and pale.. Just as he wag
about to lift to his lips the liquor I had poured out for him, he was
seized with a violent fit of coughing. That cough was as familiar
to my ear as his voice; I had heard it in that room a hundred

- times, but had never remarked it particularly before,
‘¢ That’s a very bad cough,’-I said.
¢ Yes, and I'm afraid it will kill me,” he replied.
¢ ¢ It most certainly will, unless you quit drinking,” I had it on
my tongue to say. But the thought of the four or five dollars 2
“week that I received from him regularly; choked the humane ad-
“monition | . o
¢ If 'he has n’t sense enough to see what s for his own good, he
-must go on as he is; it iIs no concern of mine, and T shall not
meddle with it,” I said to myself as I turned to wait on another
~customer, How often have.I reasoned thus with myself, when
the victim of the allurements which T had displayed for the weak
and the unwary has stood before me ! - :
¢ After this, I never could hear-the loud, hollow, -con\_fulsive

. .cough of my old fellow-workman without an unpleasant ~sensa-

tion., T ‘

“¢Yon had better see 2 doctor about that congh, Williams,” T
would say to him sometimes; or, ¢ You had better take care of

, that cough,” or, *Do try and have something done for that

cough{’  But I never could bring myself to say—* You ' had
better quit drinking, Williams, ér that cough will kill you.’
“ In about a year from the tithe I opened my grog shop, Wil-

- liams became a perfect sot. Between ill health, brought on by
~drinking, and his indisposition, from intemperate habits, to work,

he abandoned all attempts to provide for his family. The burden,
of conrse, fell upon his wife ; a burden which she was not abls to

- bear. From a comfortable, well furnished house, she.was driven,
- with her children, to a single room, in the garret of an old build-~ .
-ing in Commerce street. Alas' what a change for one short year

to accomplish I Ah! sir, the thought of that ruined family has

“been a thorn in my pillow many and many a time. But, with a
- resolute effort I steadily endeavored to harden my heart against
_ the weaknéss, as T esteemed it, that made me feel troubled at such

things. '



112 -  THE TAVERN-KEEPER.

«¢T am not responsible,’ T would argue, ¢ for these consequen-
" ces: I do not tell men to get drunk and abuse theitr families; I do
not wish them to do so. Liquor is good in its place, and so is
bread and meat ; but either used to excess is injurious. If I
were to sell a wan a fazor, and he were to cut his throat, or a
- pistol, and he were to blow his brains out, surely I would not be
* responsible ! If I don’t sell liquor somebody else will, and as
people will buy it, I can see no reason why I should not have tire
profit to be gained in the sale of it, as well as any one else’

¢ Thus would I drive back and stifle the remonstrances within ;
and every time I did so, these yemonstrances_grew weaker and .
weaker. -

« At last Williams became so feeble from the disease, the pré-
dispositig cause to which had been excited by drink, that he could
anly just créep about. He would come to my shop when he had
no money and almost beg for liquor, which I would give him
sometimes, and often refuse bim. I could see the evil of his con-
dition far more clearly when he had no money to pay me for
liquor than I could when from one to five dollars of his money
went into my till weekly. I could say to him now— f
"« ¢ Williams, you had better stop drinking, or you cannot live;
it is drink that excites your cough: try and quit it now, and I
have no doubt but that you will recover again.’ o

« But my good advice came too late; both the discase and ap-
petite were too deeply rooted. Unlike many wives, during this
period of dreadful trial, Mrs. Williams never upbraided, néver,
spoke unkindly to her husband ; and he was, I have learned,
never ill tempered at home. :

 For a time the wife and mother was enabled, through inces-
sant toil, early and late, to procure food for her children s but
they were often reduced to. pressing extremities. Sometimes the
children would come to my shop for their father. I never liked
this, for there was about them a look of patient suffering that
troubled my conscience. They seemed to love their father ten-
derly, and their presence always appeared to awaken kind feelings

in his bosom, enslaved as he was to the dreadful vice that had
ruined himself, and entailed upon his family privation and misery
in their worst forms. The daughter, then about eleven years of
~ age, had the saddest face that I ever saw worn by a child. 1t
was not disfigured, or rendered in its expression intensely painfuly,,
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but in its quiet, unobtrusive, yet patient look of hopeless suffering
there was something that must have exciied tears in any one ‘not,:
hardened as I already was. " ’

“ Tt was, I think, about eighteen months after Williams had
cormenced visiting my shop regularly, that he failed to make his

© usual daily visits. I felt relieved at this, for his presence had

Worr%ed me for some time. He rarely had any money to spend’
for liquor, and there was already a score against him which I
knew it was impossible for me to collect. But, besides all this, T
could not shut my eyes to the fact that in him was presented o;xe
of the first fruits of my experiment in tavern-keeping. Reason
- as I would upon the subject, I could not make it épp:ar, even to
my own mind, that I was altogether guiltless in his riin.
“ For nearly two months, I sawW nothing more of him. And
I never made inquiry, for I dreaded to hear his name mentioned.
—But one morning, about this time, his little girl came in. How
I did shrink from this moweleome apparition. She looked pale -
and distressed—was poorly clad and barefoot. * ‘
¢¢Mr, W she said coming up to the bar, < father wishes
to see you, if you will please to come down to our house.’ -
“¢] can’t spare the time, little girl,” T replied. ¢ Why'can t
your father come and sce me?’ c
«¢ Because ke ’s sick. - 'And he ’s been sick for a good while.’
“¢Is he very sick?’ Tasked. . =~ A
o O yes. He can’t sit up but a litile time, and then he
coughs, oh, so dreadfully !’ - |
¢ What does he want to see me for ?°
o «¢T don’t know, si
Do come, 3r. W W, s1!r; But he does want fo ;ee you go bad.
¢ There was something in the manner and tone of the child
that I could not resist, and so I promised that I would call down
and see her father in the course of the ‘morning.- It was about
two hours after that T entered one of those old brick houses that

‘used to stand in Commerce above Pratt street—now displaced’

b.y a row of large warehouses. On asking for Williams’s family
I was directed to ascend to the garret. Up three pairs of dirty’
and dilapidated stairs I went until T reached the attie. There I
paused, before entering one of the apari't‘ménts,r into which I could
see, though unperceived ‘myself: I shall never forget what I

there \r;itnessed, though I have ‘tried hundreds and hundreds of
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tiimes to drive it from my memory. The noise of my ~ascer§ding
steps had been drowned to the inmates of that meagerly furnished
room, by the convulsive cough that racked the frame of pocr
‘Williams.

¢ ¢Let me get up, Mary,” 1 heard him say, as the cough sub-
-sided. ¢TI shall die if donotsitup!’

«Then I could see him trying to.raise himself from the bed,

while his wife gently drew her arm around him, and then let his
head fall upon her bosom.

“~ There, that will do, will it nof:‘?’ she said tender]y, as his
head reclined a little backwards.

%¢Q no, no, Mary ! I shall suffocate! Let me get up and sit
in a chair for a little while.” And then his congh returned, agi-
tating his whole frame violently.

“When this subsided, his wife assisted him to get upon the
flobr, and then, for the first time in many weeks, I saw his face.
Q, how thin and pale it was! And in it there was the ghastly
expression of death!

w“ ¢ There, that will do,” he said in a feeble voice as he sunk
into a chair, and let his head recline npon the bosom of his wife,
while she held his body in an erect position. .

« All was in a few moments as still as if no living beings were
in that miserable room. His two litle barefooted boys seated

“themselves near him, with an earnest affection that his conduct

towards his family had not been able to change, and while one -

looked up to him with a sorrowful countenance, the other hid his

face, and wept noiselessly. As for the daughter who had called

for me, her heart seemed touched by a consciousness that the
worst had come. _She stood near, weeping, but in silence.

« For a moment or two I hesitated whether to enter or retire.
¢ Why does he wish to see me?” I asked of myself. Perhaps to

~upbraid me with having ruined him and beggared his family,” was
the inward response.

“T could not but shudder at such thoughts, as I stood with
Williams’s distressed family hefore me ; for T felt ¢onscious that I
had, indeed, been the cause of all this—and conscious, likewise,
that death was very near, even upon the threshold of that hum-
ble apartment. \

%I debated the question only for a fow' moments Another vio-
lent £it of coughing disturbed the deep silence.of the room, when
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1 retired, the noise of my footsteps unobserved. Thus coward- -
like I retreated, for I could not face that man in life’s last extrem-
ity, amid the sad mementoes of the ruin I had occasioned.

“He died in an hour after. I have never known why he
wished to see me. As for his distressed family they were taken
away from the city by some friends who lived in a neighboring
town, and I have nev er, since that moment, seen one of its mem-
bers. But, if not present to my bodily eyes, they were, for many

" months afterwards, ever present to my mental vision.

¢ Ah, sir, is not the ruin of that family’s hopes and happiness a
terrible thiig to have upon a man’s conscience ? I feel it so. Fot,
look at it as I GWill, reason about ‘it as T will, I eannot convince
myself that I am not altogether responsible for Williams’s degra-
dation, and the ruin of his family. He was, as I have said, a tem-
‘perate, industrious man, kind and provident to his family, wh'en 1
opened my shop. And he came to my shop, at first, only under
the kind and friendly impulse of assisting me by his custom in
my new business. But in.so doing, the appetite for liquor was
formed and he was lost and his family,ruined. A strange return
mdeed did I make him for his kind and generous feelings.

. “If I ever repented seriously of havmw opened a shop for the
sale of liquor, it was after the death of Mr Williams. For wesks
I was a sadder man. But crradually, as I resisted the impulse
which I felt to give up the ruinous traffic, that impulse became
weaker and weaker, and, at last, T could again pour ont and mix
hquors for a thirsty drunkard, who was reducing himself and his

»famlly to a state of ruin and degradatlon w1thout a single reprov-

1ncr emotion.

¢ <1 never felt so bad in my hf'e, as I did yesterday, remarked
Gustavus Ensler, one of my old fellow workmen, mentioned as
among my earliest customers, coming in for his glass on the day
after Wllllams 8 funeral. '

“¢Why?’ T asked, not thmkm , at the moment, to what he
alluded. '

“¢To see poor Williams carried out of - that garret as he
was !’

<< Ts Williams dead ?’ inquired one who had often seen him -
dnukma at my bar.

¢ Yes, poor fellow ! Ensler said. ¢ He has gone to his long
home ? .
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" ««T thought he couldn’t stand it a great while the last time X
“saw bim, the other said.

¢ ¢ What ailed him ?7 .

¢ ¢ Consumption,’ I replied, quickly.

« ¢ Consumption brought on by drinking ! Ensler said, coolly
and deliberately, looking me steadily in the face. ¢ That was it,
T believe, Mr. W Don’t yeu think so 2’

«¢No! I do not think so,” I responded, in a positive tone of
voice. - ‘ '

¢« ¢Well, I do then. And what is more, I know so! Befors

you opened this shop, Mr. W—, he hadn’t a sign of a cough.
- And you know that he did n’t drink a drop then once in a month.
But after he began drinking pretty hard, his cough commenced
and grew worse and worse until it killed him.

« CWell, T don’t believe a word of it 1’ I said doggedly. ¢ He
would have died anyhow.’
" «<Not in a garret at least |’ Ensler said, looking at me signifi~
cantly. _ ‘

¢ ¢ What do you mean?’ I asked in an angry tone, for T felt
that more was implied than were contained in his words. _

«¢I’1l tell you what I mean, said my old fellow workman,
now a little excited by liquor, straightening himself up, and eye-~
ing me steadily, and somewhat contemptuously. . ¢ I mean, that
- §f you had n’t tanght him to love liquor in this confounded grog-
" shop «of yours, and then taken away all his money that should
have gone to the support of his family, he woyldn’t. have died in
a garret. ‘That is what I mean ! : ‘
" ¢ Tyath bites sore, is a homely but expressive adage. I felt
_the truth of what Ensler said, and it rousgd me into a violent pas-
sion. ' _ ' :

% ¢ Gto out of my shop, you insulting scoundrel ! T responded,

loud and angrily, coming out from the bar, and confronting him -

in the middle of the room. C

«<T’Il go out when I please,” was his caol reply.
~«¢Tf you don’t go out I will kick you out!” This T said
with a determination to do what I threatened. ,

¢ Two can play at such a game, remember,” he said, calmly,
still eyeing me without the slightest apparent sensation of fear.
Secing that I hesitated to put my threat into execution, he added,
as he took a deep inspiration, :
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¢ And now, Mr. W , that T feel in the humor, I will tell
you a piece of my mind that I have long wished to speak out.
In my opinion you are little better than a land-pirate. It is true,
you don’t kill bodies for money-—but-you do worse. You cor-
rupt and rnin souls, and trifle with the hopes and happiness of
whole families for gain. You kill the better part for gold!
Eighteen months ago, there were in this city, three happy fami- '
lies, at the head of which were three sober, industrious, and kind
husbands and fathers. At that time you opened this shop, and
invited those hushands and fathers to come up and help you to get
along in the world. And they came. ~They bought your liguor,
not because they loved to drink it, but because they wished to
encourage their fellow workman. But, they soon got to love it,
and you encouraged them to drink. You saw their danger, and
instead of warning them, you spread new allurements in their
way, thus woving and wooing them on to ruin, that you might
build yourself up upon their downfall. You have increased in
worldly goods—and they have decreased. .Yesterday one of
your victims was buried from a garret—was taken out from amid
his half-starving wife and children, and buried in the. potter’s
field! The other I saw staggering in the street as I came here
this morning; and here is the third, a poor, fallen, debased
drunkard! Look at your handy work !’ '

¢« And the poor creature drew himself up and stood confront-
ing me. _ :

“¢Qut of my howse this instant, or T will be the death of
you!’ I cried, pssionately, advancing a step towards him in a
menacing attitude. ‘ :

“ But he did not move a foot or change a muscle.

4 ¢ There is little left to kill, he said in a mournful tone, see-
ing that I hesitated. ¢ You have begun the work, it is but meet
that you should finish it. Strike! Iam ready!’

« There was a moral dignity in the voice, manner, and expres-
sion of the poor wretch whom I had been instramental in ruin-
ing, that subdued me. I could not touch him. My anger sub-
sided, and I felt as. I never felt before. O, how wretched, and
conscience-stricken ! )

“:Go away, Gustavus,” I said in a changed voice, ¢ Go
away, and do not come here any more. If I have been the
'ca'usg, as you say that I have, of your ruin, be your own saviour
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from that ruin. Go away! Quit drinking, and be a man
again,’ ' B _

Y folt some touches of kindness towards him, and my voice
expressed my feelings. He looked at me for a:moment or two,
and then bursting into tears, said— o

«¢T will be a man again! From this hour I will never drink
adrop!’ _ _

¢ Then he turned away slowly and left my house.

«¢Why what in the world has come over our old crony
Gus?’ said Manning Gray, the other individual of the trio of
friends whom my shop had ruined, on the next morning as he
came in,

%< What is the matter with him?’ I asked in some concern.

. «w+He’s sworn off, he says,” Gray replied, laughing in great
glee at what seemed to him a good joke.

¢ ¢ Sworn off from drinking?’ I inquired.

¢ Yes, he says he ’s not going to touch another drop of liquor
‘aslong as he lives! Ha! ha! ha!”

¢ Well, Manning, do you know what I would do if T were in
your place?’ I said. .

«¢No. What would you do?”’

“ ¢ Why I would follow his example.’

“¢Swear off?’

44 Yes

«sYou 're joking ?’

«“¢T never was more serious in my life,’ T said. And I was
serious. I had seen enough of Williams and Ensler. I had
found that it was no light thing to be instramental in ruining a
friend. Not that I cared for others—I cared only for myself, and
sought merely to save myself from unpleasant consequences. .

%¢You have drunk long enough and hard enongh,” I con-
tinued. ¢ Stop now, while there is some little power left.

«¢Ha! hal’ he responded gaily. ¢Our landlord has turned
temperance preacher! That is too good! No, no, friend
W-—, you do n’t come it over me in that way. Give us a gin
toddy, and malke it good and strong.’ o

« ¢ No, Manning, I will do no such thing,” I replied: ¢I have
sold you the last glass of liquor that you will ever drink at my
bar. . : o

«¢You are not in earnest, W——, he said, his manner bes
_ - coming instantly changed.

* the tavern on
. represented to have a good wagon and travellers’ custom, and as
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¢ Yes T am in earnest,” was my positive answer. ' ‘

«Tt was folly half an hour before I got him to leave my
house. During that time he used towards me the severest. and
most insulting language that he could utter, all of which I en
deavored to bear in the best way that T could. Tt availed noth
ing that I steadily persisted in not selling him liguor, he still con-
tioned to drink and neglect his family, and died finally in the
street, a drunkard to the last. :
#Bpt Ensler became a sober, industrious man, and in the
course of a year or two, had everything around him again coms
fortable. _ o .
© « Ag for myself, I found the sale of liquor to be profitable, and
commenced gradaally to accumulate a little money. Two years
after I had opened my grog shop in Water street, I was offered
road, about six miles from the city. It was

I had money enough already laid by to purchase the necessary
furniture; I accepted the proposition and moved. out. My family

~ then consisted of my wife and three children, the eldest, a boy,

about eleven years of age. ’

_“‘Whilq;m'c;’ving in” my furnitare, a venerable old man waited
on me, and introduced himself as a minister, who had lived in
the little town upon the edge of 'which the tavern stood, for the
Tast thirty years. I, of course, received him kindly, and invited
him to walk in and sit down. h

¢80 you are to be our tavern-keeper,” he said, with a smile,
after we were seated alone. . ' ' -

t¢Yes, I replied, with a feeling of self-satisfaction at the
position of importance that I was evidently about to occupy in
the village. ¢ I have come here for that purpose.’ _ o

46 Well, tavern-keepers are very useful people,” the old man

- gaid. ¢ But there is one thing about which I should like to talk

with you, before you open your house. All who have been here
before you, have kept a bar for the sale of liquors; and it has
done great harm in our village. Now, as a lover of mankind, I
foel bound to approach you, thus early, upon this subject, and I
do hope that you will regard my remonstrance against the sale of
liguor.’ - - : 7

«iBut that would never do, sir, I replied. ¢Who ever
heard of a tavern without a bar?’ '

E:
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«¢] know’ he said, ina mild tone, ¢ that it is usual for those -

who keep houses of entertainment for travellers and the public,
to sell intosicating liqnors; but I never could see why this was

_niecessary. o L o ,
Tt §s necessary, for, in its sale, lies the principal source of

profit derived from the business.” .

< ¢ But, surety, my friend, the old man urged— a mere ques-

tion of dollars and cents chould never decide any one to do a
thing that will. injure his neighbor. ~ And, certainly, to tem{zt
those who are too weak to resist an inclination thus tempted, is
to do a very great injury-’ ' 5 o
" ««You would not have me to be too disinterested,” I replied.
¢ T might starve to death for the good of my neighbors, and they
would n’t thank me for it. And besides if T didn’t sell liquor to
people who wanted it, they would go somewhere else 'fmd get it.” -
«+ T know, my friend,’ the minister said, in his mild, yet ear-
pest way—* that your last argument 18 thought to be a very
strong - one. But it will not apply with its usual force herfa.
We have no place in our village where liquor is sold.’ ,
t¢ You have a store, I am sare, I said interrupting him.
«¢Trye. But the man who keeps it has a conséi;entious re-
gard to the good of his neighbor. He does not sell liquor”™
«¢Why, I never heard of such a thing!’ I responded, in-
" wardly delighted at the idea, that I should hfwe a. monopoly of
the business. _ - :
oGl it is frue in this instance. - And T most earnestly hope
‘that T shall be able to prevail en you to follow so good an ex-
ample.’ : ’
« At this T shook my head. o o
«¢T do not profess to be quite so disinterested,” was my an-
- gwer, ¢ as’ oll that comes to. I keep’tavern for my own benefit,
' the same as you preach for your benefit. People are free agents,
you tell us, and if they want liquor, they should be free to drink
it. I shall, therefore, mdst certainly keep if, and-sell it to all
who wish to buy.’ ‘

«The old man looked deeply and painfully concerned at this,

and once more attempted to influence me. ‘

« ¢ Surely,’ be urged, ¢ you cannot speak your real sentiments.
Every man is bound to regard the effect which his conduct will
have upon others. I canpot think that you are so thoroughly

'
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aevoted to gain, as to shut out from your mind every benévolent
feeling. The man who robs another of his money, only acts in-
dependent of law, upon the same principle that you profess to act
under the protection of the law. Hé has only a regard for him-
self, and looks upon all mankind as fit subjects of plunder. You,
acting upon such motives-as you declare, in engaging in a traffic
that injures your fellow men, do not really stand, in a moral
point of view, upon a higher basis. He takes away their money
forcibly, while they are in 'a rational state of mind—you render
them, in a certain sense, jrrational, and take the money which
they freely tender while in that state. Now, .seriously, my
friend, discriminate, if you can, between the moral guilt of the
two actions. Both are under the promptings of a selfishness that
has no regard for others. The one takes the money of his vie-
tims by-violent means—the other, by allurements spread forth
for a depraved appetite, secures to himself their -money, and not
only beggars those who yield it, even if it be given voluntarily,
but brutalizes them, and entails the deepest misery and often the
greatest sufferings upon their families. Ah, sir] viewed in this
aspect, the effect of the man’s aets npon society who sells intoxi-
cating liquor, is 2 thousand times more injurious than that of the
robber who takes only the gald of the individual he plunders.”
¢ There was the power of truth in what the old man said.
But the truth, when brought into opposition to what a man not
only wishes, but is resolved to do, always irritates him. I, of
course, felt very angry at what the minister said, and replied in
an excited tone, , .
¢ ¢T cannot suffer myself to be insulted in my own house, even
by an old man and 2 minister ! You class me with thieves and
robbers, and then try to influence me, even while you declare.
that T am worse than those outlaws who plunder society. 1T will
not hear such language, sit!” y ‘ _
¢ ¢ Pardon me, the old man said, meekly, ¢if I-have offended
you. I did not wish to do so. I only presented, in the strongest
possible light; your acts as a seller of intoxicating drink, in the
hope that such a view would influence you. If you domot see

that view to Be a correct one, I éanpot but regret it exceedingly-

The consequence to many in this village, if you persist, will be,
I know, deplorable.’ “And the old man’s voice trembled, and had

»

in it something very mournful.
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“To this, T made some angry reply that cut short the inter-
view, and then the minister retired. Of course his visit troubled

me. But I shook off its influence, as well as I could, and went

on to arraige my. bar,and make as handsome a display of my
liquors as possible. In a féw days T was ready to open my tavern .
and receive customers. I had everything very neatly arranged,
so as to make my house attractive asa place of resort, both to .

the young. men of the-village, and for the reception of such visit~
ors as T expected from the city during the summer season.

« On the everiing of the day upon which I announced, by

handbill, that my tavern was open, and my bar well stocked with
the choicest liguors, I had about a dozen visitors, principally resi-
dents of the village. They admired the arrangement of my bar,
complimented me 6n my taste, and drank and paid for my liguors
freely, which they pronounced to be of the very best quality.

¢ Among them was a young man, whose appearance interested

me at once. He was not, apparently, over twenty years of age.

His dress, manners, and language, indicated that he was far supe~ .
rior in education to any of those with whom he was associated. |
I observed that he drank often and freely—the consequence was, .

that he became partially intoxicated early in the evening.

“¢Now give us a song, Samuel!’ said one of the company,

about nine o’clock, slapping him on the shoulder. .
¢¢Yes, a song ! a song! Nobody can sing a song like Sam
Harman !’ responded another.. :

-4 ¢ Would you prefer a song toa hymn tune, or a ilymn toa

song tune?’ the young man replied, with a grave air:

¢« ¢ Qh, a hymn to a song tune of course!’ replied one.

¢ ¢ No—no—" said another, ¢ a song to a hymn tune.”

¢ At last the matter was settled, and a song was sung with fino
effect. : -

¢ Now let us have a sermon,” cried one..

¢ Yes, a sermon !’ a sermon!’ ran around the room.

« And in a few moments the young man Wgs mounted on 2
chair. He took a text, anduwent on to preach for about;ten min-
utes, in a strain that indicated a finely cultivated mind, but alas !
sadly perverted. Sometimes he would utter the most imposing
and soleran truths, in'a way that made the blood seem to trickle

. coldly through my veins—and then he would go off into a bur-
esqize. caricature, or light and witty declamation, that set the
olé“¥gom in a roar of laughter. SR
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4 < What would .the old gentleman think of that, if he had
beard it,’ said one of the company. '

« ¢ He would think his son guite a promising young man, I
suppose,” replied Harman, laughing. ¢ was set apart for a min~
ister, you know, and I'm only trying to get my hand in a
little.”. -
« ¢ This was met, of course, by an encouraging laugh. It was
nearly eleven o’clock when my company went away, and then the
young man just alluded to, had to be supported by two of his
drinking companions. . ' ‘

“ On counting the money in my drawer, I found that I had
made a very good beginning. My visitors understoed the art of

. drinking. Tt was very certain, that they were no strangers to a

bar-room.. "
«<T have done very well indeed,’ I said to my wife, on closing -
my house for the night, ¢ I shall have plenty. of custom here, I -
have not the least doubt.” ) o S
¢ Who was the young man that sung so sweetly 7’ my wife
asked., ' '
~«¢T don’t know who he is. But he is a smart fellow, that is
certain. He preached a sermon to-night equal to any minister.’
¢« <But ain’t it a pity,” my wife rem.arlied, “that such a young
man should throw himself away ?’ ,
¢« ¢ Tt does seem a pity. But he is young, and will be all the
wiser, after a few years, for having sowed his wild oats.”
- “¢I hope so. Dut young men who drink, rarely become less
fond of liquor as they, grow older.

i i, % Well, that’s no concern of mine,’ I replied, a little
S warmly.

“ My wife understood my humor, and said no more on the
subject.” '

__ Wishing, for greater effect, to combine incidents learned from
the tavern-keeper and facts gathered from another source, I will,
for a time, let him step aside, and relate things in my own way. -

About -nine o’clock on the evening succeeding the day on
which W had opened bis tavern, in the village of——, as has
been above noted, the venerable old man, who had called upon
him to remonstrate against the sale of liquor, sat conversing with
his wife, likewise well stricken in years.  The subject that occn-
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pied their thoughts" seemed to be a painful one, for upon each’

aged countenance rested an expression of deep concern.

¢ He has not been out so late as this for a week,” remarked
- the old man; brea,klnrr in upon a silence of some moments.

« No, but perhaps he is spending the evening in Mr Wilmot's
family,” was the doubting ‘EUG‘G‘EShOI}.

“ There is little hope of that am afrald To day that

wretched drinking-house at the lower end of the town was again
opened, and I tremble lest our boy has been tempted to-go
there.”

. % Surely my. child will not again visit a place that has, already,

well-nigh ruwed him !” ,
«T haidly dare hope,” and as he said so, the old man drew
_ towards him a large family Bible that lay upon the table near
which he was sitting, and slowly turned over its sacred pages.
Tt was the hour for evening prayer, and their youngest born, and
only remaining child, was away ; and worse than all, they feared,
within the fangs of the destroyer. Before the father commenced
‘reading, he paused, and listened for the sound of approaching
footsteps.—But he listened in vain. Then, with a sigh, he tumn-
ed to the holy book before him, and read a portion of its sacred
truths. The prayer that succeeded was offered up in a deeply
fervent, trembling voice.
¢« Pather of mercies!” he said, as he drew near the close of'
his petition, and his tones were f'ull of touching pathos, ¢ Remem-
ber the child of many prayers! Regard the-one so prone to
wander away from Thee, seeking pasture upon .the bleak and
. barren mountains of sin. O, bring him back, Good Shepherd, to
thy fold, and incline his heart to love thy counsels! Thy ser-
vants are now well stricken in years, and are waiting patiently
for their change Let not their gray hairs go down in sorrow to
the grave. Let them not see the son of their old age still stray-
ing from Thee, enticed away by the allurements of the wicked
one. 'Thus we pray thee, for the son of our love. Hear us, and
~ vegard us, and pardon us, if in our earthly affections we presume
" o ask unwisely.”

After they had risen from their knees, they sat gilent and
thoughtful for a long time, each listening, mtently, for the sound
of approaching footsteps

“ There he comes!” half whispered the mether, as a dlstant
sound cauuht her ear.
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And they both sat, half bending forward notmmg each foot-
fall that drew mearer and nearer, yet still unable to determine
whether it was their boy or not who was approaching. - At last
the sound was almost at their door, and with hearts beating audi-
bly, they half arcse from their seats, expecting, yet fearing, to see
their child enter. DBut, alas! the sound went by, and grevwy
fainter and fainter, until all was again hushed in deep and oppres-
sive silence. A long, tremulous sigh, attested the disappointment
that chilled their hearts, as they sunk back into the chairs from
which they had half arisen.

A whole hour passed in anxious expectatlon and still the son
came not. At the end of that time, the old man said— A

“You had better go and lie down, Rachel; I w111 Walt for -
Samuel »

¢ No—1I will sit up with youn. I could not sleep if I were to
go to bed. But where can he be?”’

¢“Tet us prepare our hearts for the worst, Rachel,” the old
man said, meekly bowing his head, and endeavoring to lift his
heart wpwards. ¢ Our child is in the hands of One who cares
for him, and who loves him with a -purer love than our weak
hearts are capable of feeling, and let us trust him there. I know,

+ for myself, that I have made an idol of that boy. He was our

youngest, most beautiful, and most ifinocent child. How often
have I looked into his gentle face, and trembled lest he should be
taken away. FHe seemed too lovely, too pure, in his early years,
to live in this world of sin and misery. Alas! that his garments
should be soiled! That he should fall in love with evil!”

The maternal response to this was a gush of tears, accompanied
by a low, suppressed moan, and then all was again as silent as

- death. Another hour passed slowly away, and yet there was no

indication of the approach of the absent one. 'Who can tell, who
can imagine all, nay, even a tithe of what the hearts of that aged
couple must have suffered during that hour of painful suspense!

“I can bear this no longer,” the old man said, as the clock
rung out with, to them, startling distinctness, the hour of eleven,
rising at the same time, and taking up his hat and cane,

“Hark!™ ejaculated the eagerly listening, expectant mother,"
as the sound of the.clock died away, and there fell around them
again a deep, oppressive silence.

“What?” asked the father in a deep whlsper, bendmcr his ear
towards the door, “I don’t hear anything.”
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. ‘¢ There, don’t you hear that?”" the: mother said, as a distant
but almost imperceptible sound eame borne on the sluggish air.
.- 4 Y:canhot hear anything,” the father responded in a disap-
pointed tore a3 he raised himself up from his listening attitude.
.. % There it is again " gjaculated the mother— it is likke a dis-
tant laugh.. * There, don’t you hear it ? ” o
-« Yes I do, now, distinetly : some drunken revellers, no doubt,
ﬁ‘omW—-—’—-——’s .tavern. Pray heaven our boy be mnof ‘among

“ them ™. . . \

. The sounds that had in their far-off, low murmur, been per-
* ceived by the mother’s quick ear, became louder and more dis-
- tinet. Now some snatches of a song could be heard, now a loud
Jaugh, and anon a wild scream, rising on the still air and dying
- away in distant echoes. _
The minister’s house stood upon the principal stréet of the
village, and along this street the party of moisy revellers were
approaching, As they drew nearer and nearer the father and
mother listened anxiously for the voice of their son. Now it
geemed to them that its familiar tones came upon their ears, but
. still they doubted and trembled in heart with an uncertain fear.

A few moments passed, the sounds drawing nearer and nearer,
and then all was hushed into silence. Presently there was a hu-
ried whispering close by the window. In the next moment,.the.
door opened, and their boy, their youngest born and dearest one
was thrust in, and came reeling across the floor I '

Neither the father nor the heart-stricken mother uttered a
word, although both instantly arose to their feet as their son came
in thus, bearing about him the indubitable evidences of having

‘again been indulging a vice to which, even thus early in life, he

had shown a stiange inclination. For a moment the old man

" Jooked at his boy, and in that moment there was in his heart a

‘powerful styuggle with emotions that well-nigh mastered - him
“then he took him-calmly ‘by the hand aml led him away to his
chamber, where he left him in silence and in darkness.

Side by side, with sleep banished from their eyelids, did the
aged minister and his wife lay for hours, but neither could sug-
gest to the other a thought of comfort. It was nearly daydawn,

hen wearied nature sought refuge in a troubled slumber.
e n the next morning Mr. Harman felt a painful sense of weak-
"' ‘mess.and incompetency, as he thouglit of his son, and of his duty

’
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in regard to hire. - That son had now arrived at years of ration-
ality, and he could not, therefore, use any measures of compul-
sion ; and remonstrance and persuasion he felt to be almost in
vain, where shame seemed to be impotent in its influence over
him. He did not, when he met him at the breakfast table, make
any allusion to the occurrence of the previous evening; but he
could not be familiar with him, nor cheerful in his manner, As
for the mother, her countenance was a sad index of the anguish
of her mind, The morning meal passed, of course, in painful,
embarrassing silence;and was quickly over. After rising from
the table, the young man took down his hat and was moving to<-
wards the door, when his father said in a low, but meaning
tone— : '

¢ Samuel ! : . :

The son turned quickly round and looked his father inquiringly -

'in the face.

« Where are you going, Samuel?” Mr. Harman asked in'a
voice that sounded mournful to the ear of the son. :

« Nowhere in particular,” was the answer in a respectful tone.

« Then, if you have no particular reason for going out, Sam-

nel, why not stay at home? there is danger abroad, my child.”

The son laid down his hat and stood thoughtful for gome mo-
ments: at length, as a tear fell upon his hand, he said in a voice
that trembled— _ '

T know that I am almost breaking your hearts.. I think
about my conduct oftener than you ‘imagine, and sometimes it
seems as if these reflections would drive me-crazy. ButI am led
on, it seems to me, at times, by an almost irresistible impulse.”

«Only keep away from temptation, my child, and you -are

safe,” the father said, going up and grasping -the young man’s

hand. o ‘ : .
- 40O yes, Samuel, do keep away from temptation!” the mother
urged, coming to his side, and taking the other hand between
both of her own. =~ ' .

"The tears that gushed from the young man’s eyes, were tears
of heartfelt repentance. o

1 could curse the man who opened that tavern!’’ he said
with bitterness, as he grew calmer. I have felt no inclination
to drink since the house was closed two months ago. But the
wmoment I saw the announcement that it would open yesterday, I
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felt an almost irresistible desire to go there. Wlhh this desire I
straggled all day. At night I was too weak to resist it. Anﬁ
much 1 fear, my dear parents, (and his voice trembled again, and
“was deeply pathetic and tender,) that I shall not be able to con-

trol the desu'e which at times comes over me. Were it not for .

four sakes, I'feel that I should give up the contest without an-
other effort. I'do not care for myself. Indeed, it seems to me
- that the degraded life of a drunkard eannot make any one more
miserable than will the struggle to which I shall be subjected,

with this temptation daily before my eyes. I speak the truth
when I say, that I wish that man had died before he came to this
place to tempt men’s souls to ruin.’

« But, surely, Samuel, the successful struggle against such an
“evil desire, is worth-all the gain of mind it may cost you,” the
old man said. *In-good resolutions, when they flow down into an
effort to resist what is wrong, there is always a power from heav-
- en. And there is a power that must conquer, when, in the good
resolution, there-is trust in the Lord. Look up to Him, then, in
your conscious weakness, and He will be your almighty strength.
When you feel tempted, raise your thoughts to him in an ac-
knowledgment of your own helplessness, and pray, ¢ Deliver us
from evil, and He will be present with you in that prayer, and
give st1en<rth to support you. Try, my son, in this way; cast
- aside-all conﬁdence in yourself, and trust in Hun who will ever be,
present to help you in your good 1 resolutions.”

The son did not reply, and there followed many mmutes of op-
pressive silence. Then the mother retired from the room, and in
a little while the father also, and the young-man was left alone.
He had been designed by his father to fill the same sacred office
~ that he himself he]d—the office of minister.~ And he had been

educated to that. end-—prmmpally at home,.and under the father’s
care. But for a year or so past, it had become too painfully ap-
parent, that the moral tone of the young man’s mind was becom-
ing strangely perverted. He not only associated with low com-
pany, but frequented the tavern, and often drank to a state of
partial intoxication.

When this fact became apparent to Mr. Harman, it inflicted a
pang, the poignancy of which few can imagine. As to the moth-
er, the shoek seemed more than she conld bear. For a time, re-

" monstrance was tried, but it produced little effect.  As the young

W
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man’s rational mind developed itself, it seemed that his evil pro-
pensmes had become: stronger, and his inclination to resist them
less actjve. At times he -would seem to make an earnest struggle
arramst "the current that was bearing him on to ruin, but the

' stmowle was always brief, and unsuccessful. He was gradual]y

grawing more and more dissipated, more and more neglectful of
his books, and - more and more disinclined tolook into those works
of doctrine and Teligious precept, which formed a portion of his
studies. The good old man, his father, was beginning to despair
of his son, when the tavern-keeper moved, and the establishment
was broken up. There being no other drinking house in the vil-
lage, there was no other place of resort to tempt the idle and in-
f'atuated and Samuel Harman became at once, apparently, a

changed young man. He resumcd his studies with an attention
and ass1dmty, that made the hearts of his father and mother thrill |

‘again with hope.. This he coritinned for two months, when

W re-opened the house. . The sequel is known:

A few brief sentences will tell the rest of this sad tale. After
tea on the evening of the day succeeding that in which W——
opened the tavern, Samuel found means to go out unobserved by
his parents. At eleven o’clock he was brought home drunk to
helplessness and insensibility ! ! On the next night the same thing
oceurred.  And so on the next and the next.

Ou the morning of the fourth day the minister went over to see
the tavern- I\eeper, and remonstrated with him. :

« Mr. W—— he said, I have a favor to ask of you. You .
have already refused me one, but do not refuse my present re-

- quest.”’

4T shall not promise,” W replied coldlv, “ bu‘t say on,”

“] \rfy request is, then, that you will not sell my son any more
liguor.”

The tavern-keeper shook his head.

«] do not feel authprized,” he replied, ¢to refuse any one
who calls for liquor.at my bar. My house is one of public enter-
tainment, and I am, therefore, bound to entertain the public,
Why, you might as well say that I should n’t sell a man an axe,
if I were Leepma a store, because he might kill himself with it.”

“ You certainly should not sell it to ]um if you knew he were
going to kill himself with it. That is clear. Neither should you
sell liguor to my son, when you know that he is destroying both

8
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body and-soul by the use of it. A druggist will 1"101;. sell any imz
laudanum, unless he has conelusive evldence.tp-hls own min
that no improper use is going to be macl_e of it. And yet, yos
will sell a poison that.as surely desiir?ys life ag laud_._anurn, thc;?g
less rapidly, and you not only sell it to those who .mte{ui ma ?mg
"an improper use of it, but encourage them to drink it in }ocfr
very presence. Surely, sir, you do not reflect on what, you are
: 22 ) .
dm‘r;g! grew angry at this, and replied in so‘insu'lting.a style
to the old man, that he retired, hopeless of moving the‘Iandlord
mane considerations. 3
by';l?ey (iibuwnward course of young Harman was rapid.f'rom this
time forth. In six months he died of that dreadfuI‘(!lsease, de-
lirinm tremens, his father and mother heart-broken witnesses of
his last awfiil ravings and horrible fears.
But few days, and those full of troubles, passed, before they
went down in sorrow to the grave. .

“] saw,” said W——, “both funeral processions pass my
tavern. First, that of the son, and in a few months af‘terwz}rds,
that of the father and mother, both borne-out at the same time;

" and laid side by side. '

¢ ¢ They have gone where the wickedl cease from troubh‘ng, apd
the weary are at rest, said, with a sigh, one of the villagets,
who had already become a- daily frequenter of my tavern, 'as.he
came in from the door at which he had observed- the  passing
funeral, : , Lo .
%I felt that there was more than the expression of a simple
sentiment in what the man nttered. I was conscions, as he

. passed me by, and seated himself, in glp-omy silence, that he was
thinking of mé—and that he was thinking of me as-one of the
wicked who had troubled that old man’s peace. - But I was not
long held in suspense. ' ‘ L

“EW. » he said, suddenly, and with ellnp'hams, ‘I would
not have on my conscience the sin of bringing that' good old

- man’s gray hairs in sorrow to the grave, for ten thousand
worlds]’ ‘ .

#¢¢ Nor would I, was my response; but my words seemed to
£hoke me as I uttered them, and I felt strangely _conf'u_sed.‘ .

- #¢# 3yt the sin 4s on your conscience!” the man said, rising to
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his feet, and coming up to me, his countenance expressing anger
and pain. ¢ You have killed that good old man! You are his
murderer, sir!’ ;
¢ ¢ cannot, and T will not permit any one to use such lan-
guage to me !’ T replied, confronting him with a stern look.
¢ You will have to permit it, in this instance at least,” was hig
cool answer, while he continued to look me steadily in the face.
¢ And remember;’ he added, ¢that it is the truth that aceuses you,
not I Before you came here and opened this accursed place,
Samuel Harman had been tempted with liquor, and had fallen.
But the man who had tempted him went away, and then he was
himself again, and did not seem to desire what had so well-nigh
beéen his ruin.  Hope had again began to spring up in the hearts
of his parents, when, alas! some evil spirit sent you here with
your mean, selfish love of gain, that would not hesitate to rob

‘even the dead! That kind old man, so deeply beloved by all,

remonstrated with you, but in vain. He might as well have
spoken to the north wind! Your first vietim was his beloved
child.  Then he begged that you would not sell lignor to that in-
fatuated boy. But with a feeling that a devil might have envied,
you still held the cup to his lips! At last the boy died—and do
you think, sir, that you were not his murderer ? If ever a man
was guilty of the blood of another, you are guilty of the blood
of that boy I And not of his only, but the blood of his parents
clings-to the skirts of your garments !’ )
“The man paused,'and I was tao excited with anger to reply
before he resumed.
© % ¢Think, sir, for one moment,” he said, ‘how lost to every
humane emotion you must be, when you can, day after day, mix
your poisons for the souls and hodies of men, and hand it out to
your deluded victims, with your smiles and gentle words, even
while you are conscious that many of them are fast losing all
power over themselves. Do not imagine, sir, that you are guilt-
less in regard to these men !+ Their blood will yet rise up and
curse yow! -The day will coine, in this world, or in the next,
when you will reap the whirlwind. And now, sir, we part for
ever. From this hour I am a free man—from this hour, I nei-
ther touch, taste, nor handle the unclean thing! Others may
dally with the serpent whose fangs are just ready to penetrate
their vitals—others may encourage by inducements and example,
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the weak ones around them to sin, but I will be guiltless of 50
dreadful a crime.’ - . : ‘

¢ And thus saying, with a calm energy that subdued the storm
of ‘passion pent up within ‘my bosom, the man, who had been
among my best customers, turned away, and slowly left my.
house. His feet never again crossed the threshold of my tavern.

« Tt would be doing injustice to myself were 1 to say, that I
felt altogether indifferent about the ‘death of the minister, his

wife and son. - Nor could T drive from my mind the painful con-

- seionsnéss that T was too deeply involved in the guilt of their
premature removal under circumstances of ‘so much pain. Fora
time, there was a straggle in my mind between a perception that
1 was doing wrong to tempt my neigliborspand a selfish love of
gain. But my selfishriess prevailed, and then I went on again,
calmly, in the course I had “already chosen with deliberation.
Bat, in my case, at least—I cannot speak for others—there was
always occurring something to bring up distinctly before my
mind, a sense of the evil I was doing in society. The current of
my life did not run smoothly on, notwithstanding I was gradually
accumulating this world’s goods, ~ I'am sure, that the aggregate
of unhappiness which I suffered while a tavern-keeper, conse-

.. quent upon the evil’ growing ‘out of my sales of intoxicating
" liquors, overbalanced a hundred times all the delight I experienced
from a gratified love of ‘gain, A far happier man would I have
been as a poor, industrious mechanie, secking my pillow, nightly,
with & quict mind, than T have Leen as a seller of liquid poison,
with the fearful burden of ruined souls upen my conscience.
Ahysir] when T recall the past, I feel that it'is almost vain for
“me to.vest any lope upon the future. It scems as if I had sinned
_ past forgiveness. How can I meet my victims in the next world ?
X5 not that a fearful thought!” B ' :

‘And the tavern-keeper shuddered and grew pale..

“DBut to proceed with my story ‘that I now regret-having
begun, I was fondly attached to my oldest boy, then about
twelve years of age, ani took great pains to have him well edu-
cated. He was a beautiful bay—mild in disposition and intelli-
gent. I had two children - beside, a boy and a girl, and I loved
them very much. There was a man who was engaged in hauling
stone past my tavern, who stopped to get a dram every time he

- wag on his way by. Sometimes’ the children would climb up

N
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intoAhis cart, while he was in the bar getting a drink, but as his
;horsg was gentle, I paid little attention to them, not ; wehend-
ing any danger. ’ P
b Ope dayA wl.lile I was in town, this man came past as usual
and‘ as usual stopped to get some liquor. It so happened thai"'. m :
Leldest chi-ld was.lrome from school, and was amusing llfnlself wi‘i
tﬁvo. or three playmates. *-The moment the driver ?zvent into t'rhle
tavern, they, with my youngest bby,‘eight years old, got into the
cart and commenced hallooing to the horse. The a;limal started
oﬁ} and the children set up a loud ‘cry of alarm. When tl?e
f!l“lV?l‘ came out he saw the horse dashing off at full speed and
instantly started in pursuit. But before he could overtake him
the cart was upset, and my youngest boy killed instantly! Thc:
:llﬁeg !md fallen -out before, His mother came up t6 him while -
t }::t 1: ;:e;'a Cpllu‘:zqei rt;;:aell.orse, and hftmg him in .he'r arms, found
¢ Something troubled me as I returned from the city on that
day. The nearer I drew towards home, the more uneasy did I’
bgcor_ne. It was in vain that I strove to shake off the gloomy im-
pression that had taken possession of my mind, it grew morz and
more painful the nearer I came to the village. ’ At last T entéred

" my house, t6 find my vague fears terribly realized. There was

.Ely youngest boy, dead, his tender body torn and bruised and
]m]ken--—.and t%lere was my eldest, upon, whom I had so often
Boo:e'c; :\[\rlt]%jprlgc,hscreaming in pain, and shockingly disfigared
ut if I suffered, how was the heart of thej iven
. : ir poor
with anguish ! poor mother riven
113 s 1 ‘ -
S‘tl_ange as it may seem, not one of the three children who
werg m the cart. with my own, was injured. On the next day |
;.;w'e(_1 uried our little one out of our sight. But the disfigured
T . ©
ody. of the other was ever before our eyes, and for a long, long
. =7 =]

“tim ‘ i
e, the memory of his groans and cries of pain in our ears

Neither my Iwife nor myself felt again happy in the village of
, and in a few months after, we removed to the city Wier‘e I
openedra larder and more attractive drinking house in ’ street
Here I'remained for fifteen years, gradually accumulatin mone .
and added house to house and lot to lot. e T
o c_; I\tl.any a sad _t:etlfa co_uld. I tgll you, of young men who during
that time, have frequented my house. I will not say that I ru-
ined them, or even that I ‘taught them to drink. They cﬁme,
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most of them, to my house after the taste had been formed ; Lut
. this much I did, I used every means in my power to allure them
to my house, and to make them feel pleasant while there. That
I was accessoty to their ruin, I canriot deny.
¢ There was young P , you know him no doubt. He was
the youngest son of P , the wealthy shippmg-merchant. His
. father gave him of course, the very best edu::atmn.. No young
man [ am sure ever commenced the world with fairer prospects
than he did. He was a lawyer, you remember. Well, when he
was admitted to the lar, and argued his first case, the whole
court-room was electrified with the sudden burst of powerful elo-

quence that he poured forth. It was not, I have heard it said, a .
mere declamatory appeal, but a soundly rational argument that _

he presented, clothed with a richness of language, that l‘nade it
irresistible.  On that very night he came to my house, with half
a dozen companions, flushed with the excitement of success, and
before ten o’clock.had drunk to intoxication.
" %¢What a pity!’ remarked an elderly man, leaning against
the counter, and sipping his brandy and water. . .
« ¢ Indeed it is!’ I said in a tone of assumed pity. ©But this
is only a little frolic. He will sow his wild oats, by and by.
we] hope so,” was the response, in a half concerned tone, and
then he walked away. : :
“ From this time forth, there were few evenings that young
I did not come to my tavern. But it was some years before
his habits made any apparent impression on his prospects. At
last it was not to be concealed, even from his most indulgent

“friends, that the light of a strong intellect was growing dim ; that

" the promise of early years was fading. Then came the remon-
strances of those who could venture to remonstrate—the persua-
sions and gentler efforts of parents and sisters, but alas! all was
vain. -~ The ardor of an insatiable desire, wis more potent than
the strongest reason, or the most tender allureln(?nts. Down,
down, down, slowly, but vegularly, step by step, dld\ he go, and
at last sunk to the grave in the bloom of manhood, the few green
laurels that he bad ‘won, already faded upon his brow !

. “Is it not a fearful thing to trifle with intoxicating drinks?

Who can tell the moment when the equilibrinm of his mind will
be destroyed—the moment when the power to refrain from .the
cup of confusion will leave him. It has left, and is still leaving,
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hundreds, daily, who but a week before would laugh at your sug-~
gestion of danger. And when this equilibrium is destroyed, with:
what a fatal energy, despite the highest, the holiest, the tenderest
considerations, does the victim go on his downward way ?  Since
I have abandoned the wicked traffic, and have been able to look
at these things, free from the selfishnéss that had for years be-
clouded. my mind, I experience such an overpowering solicitude
for those who are venturing on the enchanted ground, that I feel
as if I could lift my voice and ery,  beware !’ at the corners of
every street. But to proceed with my rambling narrative.
“I can count up fifty or sixty young men, the flower of our
~city, who have heen ruined by drink. There is scarcely a family
of any distinction among us, into which the destroyer has not
entered at some point. Searcely a mother’s heart that bas not
trembled with fear, or been wrung with the keenest anguish.
And who is responsible for these things ? For there is respongi-
bility somewhere. Great evils like these are not the result of
chance. I point with confidence, to two classes in society, and
am bound to consider them responsible. These two classes are
the distillers and the venders of intoxicating liquors. - I, as one of
the latter class, feel that I have my weight of responsibility to
bear, and a fearful one, I am conscious, that it is. But I must

~ bear it, and so must all who are now, or have been, engaged in

the traffic,

“There are but two circumstances more to which I shall
allude, and those two ave fo me, the -most painful of any that I
have related. I told you that my eldest boy, a promising Iad,
was crippled by a fall from a cart, while the driver was drinking
at my bar-room. It was a long time before he was able to get
about, and then he was, to all eyes but.those of his parents, a
loathsome object. Not only was his body disfigured, but his
countenance, once regular and beautiful in contour and expres-
sion, became distorted and-painfal to look upon. His disposition, -
too, was changed. From a cheerful, generous, light-hearted boy, .
he became fretful, self-willed and envious. Occasionally, before
his fall, he would go to the .bar, and draw for himself a glass of
cider, or beer, but he did: not seem to have any particular love for

Jiquor. After he was able to go about the house again, there
~were for him, of course, fewer sources of amusement, and he re-

sorted more regularly, as a kind of velief to'the moping monoto-
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ny of hig life, to the bar. I took no notice of this, until his
mother said to me one day: - ' '
<1’ afraid that John goes to the bar too often.’

«¢T yeckon mot, Ann,’ I replied. ¢TI haven’t noticed sny
thing wrong in that respect.” - = I

«<T have, then, Thomas. Of late I’ve noticed that he mixes
brandy and water half a dozen times & day.” :

«¢Js it possible? 'I must put a stop to that,’ I replied in
alarm—the idea of my crippled child beconiing a drunkard, pre-
senting itself with painful and revolting distinctness. -

« But I found it no easy thing to do so. The objects of temp-
tation were around him, and’ the ~appetite already ~ formed.
Threats, remonsirance, persuasion, punishment, were all in vain.
If not allowed to drink openly, he would do so by stealth. If I
had not been a tavern-keeper, I might have prevented his obtain-
ing liquor ‘until his desire for it had passed away ; but, with the
temptation ever before his eyes, and the fumes of the bewitching

“draught ever in his nostrils, I found that to prevent his drinking
was impossible. :

¢« At the age of sixteen, it was no uncommon thing for me to
see him carried off to bed, in the middle of the day, drunk and
ingensible. = At twenty, he was a loathsome object even to my
eyes. All nataral affection for him retired from my bosom, and
I would have spurned him from the house, had it not been for his
mother and sister, whose affection seemed to cling closer and
closer to the unhappy and debased object they still looked upon
as a child and a brother. At the age of twenty-two he died.
Let me draw a veil over the last scene. I would forget it.”

~ The tavern-keeper’s voice here fell to a low and mournful tone,
Leaning his head upon his hand, and shading his eyes, he sat
silent for a long time. Then rousing himself with an effort, he
~resumed : '

« For years before he died, he had not seemed to me as a child.

But when the spirit had'fled—when I saw him pale, cold, and in-

sensible in his coffin, then the obstructed waters rushed over my
oul, and - overwhelmed me. Ah, sir] it would be a vain effort
for me to attempt to make you conscious of my feelings, when I
* Jooked my last look, ere the coffin-lid passed over his face for
ever. T felt that he was my child then. And worse-—that T
had been the serpent in his path—that T had eursed my first-born,
and sent him marred in body and soul to an early grave !
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¢ But Tet me hasten on.  After my child passed away from my
sight, I felt that now I must have quiet; that everything would
go ‘on as smoothly as the waters of a pleasant stream. Ellen, my

. daughter, had sprung up to womanhood, with a spirit as gentle

as that of the mother who had borne her. = There was nothing
about her that did not inspire aﬁ'e_étion. No expense had been
spared in her education, and, waiving all a parent’s fond partial-
ity, I ean say, that few were more intelligent and accomplished
than she was. '

« My, W——, said a young man to me one day, who had
occasionally visited my bar, and whose habits I knew pretty well,
¢1 should be glad of a little private conversation with you.”

« There was something singular and embarrassing in his man--
ner, and I instantly suspected why he wished to converse with

" me.

- «<¢Upon what subject do you wish to converse?’ I asked
coldly. ' '
«¢ About your daughter, Ellen,” he said, in a hesitating whis-
per. ; : ' '

¢ do not wish to converse with you on that subject, was my
stern response. ' : :

“ The young man turned hastily away and Jeft me.

" «¢ Here comes more trouble 1 T muttered between my teeth,

with bitter emphasis. ' _

¢« When I went home to dinner, I narrowly observed the ex-
pression of Ellen’s countevance. I could not mistake its con=

‘cerned import. It Was too painfully evident to my mind, that

she had not only been conntenancing the young man’s attentions;
but had consented that he should approach me with an offer for
her band. .

_«¢ Anny? said T to my wife, after we were alone, for Ellen did
not sit long at the table, and could not, I saw, eat anything— ‘
“has Joseph Hilton been in the habit of visiting Ellen?’ . ‘

¢ Why, yes, she replied, slightly embarrassed—* he has visit-
ed here quite regularly of late.

“«And did you know of his intentien to ask for Ellen’s -
hand ?? _ L

¢ Not until yesterday, when Ellen told me of his offer.
- w¢Here is more trouble!’ I said, rising from the table, and
pacing the room backwards and forwards.
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- «¢How so?’ inquired my wife. ¢Ts not Joseph Hiltoii of a
good family, and himself an estimable young man?’
. ¢ ¢ There is no doubt as to the respectability of the connection

so far as his family is concerned ; but, Ann, you would not wish’

to see your child a drunkard’s wifel’

« ¢ Mereiful heavens!’ she ejaculated, clasping her hands to-
gether, and rising quickly to ber feet. A drunkard’s wife! I
would a thousand times rather sec her laid in her grave.’

t¢Then, Ann, if she marries Joseph Hilton, she ‘will be that
heart-hroken thing. I have come to have a quick eye in these
matters. I can tell long before his nearest friends discover it,
when a young man has passed the point of self-control: and that
point Hilton passed many months ago.”-

« A long and painful silence followed. At Jast I said—

“¢Do you think it will be a hard matter to convince Ellen
that this young man is unworthy of her?’

«¢Y am afraid it will;’ my wife replied. ¢ He has never exhib-
ited, while here, the slightest indicatjon of being under the influ-
ence of lignor, and it will, therefore, be difficult to convinee
Ellen that, on this point there is any real objection to the young
man. And if, as T-hiave every reason- to believe, she. is. strongly
attached to him, I need not tell. you how vain all remonstrance
may be, even were she to see him intoxicated.’ ‘

¢ Vain all remonstrance!’ I ejaculated, my feelings much
excited and indignant. ¢I tell you, Ann, she shall nof marry
~him! I had rather see her dead first!’

“¢Do not get excited about it, Thomas,’ my wife said in a
mournful tone. ¢Any thing rash, any very apparently decided
step on our pats, may confirm her affection for him beyond the
power of change. Especially, if we attempt to disparage him
utterly, will there be oréat danger. She sees him only with the
partial eye of affection, and cannot be induced to think unfavor-
ably of him.’

« ¢ What, then, is to be done?’ I asked, in a calmer tone.

“«¢T cannot tell,” was my wife’s sad reply. * You are certain
that Hilton is all you fear him to be?’ '

«¢Certain! Ann, I cannot be mistaken in a matter like this,
and what is worse, when under the influence of liquor he is-ill-
tempered and quarrelsome. I shudder when I think of our
Ellen as the wife of such a man. There would not only be
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neglect and crushed affections, but ill treatment and intense suf-
fering. You have seen many a drunkard’s wife, Ann; I need
not describe their miserable, heart-breaking condition.’

¢ A gush of tears attested the vividness of some picture of

suffering upon my wife’s imagination. Tor her I left the task of
" effucting, if possible, a change in Ellen’s feclings towards: the

young man. But all ber efforts were in vain. She would not
believe, even though assured that I had often scen him partially
intoxicated, that Hilton drank to excess.

¢ But he drinks moderately, Ellen: let us assume that asa
fact which you will -readily admit,’ my wife urged upon our
duughter.:_ ‘ - ' ‘

«¢T have no doubt of that,’ was her ;c‘éply—_—“all young men
do so, T believe. I know that father does, and has done so ever
since I can remember, and he is not a drunkard. ' ‘

«¢Bat still, Ellen, there is great danger of every young ma
who drinks becoming a drunkard, Hilton, your father says, has
often been in his bar-room in a state of partial intoxication.’ '

« ¢ And did he sell him liquor when he knew that he was in so
much danger? I cannot understand that, mother.’ A

¢« You should not allude to your father in that way,' Ellen,” -
my. wife replied gravely: hen : _ N

“¢ Whether I speak of it or not, mother, it still seems as

"

" strange to me. If it is wrong for young men to drink—if, in

drinking, there is so much danger, is it not wrong for father to
sell liquor?” - ) o

«¢That is not to the point, my child; the guestion now is,
whether you will cast off this young man, or become a drunkard’s
wife) _ - ' )

«¢T cannot see it in that light; I am not afraid that Joseph
Hilton will ever become a.drunkard.’ : :

«+¢] am sorry that you seem thus disposed to follow your own

“inclinations, Ellen, rather than be guided, in a matter of so much

importance, by your parents. Much as we regret to do so—
much as it may pain us to cross you in any thing, we must, from

-this time forth, positively prohibit that young man from visiting

you.’ - _
«This declaration was met, of course, by a flood of tears.

For a week or two there was a gloomy shadow resting over our

dwelling. It was painfully evident that the impression on Ellen’s
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mind was too deep to be easily, if at all, erased. After a while,
however, there was a change in her manner ;. she seemed less
borne down ; although there was about her no expression of cheer-
fulness. At this T began to take hope. o

¢¢She is rising above her weakness,” I said to myself— she
will yet be able fo cast his image from her mind as something

* ‘unworthy.’

¢ Thus I congratulated myself at the very moment when the

calmness around only preceded the coming tempest, On the

night following this very self-congratulation at the passing away
of a danger that threatened shipwreck to our peace, I came home
from my bar-room about half-past ten o’clock.

« ¢ Has Ellen gone to bed?” I asked, looking around and miss-
ing ber familiar form. :

% ¢ No, she has not come home yet, and I begin to feel uneasy
about-her.’ -

¢« Where did she go?’ 1 asked, an instinctive feeling of alarm

arising in my mind.

«<She said that she was going to spend the evening at Ms.
Allen’s, and T have just sent over o see if she is there)

«« At that moment the servant came in with the information
that Ellen was not there, nor had been during the evening.

« ¢ Where can she be?” ejaculated my wife.

“¢ Do you know whether she has ever met that young man
since I forbade him the house?’ I inquired, with assumed calm-
ness. ‘ - '

« ¢ She has not, to my knowledge.” ’ :

«+PDo you know, Harriet?’ I said, sternly, turning to the
gervant. . ' '

«+'] believe she has, sir,/ was the hesitating reply.

« Did you take a bundle to any place for her to-day ?’

“¢ Yes, gir.’ ‘ .

« ¢ Where did you take it?’ .

¢ ¢ Towrto—rto Mrs. Power’s.’ i

% T waited to hear no more, but, putting on my hat strode from

the house, and in a few minutes was pulling with a nervous jerk,

the door beil of Mrs. Power’s dwelling.
¢ (Can I see Mrs. Power?’ I asked, in an ‘excited tone, of the
servant who came to the door. o
¢ ¢ She has gone to bed,” was the reply. -
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is?’

_+ e ¢ Ask her, then, if she knows where Ellen W

@eQ, sir, the servant replied, with a broad smile, ¢she was
‘married this evening to Mr, Hilten, and hag gone out to Ellicott’s
Mills.” - . '

« 1 gaid mot a word in reply, but turned away feeling, as weak
as o clild. It seemed asif Ihad been stunned by a’ powerful
blow. ~ Slowly did I walk towards my house, that seemed, now,
a cheerless spot, since the bright light that had given to it a life
and a joy was gone—and gone, as a ra.y' of sunshine, I felt, for
ever. ' , '

%« O, sir, you cannot imagine the feelings of a father who
loves his child tenderly, under a trial like this, My anger, which -
had burned, in anticipation of such an event, was all gone; and
1 felt something like we feel towards one who is dead. .
.« ¢ You will not cast her off?’ my wife said, after I had com-
municated the painful intelligence, with a tender, appealing look,
while the tears fell like rain from her eyes. . _

¢ (Cast her off, Ann?’ I replied,—* O no! More than ever
now does she require our kindest care. We must not shut our
eyes to the fact that” her Lasband cannot make her happy. We
must not flatter ourselves with the hope that he will pause in the
downward road that he has taken, - I am fearfully conscious, that

" there is mothing to hope. Lllen will be a drunkard’s wife, and

will have her cup filled with gall and wormwood.’

¢ My head pressed a sleepless pillow that night. In the morn-
ing, I went with my wife early to Ellicott’s Mills in search of our
fugitive child. T found ber and her newly constituted husband,
and we received therp kindly, much to their relief. Assconasl
‘could ‘get the young man alone, T explained to bim fully, that my
‘only objection to him was the fact of his drinking, and warned
‘him of his danger, while I conjured lim to give up the use of alk
kinds of liquor. He confessed his weakness, and promised faith=
“fully to abandon the use of strong drinks. 7

¢« Against my wish the young couple went to housekeeping.
I fornished them out in handsome style, and they commenced the
world under prowmising auspices. Fora time Ellen’s face wore
its usual happy aspect. But after the passage of a few months, X

~ could detect something musing and dreamy in ‘the expression of

‘her eye. She did not smile as often and when she did smile,
. the light faded more quickly away.

o
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- . ) . - ' . ‘
¢« ¢T’m afraid something is wrong,” I said to my wife, ‘Tam
sure LEllen is not happy.’ o

«¢ 8o it seems to me.. But when I allude to it, she says that it

is only my imagination—that sheis happy, was her reply.

« But 1 was not satisfed. And soon my fears were confirmed.
Two or three dayé had passed since Ellen had been round to our
‘house, when I proposed one evening that we should go and sce
her. Much to our surprise and pain, we found her with her eyes
red and swollen, as if from weeping, and her whole appearance
indicaiing deep distress. 'The moment she saw us, there was an
evident effort on the part of Ellen to raily her feelings and assume
a cheerful air. But the effort was vain.

¢« Ellen, child, what ails you?” her mother asked, in an earn-
est tone.

« ¢ O nothing,” was her reply. :

« < Something must be the mater, Ellen, or you would not look
so troubled. Tell us freely of anything that gives you paln, my
child, T urged tenderly. *Let there be no.concealments with
your parents.’ N

« ¢« Indeed, father, it is nothing of mmch consequence. I know
that T am weak and foolish,’ she said. But the gush of tears that

followed, told too plainly that there was something wrong, and

that of no light character. _ . o
s Where is Joseph ? I asked, after her. feelings had grown a
little ealmer, ' o

¢ She hesitated & moment, and then said that he was vp stairs.
That he was not very well, and had retired to bed.

‘w¢ T must know the worst, Ellen,” I said, rising and taking up
a light, with which I proceeded to her chamber. Onre look was
sufficient to tell nie that her husband was sleeping in drunken in-
seusibility ! And it was only six months since they were mar-
ried ! '

“You must go home with us, Ellen,’ 1 said, in a sad, bus de~

cided tone, as I came down stairs.
«¢ When?’ she asked, looking up eagerly into my face.
« s To-night, Bilen,” was my firm reply. ' .
«¢ And feave him here? O, no, I cannot do that, father!’
¢ ¢ You must not stay with him to-night, alone, Ellen.
“¢Why notw father?” and as she asked this question, s-he
looked me inquiringly in the face, as if fearful that my reason in-
wolved what she dreaded I should know.

>y
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¢¢ Because I do not think it safe for you to be left alone with
him in his present condition.’ _ :
¢+ He will not hurt me, father,” she replied, with a forced, sad
smile, : o
¢ ¢ Hurt you, Ellen !’ T responded, with something of excite-
ment in my tone. ¢ It would not be well for him to do so. But
come, you had better go home with us.’
¢ ¢ No, father, I cannot go,” was her decided reply.
-4 ¢ Then we will have to stay here with you.’
% ¢Indeed, father, there is no necessity for you doing that. I
am not at all afraid.’ '
¢ But I insisted upon doing so, and consequently we remained
all night in the house. It was, I think, about three o’clock in the
morning, that I was awakened by a noise in the adjoining cham-'
ber, where my daughter and her husband slept.
“1 was out of bed instantly, and had partly dressed myself,

" when I heard Ellen say, in a low, imploring tone :—

“¢Q, don’t, don’t, don’t, Joseph !’ ‘at the same time that the
gound of two or three blows came distinetly upon my ear.

« It seemed, sir, in that moment, as if I were on fire, Isprang
into their chamber with a fiercé energy of hate towards Hilton,
such as never before or since burned in my veins for any one. 1
found my daughter standing’ on the floor, with one hand of her
busband entangled in her hair, while with the other he was bran-

-dishing a stick over her head, his face flushed, his eyes starting

wildly from his head ; and every action and expression indicating
a madman. With one powerful blow I knocked him senseless to

the floor.  That blow seemed to take equal effect upon Ellen, for

she fell likewise, and lay in a state of apparent lifelessness.

“ Ag soon as the day dawned, at which time Hilton was per-
fectly sober, and Ellen had recovered from her fainting fit, I re-
moved her to my house; forbidding, as I did so, her husband
ever to cross its threshold. Of course my child was not happy
under this state of separation, and soon left us to join her hus-
band, whose penitence deceived her into the belief that all would
be well again. ) . ,

“On the night that her first child was born, Hilton came
home drunk, and crazy, as he always was when intoxicated. It
was with the utmost difficulty that we could keeg him from drag-
ging Ellen out of bed, so strangely bitier were his feelings to-
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wards her when thus excited. The agitation which was the con-
sequence, had like to have cost her her life, and I have often,
since, hiad a strange involuntary wish that she had then died.

« T cannot dwell upon her sufferings and our trials for the next
five years, during which she continued to Jive with her husband.
At the end of that time, we prevailed upon her to come Liome,
with her three children, and she once more entered our house a
pale, emaciated, heart-broken creature, and moved before our
eyes daily, a living evidence of the horrors involved in, and con-
sequent upon, the traffic in, which I was engaged. And she sdll
lives, and her husband still lives, a perpetual source of trouble to
her. Sometimes he will quit drinking for a few weeks, and make
almost daily overtures to her for a reconciliation. Sometimes he
will threaten to get possession of his children- by law, and once
or twice has attempted to pick them up in the street and carry
them off. Poor creature ! her existence is a living death.

« With all these things daily before my eyes, with my own
heart burdened and oppressed, I 1‘e'garded'nos: others. { hada
strange indifference to the sufferings of all the rest of mankind.
Daily did I gather in the substance drawn from neglected wives
and suffering children, and hoard it away without a pang. My

conscience was well-nigh scared as with a hot iron. ‘But the

shock came at last—the power of that Divine Book hadinita
virtue to awaken remorse that resided in no dispensation,‘ndt
even the most afflictive that ever reached me. :

«In looking back upon my life for the last twenty years,” be
remarked to me, near the close of our interview, I ask myself,
sometimes, what I have gained by way of compensation, for all
that T have been compelled to sacrifice. A few thousands of dul-
lars make up the sum of that gain. A few thousands! How
freely would I scatter them to the winds, could such a sacrifice
recall the bloom to the cheek of my danghter—or restore to me
the children, in moral and physical liealth, who have perished so
terribly. Nor is this all. When the secrets of the grave are

revealed, then only can be known how much of moral degrada- .

tion, of sorrow and pain, and intense suffering, the wealth of a
tavern keeper has cost. A fearful price, is it not? I sometimes
wish that I had died before I was.induced to open a shop for the
sale of intoxicating drinks.” ‘

«“ Tou do not always feel so badly ?” I said.
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¢ Not always. - I could not stand it long if T did.” The fact of
looking back and reviewing my life had excited my'.'f'eelings a
good deal. But I feel bad enough at any time, even though I
assume a cheerful exterior—even though some call mine a happy
countenance, - How could it be otherwise”?” T

Truly, how conld it be otherwise? It seems :‘to".me, that if

there is one curse of a_man’s existence greater than another, it
- must be the remembrance of having put the cup of confusion to’
- the lips of his brother, and eaused that-brother fo fall.

- Woe unio him that giveth his neighbor drink, that pultest thy

bottle to liim and makest kim drunken.~—Hag, ii. 16.
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THE DRUNKARD'S WIFE.

«Prng of your wives and liitlg ones 17’ said the President,
while making one of his stirring appeals to 'fhe cr:owd that
filled the hall at which meetings of the Washingtonians were
held. ¢ Think of the pale, care-worn face of: her you promised,

‘;' many years ago, to love and to cherish ! Thmk_ of thg dear ones
“whose young and innocent affections once twined 'about your
. heart, and whose glad voices once rung in yt_)urlears like tones of
gweetest music ! - Think of these, 1 say,—think of them, unhappy
man | who hast betrayéd thy trust: who hast broken thy solemn'
vow made at God’s altar, and crushed the hopes of her who there

confided her all of life to thy keeping! Would that I had the -

power to restore to your heart some touches of that c_leep tender-
ness which once pervaded it, when wife and children were
named! then would I feel sure that you would ot leave this
room to-night without pledging yourself never agai to taste the
accurbed cup, that has robbed you of every true emotion toward.s
those who were once so fondly loved-—and robbed them of happi-
ness,—1 had almost said, of hope. Come, my friend ! Let me
‘reason with you, Isit well for you thus to destroy the peace of,
those who love you-—to bring shame and sorrow to your Wlf?,.tO'
beggar your children ? and all for a low, selfish, sensual gratifi-
cation? With all this persevering self-indulgence, are you as
happy as you once were? Are the sacred af:tachmenfs of home
" _the endearments, the tenderness, the confiding devotion of that

hallowed spot, to be compared with that wild delirium of intoxi--

-cation? I can hear your emphatic No ! Come then, and go
with us!® We will do you good! Come! and there shall be
light again in your dwelling. Come! and ’fhe smile shall return
to the lips, and joy to the heart of that being who has f:lung to

. 'you, changed and degraded as you are, with -an affection that
nothing could obliterate.” * - -
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" A long, deep silence followed this appeal, broken at intervals
by the President’s earnest and emphatic, .

¢ Come !—Come along, and we will do you good !”

¢ Took at Dr. Harper,” I heard some one near me say, ina
low, deep whisper. - . : '

I turned my eyes towards the individual who had been named,
and saw that tears were streaming from his eyes, and that his
face was agitated by powerful emotions. The President’s appeal
had touched his feelings, His thoughts were, evidently, with the
almost broken-hearted, neglected, suffering wife, who had clung
to him through long years of sorrow and privation. For a few
moments there seemed to be an air of irresolution about him.
Once & twice he made a movement to rise, but still hesitated.
There was plainly, a strong conflict going on between shame and
the power of an evil habit, and the clear convictions of right that ‘
were presenting themselves to his mind. At last he arose and
went deliberately up to the secretary’s table, and subscribed his

name to the pledge. How ‘my heart glowed with pleasure as I

witnessed this act! Involuntarily did my thoughts turn to his
wife, whom I met occasionally on the street, the mere shadow of
her former self. Once the happy centre of a gay and happy cir-
cle—now, the lonely, neglected, sérrowing wife of a fallen drunk-
ard! How like the awakening from a horrible dream, I thouglit,

_ must be her hushand’s announcement, that he had freed himself

from the one great evil, in which had been included all the rest
that had cursed his own existence and hers! And thus it was to

“her. But let me not anticipate. The story of her married life,

which I am about to offer the reader, is one of touching interest;
yet involving scenes of strong and painful trial. How could it
be otherwise, and she the wife of a drunkard? A drunkard’s
wife! What a world of misery is involved in these three
words! Who can look at them without a sensation of icy cold-

. mess about‘the.heart? But let me pass on to my narrative.
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« Ma.y:your fond anticipations be more than i‘ea‘lized, Grace,”
said old Mr. Atherton, laying his hand affectionately upon tlie
Lead of his beautiful child. ¢ Love your husband, and confide

- in him, for he is wortby of you. But love not your father the
less? S ’
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"« How can 1 ever love you less, my dear father? ” Grace re-
plied, looking up into his face with an expression of tenderness. -
«T am sure you will not, Grace. I uttered but an idle word.
Still, in parting with you thus, T cannot feel otherwise than moved
at the separation. I cannot but feel that, although you will love
me none the less, you will not think of me so often, nor look up
to e for counsel and protection as you once did.  Another will
claim, and justly too, to be your protector and counsellor, and fo
have the first place in your affections. But I will not speak thius,
for T see that it pains you. T feel that it is wrong.” o
And then followed & silence—painful in some slight degree, yet
fall of sweet emotions, playing in affectionate reciprocity from
heart to heart, in parent and child. v
~ To old Mr. Atherton, now well advanced in life, Grace was an
only remaining child—the last of his household treasures. She
had been to him for years a aentle spirit of love attending him on
his way. Without her, he felt that life would be cheerless.
With ber, he had nothing more to desire. 'To yield her up then,
to another was indeed a painful trial, notwithstanding he had the
fullest. confidence in himr to whom he resigned his treasure. But
it was resigning her—-and there was the pang. ~And what was
worse, she would remove with her husband, a young physician of
fine talents and acquirements, from the city, to a small town some
twenty miles distant- L
Doctor Harper, the husband of Grace, was a young man of
- pure and elevated pinciples—superior in every way to the mass
of those avound -him who were just entering upon life. And it~
was this, and this alone, that at all reconciled old Mr. Atherton
to the necessity of parting with his child. He was conscious that
it was only a feeling of selfishness that opposed this separation-—
that Grace must be, and would be happier with such a man for =
her husband, than as the companion of an old man, even thongh
" he were her father. *‘
.« know you will be happy, Grace,” he said, as he gave her a
farewell kiss, a few days after her marriage. « Happier than I
could make you. Go, thenl, and may heaven smile upon you and

bless youl”

Under such flattering prospects opened the married life of Mrs.

~ Harper. There were many who envied her lot—many who had
- Jooked upon the young, high-minded, talented physician, and
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mghgd for the place in his affections that was occupied by Grace
Actherton. -

¢ Iihave not attended a wedding for years, where the marriage-
promise was so bright,” remarked one. . -
“Nor I,” was the response. ¢ Doctor Harper is one of a

_thousand, and Guwace is the sweetest girl of my acquaintance

Surely, no cloud can ever darken over them.”

“ None are free from affliction and misfortune,” resumed the
first speaker. ¢ But these can never weigh them to the earth
for with her fond and innocent aﬂ'ections,ounited to his elevateci

- principles, they have that within which will ever lift them above

fﬂl external circumstances, Give to a married pair full confidence
3 . i .
in each other’s. affection and rectitude of principle, and no afflie~

tion, no chang irenr : L 1O i
. tion, hange of circumstances, can‘rob them of .internal peace.

They will rise in calm and rational superiority above them.”
) Yu _'I‘_hathpure aﬁ"ect_;on-—_that high-toned principle; as you justly
¥, are here unite

scribed,” was the r81;];nd I.nuSt produce the happy rels 4

. The first five years of their married life passed away as might

be supposed, in calm tranquillity ‘of mind. Three sweet chi]d’;en |
blessed their union, and entwined about their hearts new and.
.gtl‘onger ?ords of love. Let us introduce them to the reader

more f':umliarly at thig period. Doctor Harper’s practice, as a

-ph_}'sml.an, had become quite large, extending to almost a’ll the

wealthier familfes of the place, and _W,ideninag info a circle of

-nearly ten miles round. Compelled to answer professional calls

- at all hours of the night, and at all seasons of the year, he was

+

of course much exposed, and often much fatigued. The hospi-
ta_]lt)f.of those days, tendered wine or brandy, i:fith_an ill-ﬁdvisé)d
but‘slncere spirit of kindness, to all male vi'sitors; but more es-’
pecially to the country physician. The consequence was, that
whene\fer.calléd beyond the precinets of the town, or at ’a late
hour, or in inclement weather, brandy or wine w;s uniformly
cﬁ'el'gd_to Doctor Harper, and as ‘unif'orm‘l_'y accepted. Its r‘es..}-
ent effects were always revivfng after a long ride through th;) bit-

t A el . .
er cold of winter, or the intense heat of summer, or after hav-

ing been arous ) idni

g been aroused front sleep at midnight. Of danger, he did not
of course, dreami, Then strong drink’ Sorown as the
of e f,. . . Then strong drink was not known as the
eeming friend that woos and delights until it has gained power

i ; Wao ! ‘
~and mﬂ_uence, whgn it unmasks itself, and proves the bitterest
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and most subtle. eneny that man has to contend with, He look-
ed upon 1t as a good, and used it as such. o

Tt was'a very cold morning in the winter of 18—, that Doctor
Harper received a purried call to go five miles into the country.
The snow was deep, and the wind blew-in chilly gusts from the
north-west. i ' ‘

¢ Must you really go so far this bitter morning?”’ Grace said,
with a look of tender concern, as his sleigh came around to the
door, and he began to prepare himself for his visit.

«Yes, dear. A physician’s  duties, you know, cannot be’
evaded, Others may put off until to-mofrow, but we dare not.”

. & Trae, true. But 1 foel troubled, T cannot tell why, when I
think of your going so far, and the air so intensely cold. You
will wrap yourself up warm, dear.” _

« There is no reason why you should feel troubled, Grace. I
have often been out on even eolder days and nights. Do n't be
uneasy—1I shall do well enough,” and he kissed her still young
and glowing cheek. - o )

« Tlow soon will you be home?  the wife asked, after a pause.

« Not before evening, I think,” was the reply.

¢ T¢ will not take you all that time to attend to this call.”

«No; but I have two or three others to make out pf town,
and shall cross over the country instead of coming back; but I
shall be safely home towards evening. And now, give me a
good strong glass of brandy and water. 1 shall need it.””.

There were no doubts or misgivings in the heart of the young
wife, as she poured out a large portion of strong ¥rench brandy,
and handed it to her husband, who drank it off at a single
draught. _

This done, he kissed her again, and then jumping into his
sleigh, dashed off merrily, and was soon out of sight.

In spite of every effort to shake it off, Mrs. Harper felt uneasy
through the whole day, and that umeasiness was connected with
her husband, Dut her fears were all undefined. She knew of
no danger that beset his path. The coldpess of the day, she was
satisfied, as she pondered that reason, Was not the true cause—

for she knew that he was well protected, and was, [Oreover, ac-
. customed to such exposure. o

* Meanwhile, the Doctor proceeded on his journey, and was at

“the house of his patient within.an hour after he left howe.
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 «We are really indebted for your prompt visit, Doctor,” said
the. gentleman who had sent for him, meeting him at the door;
and grasping his hand warmly as he entered. ¢ Come in! come
in! it is a very cold morning, and you must be chilled through!
Here, give. me your cloak! Now take a good stiff ‘glass of
brandy, and then draw up to the fire and warm yourself.”’

The glass of brandy was poured out, and a-large draught
taken. And then the doctor warmed and composed himself
hefore seeing his patient. The case was a critical one, requiring
calm investigation and great skill. How far Doctor Harper was
able to give both of these, after drinking so miuch brandy within
an hour, we are not able to say. Perhaps it was not morg than
he could bear. Be that as it may, he spent one hour at the bed-
side of his patient, and then, aft%r _another fortifying glass,
departed. The patient died that night. : o

He proceeded across the country about eight miles, to pay -
another visit. ~Here wine was set out for him, and he drank of
it freely. This second patient disposed of, he drank again, and
thén took another circuit. Thus he continued until late in the
afternoon, when, after having visited some four or five families,
he turned homeward. At each hoﬁse he drank as a matter of

© course. First, because liquor was placed before him, and he was

expected to drink it; and ‘second, because he felt inclined to
drink, and believed that it would do him good. . ‘ _
. As evening approached, Mrs. Harper felt her strange, wnac-
countable concern, increasing.. At last the well-known sound of
his sleigh-bells met her ear, and her heart bounded within her
bosom as she sprung to the window, ‘delighted at her husband’s
safe return. B - P _
«Q, T am so glad you have come back,” she said, laying her:
hand upon bis arm as he entered. «T have felt all day long a
strange uneasiness that I cannot account for—a concern for you.
But you are safe home at last, and I have had all my foolish fears
for nothing.” - o : '
“You are a foolish girl sometimes, you know, Grace,” he
replied, stooping down and kissing her, with a rude familiar fond-

_ness, so unlike him, that Mrd. Harper looked up at him with an

earnest yet doubting glanée, while her heart sunk in her bosom,
she knew not why. At that moment, his breath came strongly -
in her face. Almost every day she had perceived about him the

%
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od+her no alarm. She knew
' rking moderately, and
felt ot the slightest-app.r'e_hension in consequence. But now,
there was Something so disgusting in ‘the odor. Qf:__kls brgath, _t._hat‘
 ghe turnéd her head away with a sickening slaensatmn, at the same
time that she painfully realized the eonviction that he was par-
tially intoxicated ! 'He—the busband she so lqved: and honored!

Mrs. Harper did not, for she could not; returr.l his caresses ; but
ghrunk away and busied herself about something 'that {?lrew 113?
from him. O, how wretcbed she felt! Not under the idea that
her husband'would ‘become an abandoned drunkard—that fearful
théugllt did not cross her mid . b
gtrong clear light of Lis reason to become dimmed—Dbecause he
had fallen from his. noble, manly character, and become degraded
in intellect below the meanest of his kind. Sh.e felt that :‘she
could no longer regard him with the unalloyed Pt‘if]e a!'ld admira-
tion, which had ever made him seem to her, unlike other men,
above every human weakness or folly. E "
' During the supper hour he talked almost mcessar!tly; but_ a
he gaid was mere drivelling nonsense, compared to his .us_ual tone
- of colversation—so calm, 5o rational, so full of e]efr.atmg reflec-
tions. The evening’ meal had always been to Mrs-.’Ha:'per_ a
pleasant season, for she loved to listen to her husband’s re.mark_s
upon the incidents of the day, from all and each of .Wthh Pe
drew some-Jesson of instruction. He was not a carping cymc,
" mor a dull, prosing moralizer—he did .not l'ech:.u'e heE upen .h'er
foibles, or assume 4 superior air, and give out his sentiments dics

orially ; but in -

:f:ltings, cj)rf’ morals and manners, in a way 80 pleasmg,. that. Mrs.
Harper was never more delighted than when thus listening to
him. - ' S . -

But how was all this changed on the evening fo whlc.h we
have just alluded! Instead of the simple and cl:aar enunciation
of some truth, or the forcible illustration of 2 sentm}ent; or some
Tively description, her -husband spoke gnd acted like a.n insane
iman. Not a sentence could he utter coherently ; nor th'mk upon
the same theme for more than a few moments at a fime. 0,
how pained w
seemed almost impossible for ‘her to b
spoke was her husband !

fumes of liqﬁor, but this had caﬁé;_. d '
that he, like others, was in the habit-of drin

d—but because he had suffered the

o kind familiar strain discoursed of men and -

as the ear and oppressed the heart of his-wife! It
clieve that be who thus
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For a time she almost seemed powerless ; but thoughts of duty .. -
began to pass through her mind, and these roused her up.

¢ He must not be seen thus,” she said. ¢ He must not go out
again to-night.” ) ‘ _

"t Come,” she said to him, as he rose from the supper-table,

Jaying at the same time her hand upon his arm, and speaking in .
a tone of affectionate persuasion, “Come, Doctor, you are very
much fatigned ; hadn’t you better go to bed and get 2 good

~night’s sleep ?”

¢ Go to bed! Oh no, Grace, not now,” he replied,. ositively.
y ? P P Y

" 4 What could have put that into_ your bead? I am not fatigued

—1T never felt so fresh in my life. And, besides, have you for-
gotten that we promised to spend this evening with Mr. and Mrs. ‘
Mabury ? There is to be company there; you know.” .
o this, poor Grace did not know what to reply. She could
not say that she was indisposed, and therefore must stay at home,
‘nor that she would not go. And as to telling her husband the
true reason why she did not, of all things, wish to pay a visit to

* any one on' that evening, that was out of the question. She

merely said: y : .
« T do.not feel like going out to-night.”
“ Yes, but we must go. It would never do to stay away from

Mr. Mabury’s,” her husband replied.

With a sinking heart, Mrs. Harper prepared- herself to go ouf.
She felt more like one going to'a funeral, than to a pleasant par-
ty. DBut there wasmo escape. There wasno form of ‘argument
in her power to use, that would have prevented her husband from
doing as hé wished. ' S

It seemed to Mrs. Harper that the culprit awaiting his sentence.
could not feel worse than slie did, as she paused with her husband
at the door of Mr. Mabury’s beautiful dwelﬁng. That gentle-
man was one of the wealthiest, most influential and intelligent
men of the town. Dr. Harper had always been one of his favor-
ites, and he had always taken. great pains to forward his interests.
He was also a man of great firmness-of character, and consisten-
cy of principle. Of all others, it was his honse, into his presence,
that Mrs. Harper most dreaded her husband to appear in his de-
based coridition.  But'there was no remedy. - . -

The rooms into which they entered, contained a select com
pany, met for pleasant, social and intellectual intercourse.
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“ Good evening; Doctor | ”” said Mr. Mabury, as ﬂ:ey came

in, extending his hand ‘at the same time with a frank cordiality—
«T am very glad you have come. We were just discussing a
point upon Whléh your clear views on nearly all subJects W111 no

doubt assist us.’
And then, after one or two introductions took place, and a few

formalities passed, Mr. Mabury. proceeded to state ‘the. subject

that had formed the theme of discussion to which he had alluded,
while the Doctor listened with an effort to fix his attention to the
different positions-advanced. After Mr. Mabury had concluded,
he proceeded very promptly, and at” great length, to give his

views.. They were, of course, confused and incoherent; declar-

ing to every one who heard him, that Doctor Harper was intoxi-’

cated' To the whole of his rambling arguments, his wife listened .

with feelings that few, if any, can imagine. *~ On its conclusion,
there was a deep, oppressive, and painful silence, the reason of
which was too apparent fo. Mrs. Harper. - No one attempted to-

. reply, and the subject was at once dropped by the company. But. L
this did not prevent Doctor Harper from further exposing himself. -

. Talk he would, and talk he did, on all subjects, The consequence'
was, that, to every one the whole pleasure of the evening was
lost, and. the company retired at an unusmlly early hour, by a
kind of common consent. - All this Mrs. Har per saw—all this she

felt. There was one thing Mr. ‘Mabury did ; or, rather, that he
omitted to do, which may be worth mentioning as  hint to those

who have not yet seen reason for abandonmg altogether the use
of liguors as an ordinary drink. Although a fuend much less a
party of friends, never visited his honse without being -offered
-wine or brandy, yet that evening he denied all for the sake of
one. He would not put the cup fo "Harper’s lips, nor by pre-.
senting it to others, tempt him again to tonch it.

Before Doctor Harper and hls wife reached home, he was a
good deal sobered, and less 1nclmed to talk. He was evidently
becommg conscious of his conditxon——and conscious that he had
degraded himself. Silent and thoughtful did he retire to his bed,
where sleep soon locked up his senses. But to the eyelids of, the
distressed wife, the  sweet restorer” brought not, for hours, the
calm, refreshmg slumber that had for years been her nightly vis-
itant. In vain did she strive to sink away into forgetfulness.
That evening had been too full of strange, unlooked fo1 inci-
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dents, and she could not banish them from her mind. But at
length, as the night waned, overwearied nature gave way, and
she sunk into a troubled slumber, fall of startling dreams.

"It was long after daylight when she awoke from these, feeling
weary and unrefreshed. Her husband had already risen and left
the chamber. She soon followed, and found him in the break-
fast ‘room, reading. He did not look up as she entered, nor
make any remark—he was evldent]y‘ conscious, in some degree,
of his condition during the previous evening. The morning meal
passed with only a few general, constrained observations. Alas !
how different from the usual conversational intercourse at the

~ table, which had alwadys been entered into so freely by Doctor

Harper.
Here, then, were the first frnits of conscious degradation.
The husband felt humbled in the presence of his own wife, and

" could not look her in the face with his usual calm, affectionate

composure, nor speak to her so freely as he had been wont to do.
Then came days of reserve, Oy how painful to each ! but exqui-
sitely so to Mrs. Harper, for in that reserve were involved, in
spite of all her efforts to overcome the fecling, diminished respect
for, and confidence in, her husband. The bemo‘ who had, in her
eyes, seemed almost perfect, had fallen, and never again, she felt,
could she look upon him, no matter how tenderly she might love
h]m, as she had once looked, : ‘

At last this reserve, so painful to each gradually wore off,
and, externally, everythmcr presented its usual aspect. But
there were doubts and fears, and tremblings in the heart of the -
wife. Every time she saw her husband use wine or brandy, or
any other intoxicating drink, shie felt troubled. Formerly, she
had sometimes taken wine with him at the dinner table, but now
she always refised. This he felt as a tacit rebuke, and, as he
had no idea of giving up its use entirely, but only to drmL less
freely, it annoyed hlm Several times he was on' the eve of men-
tioning the subject, but as he was conscions that he felt irritated,
and would betray that irritation if he spoke, he remained silent.
But, one day, after having drank rather freely during the morn--
ing, he said, as he handed the wine to Mrs. Harper, at the table,
+ % Come, Grace, you must take a glass of wine with me.”

“ Really, you will have to excuse mé; dear,” she replied, try-
ing to smile, with a p]easant indifferent air; %I don’t think I

feel well after taking wine.’
o
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. (), that is all nonsén;e..,- A little wine at
tion. So come, let me fill your glass.””

« [ndeed, you must excuse me, Doctor;
« have made up my mind not to drink W

dinner aids diges«

» ‘she said, move firmly.
ine any more, except

in case of sickness.”
« And why mot, pray ?”
ouder than asual, and evidently excited. -~ . .
« Because, dear, I do mot think it does me any. good,” Mrs.
Harpef said, speaking in 2 mild, tender tone, and - trying to smile.
« T think, madam, you might permit me to judge of that. As
ught to know a little. more about such .matters
y that a little wine at

Doctor Harper asked, in a voice

a physician I o
than you do. Allow ‘me; thgfe"f'ore, to sa
dinner will do you good.”
. ¢« Madam!” That word ! the first time he had ever used it
in speaking!-to her—the tone in W
coldly it fell npon Tier heart! ]
“ You may give me a little,” “was her only
out her glass and looked up-into his face with dimmed eyes.
" He poured ber the .win_e,-and' she-drank it off, though it seemed
as if it would stiangle her, as she did so.
Doctor Harper felt and gaw that he had wounded his wife by
his words and“manner. But he did not attempt to soothe her
feelings. - ‘ ‘ .

. Had his mind not been obscured by drink, this c_dnsci'ou'sness
would have produced an immediate effort to restore her peace.

reply, as ,si}e ‘held

Indeed had not such been his ‘sondition, he would never have®

his own mind, she had

violated it. * But now, so he reasobed in
his single instance of

wantonly injured bimn by a reflection on
over-indulgence, under circumstances of a very peculiar pature.
This he might have borne in another; but that his wife should
act thus, seemed so unkind, and ungenerous, that he- could not

tolerate it. He therefore sat; during the meal, in moody silence.

At night, he came home, much more under the influence of

liquor.
“which had thrown a clond over them at the dihner table, and the
more he thought of it, the move did he feel incensed at his wife.
.« To think,” he said to himself with indignant warmth, ¢ that
she should attempt such & thing with me, as if T were just on the
eve of becoming a common drunkard! Itis insufferable !”’
~ With such. f_eel'ings,.' and still more under the influence of

hich- it was attered—O0, bow

o e e
e e T e

He had been brooding all the afternoon over the incident "
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hquo‘r, as has just been said, did Doctor Harper return home that

evening. During the few hours which had passed since he went
. out, it seemed to his wife that she had endured a Jifetim fﬂnf

misery. lLike the sudden bursting of a fearful storm ﬁ':moa

~ summer sky, the affliction, all unpreluded, had fallen upon her l

A (f;e\}\i .weeks'bef'ore, and all above and around was to her beauty
an )rl.ghtness. Now, everything was obscured, and dark, and -
foreboding. | L T .

. “‘V\lth such feelings, did Mrs. Harper await"anxioﬁsﬂy the £'e'-.
arn of her husband. One glance at his face was suflicient. to

. tell her, what his first word confirmed, that he was intoxicated. -

H(.)W her spirit shrunk within her.as this painful truth bec
ev1def115! Tl_le loving heart will hope even under the mostaI::
promising circumstances. All" through the afterncon, Mrs
Harper hgd cherished a belief, feeble though it was, that l;ér h -
ba.nd.wou]d return Lome at night in a more rati,onal state I:)?
mind, But this hope was at once dashed to the ground on his
entrance. Her eager, inquiring look, the peculiar expression of
her count.ena_nce, and the instant changé that passed over it at-;
traﬁt%cglhls gttention, and, of course, irritated him. S

‘ hat do you m ) ing’ 1 ' ‘
asked, in an aridgl‘y tozznofl') ):foliz(:m]g e th?t " e

His éwife did not reply, but turned away quickly, to hide her

_ ﬁehngs, and lefs the room. They did not meet again until-tea”
as wi dist ‘
, annonnced. Then she appeared with a pale, distressed face,

:(r:d e{(es red land swollen. e observed her closely, but made no
mark, until towards the close of th id,.
R e meal, when he said,.
« T am going to call ] i :
o with m,z;” g on Mr. Mabury to-night; and wish you to
“Don’t let igh Harper
»5 us go there to-night, Doctor,” i
stantly responded. gty Doctor Mfs-_ I‘Iarper -
% And why not, pray? " .
3 ieh ' "
“ %do not vs;xsh. to go out to-night,’” she said evasively.
y , yes, that is always the way!” her hasband replied in a
pettish tone, * you never care about going anywhere when I wish

" to pay a social visit.”

¢ Indeed, i e arpe
, indeed, you do me wrong!” Mus. Harper said, ear-

-_:zstl‘%r, the tears coming.to her eyes. “You know, dear, that I
. am always ready to go with you anywhere; and I would go to- -

night with you most cheerfully, only—"
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. But her heart failed her—she could not ﬁnisl,l, the se.lzlt?ce_.’.

+ Only what? Speak out plainly, madaml “he‘sa} iaﬁ}:;% |
himself. vp, and looking steadily and :%ternly at her, for he
imagined the reason she was about to give. -

But Mrs. Harper did n;t reply. tom? Sayl”

& 't vonu speak out, madgam ! ‘ ‘

Sghiji’:;fe zras sI;I'éﬁt, and less inclired than ever to utter
what a few moments before had trembled on her tongu';.h o the

¢ It s becanse you think 1’m t{;o dr:nk t; eg;; }’ at’s
' ] . Speak out honestly and say yes:” |
reif;n,dirgﬁilzay Ss{)), Doctor,”  was Mrs. Harper’s calm reply,
while she looked her husband earnestly in the fa.ce. _ « Bt

¢ O no, of. course not!” he sdid ind% snleer171,1’g tone. ¢ Bu
t so. and to me there is no ditlerence. '
yo}:tg‘):f: of "che phenomena of mind,.tha.t, as it enters mtg tl;e _
most painfal and agitating circumstances, it grows calm aI;l got-
lected. ‘This Mrs. Harper experienced, and she was enapled to

gay in a firm voice:

' 7S ire to do
« Doctor, I cannot conceal from myself, much as T desire

i iti into company.”
s0, the fact that you are not in a c,(’)ndmon to go in pany
« And pray why not, madam ? " 7 g
« Because you have been drinking too much. .
Q. yes, of course! Iknew that was the reason. My wite

has come to have sharper eyes than other people, and can discover

her husband to be intoxicated where: others can see no indica-
tions.”’ , S ) )
« You asked my reason for objecting to your going to Mr.‘ ‘Mad
bury’s to night,” Mrs. Harper replied, still in a calm voice, * an
1 have given it. DMost certainly do X wish that it Werednot ﬂ;e
true reason. Let me, then, beg of you, my deaj‘ husband, Dot | 0
go out, and, especially, not to go to Mr. Matbury_s. Trust 1;n 1;:1&:
when I say that you are not in a fit condition to be' seen abroad !
Surely, your wife can bave no selfish end to gain in thus urgmhg
’ a
you. Most gladly would she close her eyes to thf painfl truth,
. : ) 7
were it in her power.’ o . .
As Mrs. Harper pleaded thus with him, she came to 11_1s suleé
and laid her hand, tenderly, upon his shoulder. Butrhe turne
away with an irritated air. : ) .
“yAre you going with me, or not? Say yes, or no 27 hs.e salg,
a fow minutes after, in a stern voice, 1ookmg_ his wife fgll in the
face. ' T

'?"A
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“If you wish me to go with you, I will go, of course,” was
the reply. ' But I cannot feel that I would be doing right to -
_you, without using every reason in my power to induce you to
stay away. Had you seen the effect of your appearance and con-
~ dition on Mr. Mabury and his.company, as I saw, on the evening
‘of your last visit, you would not dream of going to-night. Every
one’s enjojfnent was marred, and I felt as if T would gladly have ‘

" shrunk into nothingness. Do not, then, expose yourself again,

nor throw upon your wife, who loves you, a burden so hard to.

" bear! If all this seems strange to you, think why it is that M. :

Mabury . sent for Doctor Elwell last week, to attend his little

girl. There must be some good reason why he did not call you =
sl gy N . - . :
in.

" This brought Doctor Harper to his feet with a look of surprise,
- concern, and mortification on his countenance. D

“You are trifling with me, Grace!” he said, in a voice which
showed that the last remark of his wife, had, in part, sobered

“him. ‘ ’

" T am not, Doctor. I would have mentiomed this before, but
could not find the heart to do so. Last week his little girl was
taken down with scarlet fever, and Doctor Elwell was imme-
diately sent for, and has been in attendance ever since. She has

been very ill, but is now considered out of danger. Can you im-

agine any reason for this withdrawel of the implicit confidence -

* heretofore placed in you by Mr. Mabury 2”7

Doctor Harper did not reply but commenced- pacing - the room:

" backwards and forwards, with hasty steps.

¢ I have performed a painful duty—how painful, no heart but
mine can ever know—and now my lips must be sealed in silence.
It is a dangerous and doubtful poesition, that, in which a wife be-

- comes the censor of the husband!”’ Mrs, Harper said "as shﬁa -
“entered her chamber, and threw herself, in tears, upon the bed.

For hours, Doctor Harper continued to pace the floor, every
moment -becoming more and more-sobered, and more and more;
painfully conscious of his true position, . ' -

“T am disgraced | miserably disgraced!” he said, as he paused
at last, and sunk into a chair, where he sat, still in painful
thought, for a long time.: - - '

. When he at last retired, towards midnight, to his chamber, he.

_found his wife lying across the bed in a deep slumber.
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¢ How' “heavy a. burden I have laid upon thy heart, poor
Grace !’ he said, stooping down and.pressing his lips to her fore-
head.” As he stood, for fsome'i‘md‘mer‘lfts',_'still bending over hier,
she opénédt"he}r eyes and looked upjnto his face, - -
K2 Dea;::-hu'shan_c'l[”Q she murmured, ¢ will you still love me,
and _speakkiha])'r-tb med? T S e o
wY will, T will, Grace!” he replied,: quickly, with ‘emotion.
« And now, let us try and forget the past. - ‘The fature is yet full
_ of happiness and hope.”: - T Do
_ Thus were they yeconciled,, after the first.open ‘breach ; and.
. iliere came days, and weeks, and ‘montlis of 'qon'ﬁde,nce" to the
heé_rt .of Mrs. Har'faer. . The’ lesson '&\jﬁic:h lier husband had
_‘received, she hoped would be sufficient ever after’ to _put, him on
his _guard;."__-'B'ul;_the ‘sunshine -of her heart ‘was not; that mild,
 cheerful light, which had for years beamed npon:it. The effects.
of the lstoi‘m‘l which, though but for a brief period, had desolated

e breast, could not be’ leiter_afe__d. The p‘ride‘shé‘ had felt in hex

llusband’s stainless fl'eputation_,.'an'd in thé_a"._mbst unlimited confi- .
dence which had been placed’in hird, had : given way to a feeling”
nearly-allied to shame. She ca,;_‘ed'-'jn:of-”-'té-:‘g.'d'.ﬁ'i fto company, and
when in society, felt humbled on: aecotnt. of the weakness which
had overtaken him. . el AT
" As for Doctor Harper, the withdrawal of M. Mabuty’s;
- dence and support wounded him-deeply.- That - gentleman con=
tinued to meet liim with- kindness ‘ém'(_l'-fattentioﬁ, and to respect
‘him as a man of eminent talents and superior acquirements. But
he dare not trust one whom' he had seen'iﬁtokfcated,- with the
health and 1ife of his family.” e \
“« How can I know,” be reasoned with himself; while deciding
his course of action in reference to 2 change, *that the very

moment he is called upon o prescribe for some membet of my-

family, dangerously ill, he may not be s0 much under ‘the influ--

ence of liquor-as 10 have his :perceptions obsoured ?. The risk is
too great; I cannot meet i SR '
OF course the fact that Mr. Mabury had changed his physician,
and the reason of it, could not long remain a secrét,
- Afew friends followed his ¢xample, and; as the réason of their
- change became known, others acted in like ‘manner; sO that at
the end of six months, Doctor Harper had lost nearly every
important family in the town of L e
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Consciotis of the reason of this, and deeply mortified at it, he
yet did not resolve utterly to abandon the fatal cup that had
Wrought Lim suach deep injury, but continned to wse it, as he
thought, .in moderation. Many weeks had not expired hefore
Mrs. Harper’s eyes were opened to the sad truth that her hus-
band was again coming more and more under the influence of
liquor. BNy -

Before six months had passed away, Doctor Harper often went
to bed stupid from drink. It need not be told how wretched this
"made his wife; more especially as he became gloomy, morose,
arbitrary and fault-finding. How sad the change which a single
year had made ! TPwelve months before, there was not a kinder
husband nor a happier wife to be found. Now, but few words of
pleasant intercourse passed between them—and there was too
often positive unkind treatment on the part of Harper. Like too
many others, when drunk, he was a devil, and seemed to take
a cruel delight in tormenting. those whom he most loved when in
his right mind, 'Fhe consequence was, that his children-began to
have a perception of his condition, and would shrink away from
bim whenever he had been drinking—while his wife ever trem-
bled when she looked for his return. ' . :

Of all this, old Mr. Atherton, the father of Mrs. Harper,
knew nothing. Indeed, it was the work of a single year, and
there had been no opportunity for his detecting it by observation.’
OF course his daughter dreamed not of communicating, but -
sought rather to.conceal it. ‘ ~ ‘

:Once a year, since their marriage, ‘had Mr. Atherton spent
with them a short time in suminer, when he sought recreation
from the cares of business, to which he still continued to devote
himself'. A few weeks before he was expected, Mrs. Harper's '
fourth child had been born, and she was sitting with it in her
arms, one evening about twilight, when the stage stopped at the
door; In a few moments after she was clasped in the arms of hex
father. : ' : :

¢« How much I have wanted to sce this sweet little stranger,” -
]-1e said, after they were seated, bending over the babe that lay on
its mother’s bosom, and kissing it fondly! * Dear little angel!
How perfect a”miniature image she is of yourself, Grace.”  And
as he said so, he lovked into his daughter’s face long and atten-

- tively.

10
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_ « How pale and thin you look, my child,”
-dine her for a few moments. ' .
gm'g;:;ghe:;t of Mrs. Harper was full to overﬁowmg,,ar}d it.had
been with ‘an effort that she had kept the tears from gushing f'_or.t{}} |
from her ejés. His remark completed the ov_er'throw of ber self-

“control, and she burst into fears. .
® “ W,hy do you weep, Grace? . You have not been used to re

{ving me with tears.” . .
ee.‘f;'%u know I have been sick, father,” she said, end:eavon::g tg
" gmile, after the agitation of her mind had subsided a little, “an
et hardly myself again.”’ . ,
15ﬂ'!:'-‘yWhere igthe Doctc?f 9 and the children ?’ he- as.kt?d, seem-
ingly satisfied with her answer, although he felt misgivings that
11 was not right. o | '
) « The Doc!':or has. not come home yet. He was calle-d out mgo,
the country this afterncon, and may not be back until tow.a]j 8
pine or ten o'clock. The children have just been put to bed ,d 115
I will send for them all to come down. They must see grandpa
to-night.” : . '

“ %T‘o no, I will go and see them,” he sald,.‘rlsmg: and‘ going
up into,the chamber, where he spent half an hour with his dear
Yittle pets; delighting an 1 :
he-.kisllsed,each innocent face, and bade them 2 tender go_o_d—mght.

The Doctor had not yet arrived, and he sat down to the table

alone with his daughter, into whose face he cou]c} not help looking
: In its expression there was, to

he said, after re-
»

@arnestly every now and then.
hi hing new hir :
:;:1{;2?;131" toghis héart. He did not agaitl allude to if, b‘ut ;‘:s
effect was evident in a slight degree of t.ambarrassment ‘;héﬂ.l 8
felt, and perceived a like embarrassment 1n 'El}e manner oh tw{;z.

They had finished their meal, but were stil] sﬂtmg; atl‘t }:at] a to:
engaged in conversation, when Mrs.-Hari?er turned ,1§ yhll
wards the back window of the room m a listening attl'tu e, while
her face grew paler, and a look of alarm passed over 1t.

« What is the matter, Grace ? 7’ her father atsked;‘ il

“ Nothing,” she replied, with an effort to smile ; ¢ X am.a hittle

7

nervous since 1 was sick, and am startled at every sou.nd.. o
The conrversation was renewed, but interrupted again,

minutes, by the same look of alarm. .
¢«Tell me, Grace, what it 1s you fear ?

balf rising from his chair.

Mr. Atherton said,

d delighted. Tea being then announced,” -,

and strange; and painful—something thaé
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“ (), nothing, father! I am foolish- sometimes; but I cannof

help it. T did n’t use to be such & coward.”

Mr. Atherton was puzzled. Grace hardly seemed like hisiown
child, Once so cheerful, and frank ; now starting at an imagin-
ary sound, for he heard nothing ; tearful, and studious to conceal
the cause of her agitation. . : .

- But a brief period passed, when: Grace exhibited the same in-
‘dications of alarm, and this time her father distinetly heard a
movement in the yard. He rose instantly to his feet, and said:

<« Tell me, Grace, what it is you fear, that I may know how to
protect you. Speak out plainly, my child. * This mystery is all

. as strange as it is painful to me.”

¢ The Doctor—"’ but she could sayno more.

“What of him, Grace?’” '

But she uttered not another word, : '

The old man then took a light, and opening the door that led
into the yard, went out, unrestrained by Mrs. Harper. As he
Feld the candle over his head, the first object that met his eye

was the figure of a man standing near the window, supporting

himself against the fence that enclosed the yard. _

“ Why, Doctor ! whatis the matter ?”” he said, going up and
laying his hand upon his son-in-law, whom he instantly recog-
nized, : - ‘ '

A drunken exclamation instantly unravelled the mystery of
the whole evening! How the old man’s heart did bound, and
throb, and futter in his bosom! For a moment his brain reeled,
and he felt as if he would fall to the earth. Then recovering him-
self, he laid firmly hold of Harper’s arm, and led him into the
house, where he sank down upon a sofa, and was in a few minutes
fast asleep. d = : _

Who can truly describe the heart-searching misery which was
endured by Mr. Atherton and his danghter in that fearful mo-

"ment when all was thus revealed! When the father became ¢on- _
" scious of how bitter a cup had been placed to the lips of his

child—and conscious of the hopelessness of her condition. For a
long time no word was spoken by either. Grace came and sat
down by his side, and leaned her head upon.his bosom, while he
drew his arm around her and supported her half reclining body.
Thus- they sat for nearly half an hour, the deep silence of the
room broken only by the oppressive breathing of the drunken 4
man. At length Mr, Atherton said, in a Balf whisper:

[l
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. «(irace; how long has this been s0?”

« QOnly a few months,” was the reply-

A - : _‘?” )

« How long as bad as this?] . .

“ Not 1ongt? He is haxdly ever so bad as this. Not oncein a
month.” ' .

« Have you ever spoken to him about I

«Yes: but he cannot bear it.”

¢ Ts he unkind to you?”

‘o a | ‘ h d care for

« Do not deceive me, Grace. I am your faT ef", an

' : 11 without disguise.” -
vou, and you ought to tell me 2 t uise. N
7 “,He iz wniformly kind to me, father, except when in 11quor
i hi know.” _

And he is not himself then, you . ' |

Mr. Atherton sighed heavily, and remained sﬂept for some

; id : :

moments. At length he sai . .

¢ Would you rather not have him come to your room £o -night,

Grace?” .
¢« Yes. But he cannot be prevented, fafcher,” she §a1d, after a

827

brief hesitation. . -
‘ him come ¢ i
« Why would you rather not have him cor
“I dc?r o't know that I care much about it, father, the young
wife said, after another pause. - .
“ Y‘es: but Grace, you said just mOW that you dl_(:l. 1]sz;;§d
deceive me, my child. Speak out plainly. %re you really
. ' : ’
to have him come into your room to-,r’nght?
« Not on my own account, father.” - | | v
« Then on whose account ? 7
« My babe’s.”
« Why on her’s?” _
« Because he is not himself, Yyou k
H ” .
rough sometimes.

‘?I{e shall not enter your chamber t
erton said, in a positive tone. ] -
“ Do n,ot be harsh with him, father ; he will not bear it}
Grace urged. - _ ot
¢ Hav: no fear of that, my child. And ngv:f, do” you g
bed, and lock your door. Leave the rest to n:le T

After kissing her father tenderly, and b]'dh“;g bm]De St
i ir ber with her babe,
good-night, Grace retired to her cham e e
+ to-sleep. How could she sleep und\er such ci

now. And he is a little

o-night, Grace,” Mr. Ath-

g g
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Meanwhile, old Mr. Atherton seated himself in a large chair in

the adjoining room to that in which Doctor Harper lay asleep, to
await the result. When he awoke, be it early or late, it was his
fixed resolution to prevent him from entering his wife’s chamber,.
‘at any and all hazards. Though well advanced in years, he was
yet in the vigor of a green old age, and nerved by his” love for ..
his injured child, he felt ready to biave anything that might
oppose his duty to her.

Tt was nearly twelve o’clock, when a movement in the next
room indicated that the Doctor was awake. Mr. Atherton was

- on his feet in a moment, and met. him at the door as he came oug

into the passage.

“ Doctor,” he said, laying his hand upon his arm, “I am
sorry to find yon in this condition.” : '

“What condition do yon mean?” he asked, in an offended
tone. ] .

¢ Partially intoxicated ;¥ was the calm, distinct angwer.

“ Do you come here to insult me in my own house, Mr. Ath-
erton? I thought better things of you, sir.” - ’

“You are not yourself yet, Doctor,” the old man said in re-

ply. “Come back into the parlor, and lie down again on the
sofa.”

% No, I am going up to bed.”
“ Where? ¥

“In my own chamber, of course. .Where else did you sup-

- pose?”?

“ Any where else but there. You are not fit to go into your
wife’s chamber, and she with an infant only a few weeks old.”

‘ And pray, sir, why am I not fit?” '

% Because, as I have just said, you are intoxicated.”

“If any one but you were to say that, I would strike him to
my feet,” he said, his eyes flashing as he spoke.

“Such an' act wonld not alter your present condition. Tt

would make you none the less under the influence of liquer,”
was Mr. Atherton’s calm reply.. A '
. For a few minutes, the Doctor regarded the old man with a
look as fixed and stern as it was possible for him to give, and
then turned and made a movement to ascend the stairs. Buf
Mr. Atherton’s mind was made up as to his course of conduc
and he instantly laid his hand, with 2 firm grasp, upon the arm
of his son-in-law, and held him back.
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« You cannot go to your wife's chamber to-night, Doctor,” he
said. : -
« But T will go!”? was the angry, positive reply.

« Not while I possess the smallest power .of resistance¥—Mr.
Atherton said, still holding his arm tightly.

For a moment or two the drunken man hesitated, and then
turned and went into the parlor again, where he threw himself
upon a sofa. Mr. ‘Atherton re-entered the adjoinjng roem, and
seated himself in a large, stuffed rocking-chair. Nearly an hour
passed in profound  silence, and Mr. Atherton was about falling

away into sleep, when a slight noise attracted his attention,and -

looking towards the door, he saw the Doctor stealthily gliding up
the stairs. ‘ ,

When Mrs. Harper retired, with er ‘babe, to her chamber, it
was under the influence of many contending and agitating emo-
tions. For the first time, her father had learned the sad falling
away of her husband—that husband whem shie had so loved and
honored for his deep affection for her, and for his high intellectnal
and moral worth, And in learning it he had found himself call-
ed upon to act as her protector against him who had promised be-
fore God and man to love and protect and .cherish her at all
times. She thought of this, and then of the consequences that.
might ensue, if her father should be called npon to oppose *his en-
trance to her chamber—he, far advanced in years, and her hus-
band in the vigor of cearly manhood.—And she trembled at the
thought. Sometimes she would resolve to go down stairs -and
urge her father not to attempt any opposition to his wishes—but
when she thought of her helpless babe that lay nestlingin her
bosom, she hesitated. He was a little rough sometimes !

For a long time she lay awake, her mind pained and agitated,
but at length she sunk into sleep. From this she was startled by
a noise at her door. ' ' .

« You cannot enter here,” she heard her father say, in a wmild,
but positive tone. '

«T¢ is my wife’s chamber, and I will enter. There is nota
man on earth who shall prevent me,” her husband replied,
angrily. :

% You cannot go in, Doctor.”

4 Stand aside, sir 1 7 '

«Why will you seek thus to distarb your wife ? - Remember
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that it is now midnight, and she asleep with her infant, Youare

#n mo condition to enter her chamber, Go into this room, and
pass the night-—it will be better for you, and better for her.”
« Stand aside, Isay ! ” laying his hand, at the same time, upen
the shoulder of Mr. Atherton. ' ;
- % Tt is nseless for you to persist, Doctor,” the old man said, his
manner becoming “still more positive; ¢ you shall not enter this

. room to-night, unless it be over my body! My child is there,

und since you have forfeited all claim to be her protector, I witl
resume my former right.”
% Stand aside, I say!”

i« Not ‘while I have life.”,

For more than a minute did Doctor Harper confront the old
mian, Jooking him all the while sternly in the face ; but Mr. Ath-
erton’s eye blanched not, nor did his purpose waver for a moment.
This was felt by the half-sobered man whose purpose he was op-
posing. ' '

¢ You will repent this,” he said, turning suddenly away, and
entering an adjoining chamber, where Lie threw himself upon a
‘bed, and was soon fast asleep. - - .
* To convey an idea of what Mrs. Harper suffered during that
brief, but, to her, frightful interview, is impossible. At one mo-
ment she was ready to throw open the door, and thus end the "
contest, and even once went so far as to rise and lay her hand
upon the lock. But she hesitated, and in an agony of fear stood
listening to the stern, angry words of her hushand and father,
expecting every moment to hear the awful sounds of .violence..
But she was spared that severest trial. Doctor Harper was not |
so far lost to all consciousness of right, as to have any idea of
offering personal violence to Mr. Atherton. - When he found that
the old man resolved to maintain his position at all hazards, he

“gave up the contest.

Tt would be hard to tell who felt worst on the next morning—-
or who dreaded most to meet the others at the breakfast table.
Doctor Harper was, in a good degree, conscious of what had oc-
carred during the evening and part of the night; although, noth-
ing was distinct to his mind. But enough . could be remembered -
to make him aware that he had acted to the eyes of Mr. Ather-
ton a most astonishing part—and one that made him feel the:

deepest shame and self-condemnation. His pride, however pre- ‘
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vented his exhibiting this,and when his father-in-Jaw came down,
he met him with. the freedom and frank welcoming that he had
ever given him at his annual visit.  Mrs. Harper came down soon
after, and with an effort at cheerfulness took her position at the
table.. But her thin, pale face, and look of suffering that she

could not conceal, recalled, too vividly, the painful events of the

night previous. The conversation that was going on between her
husband and father became.embarrassed, and continued only with
an effort on either side, during thie meal that was briefly conclu-
ded. : ‘

When Mrs. Harper retired from the table, the two men went
into the parlor, where Mr. Atherton at' once, and distinctly, al-
juded to the condition in which he had so unexpectedly found
Doctor Harper. As the fanlt could neither be concealed nor jus-
tified, it was, at once, acknowledged, with a promise fo renounce
entirely all use of ardent spirits. Then followed a full confession
to Mr. Atherton of his trials and struggles, and previous resolu-
tions of reformation, in regard to the habit that was fast. rmining
his peace and prospeets. To this Mr. Atherton replied with the
best ‘advice, and strongest admonition that he could give. The
deep shame and penitence of his son-in-law gave him hope ; and
a sojourn with him for three weeks, during which no man was
ever more perfectly sober, confirmed that hope, and made him
feel, that in returning home, he might do so, without feeling any
great degree of uneasiness for his daughter and her family. Be-
fore parting with Grace, he conjured her, in the strongest terms,
to let him know, immediately, should her husband relapse into
his former habits, which she promised to do: ' :

Scarcely two weeks had passed since her father’s return to
Baltimore, before Grace became conscions that her husband was
again indulging himself. Often, when he came home at 'n‘ight,
he would be stupid; and, so soon as he retired to bed, fall into a
heavy sleep, and oppress the air of their chamber with the fetid
oddr of his breath. Six months had bardly rolled around, before
he had so'given himself up to drink, that every night he would
come home so under its influence as to be either insensible, or ar-
bitrary and ill-natured. The consequences to his professional
_standing may readily be supposed. Family after family withdrew
their confidence; and the loss of two or three important cases,
through inattention, and inability from drink, to properly under-
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stand and administer to them, completed his downfall as a physi-
cian in the fown of . It is true, that he was freqiently
called upon to administer, but not in any families that he cared
1o retain, nor that were at all desirable to a: physician. ;
The effect of all ‘this was to drive him more frequently to the
tavern, where he was now to be found oftener than in his office,
or engaged in professional business. ~ Of all this:Mr. Atherton
was . profoundly ignorant. ~Notwitlistanding the promise of
Grace, she could not bring herself to communicate to her father
intelligence of the dreadful change that had so rapidly followed
his return to the city. She was sure that he would require her
to come home with her children, and abandon her husband, and
this she was niot prepared to do. It was for this reason that she
kept from him what she had faithfully promised to communicate.
The gradually diminishing income of Doctor Harper made it

_necessary that there should be a corresponding reduction of -ex-

penses. © This his wife saw, and proposed that they should give
up the house in which they lived, one of the handsomest in the ™
town, and remove to a pleasant little cottage on the suburbs, then
vacant. This was agreed to, and, in due time, they took posses-
sion of their'new and humbler home. This was a relief to the
mind of Mrs. Harper, for now she could Shrink from observation,

“and hide herself away from the curious eyes of those whose pity,

no matter how sincere, pained and oppressed her.
As has been intimated, that mortification at the condition of

_ her husband, reduced circumstances, and, worse than all, dimin-

ished respect and regard for the man in whose affection had been
garnered up all her hopes and happiness, were not all the evils to
which she had become subjected. Like too many others, drunk-
enness did not only make Doctor Harper neglectful of his wife

" and children, but it made him cruel. It not only debased him to

the mere selfish and sensual condition of the brute, but made a
devil of him. From one of the tenderest and most affectionate
of husbands, he had become irritable, jealous, and fault-finding ;-
and when insane, from intoxication, his wife often suffered fr(;;n

‘physical abuse. His children had learned ‘to fear him, and his .

wife to tremble at his coming. : g

The cottage in which they now lived, stood just on the suburbs
of the town, and was removed to some distance from every other
dwelling. Grace often felt very lonely as she sat, ‘night after
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night, sometimes until twelve, and sometimes until one.o’clock,
waiting for the returneof her husband, who now spent every eve-
ning at the tavern, having, with a strange infatuation, almost to-
tally abandoned hifnself. Sometimes, she would sit, trembling,

hour after hour, a prey to vague fears; and, at other times,

shrink amid the war and strife of the elements. Naturally
timid and fearful, in this lonely, and, it seemed to her, exposed
. condition, she suffered most intensely. A movement , without,
that she could not account for, or a slight sound within, breaking
in upon the oppressive stillness that surrounded her,,as she sat,
often with her babe in her arms, waiting for her husband’s re-
turn, would startle every nerve, and almost paralyze her with
strange and uncertain terrors. In vain did she strive to over-

come these fears.. She could not throw them off—she could not ‘

grow familiar with her new condition. ,
‘One night in the summer of the year after her father, who was
still ignorant of her husband’s relapse, had visited them, Mus.
" Harper observed that a heavy storm was gathering about the ho-
rizon, The last few days had been very suliry, and she felt sure

that this storm would be accompanied with intense lightning and .

thunder. - .
- «Do not go out to-night, Doctor,” she said, laying her hand
upon his arm, as he went towards the door with his hat on, after
rising from the tea-table; ©we are going to have a heavy storm,
and you'know how much afraid T am of lightning.”

Do you -think it will hurt. you any quicker because I am
away 7 he replied, in a half-contemptuous tone.

« No—but, then, it is so lonely here. I cannot help it—but I
always feel dreadfully when T am alone in a storm.”

“ You have the children.”

« Yes—but they are not like you. Come, don’t go out,
dear!” she said, in a pleading tone. ¢ Stay with me, for once.
If you knew how strangely T have felt all day, and how I start
and tremble at every sound, you would not leave me to-night,
and such a storm as that rising.” '

«T don’t believe that there will be any storm here to-night,”
he replied. ¢ It will all go round. e do n’t give yourself any

needless alarm, Grace. I would stay with you if I could, but I

have an engagement that I must meet.”

And so saying, Dr. Harper stepped from the door,.and strode
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hastily away. His poor wife sunk into her chair faint and feeble,’

 She was not what she had been a year or two ago; full of health
and confidence, with a buoyant step, and a high flow of spirits.

Her nerves were all shattered, her spirits depressed, and her
heart well nigh broken. A distant roar of thunder startled her,’
in a few -minutes, and she arose and went to the door to ‘take-
another survey of the horizon. The dark clouds had become
rolled together in dense masses, flecked here and there with light,
fleecy vapors, that hurried across, moved by stronger currents of
air; and the whole storm had reached up towards thezenith, indi-
cating a rapid approach. As she stood looking at it, a fierce line
of lightning darted through half the distance from the. zenith to
the horizon, with intense rapidity, and then a heayy, j arring into~
nation followed. ~ All this her husband saw and heard, himself but
a few hundred yards from the house. But he paused not, nor
hesitated in his mind, but walked onward with a quickened pace.

The heart of the poor wife sank in her bosom, as it had never
sunk before, with a strange fear, for which she could not at all
account. ‘Some new affliction seemed pending over her—some
new danger to lurk in her way. Mechanically she proceeded to
undress her children, four in nu_mber; all mere babes, and to place
them in their beds. Then lifting her heart upwards in a silent '
prayer for comfort and protection, she seated herself near a win-
dow with a trembling heart to await the approaching tempest.
Rapidly did the dark, angty clouds ascend from the horizbn, and
spread themselves with threatening aspect over the sky, while
ever and anon the fierce flash would leap out from their bosom,
and the thunder boom heavily in the distance.

At last there came the brooding silence, the deep shadowy
darkness of the impending clouds, as the storm hung suspended
for -a brief period ere it awoke in its strength. To these succeed-
ed a few large drops, touching here and there like the stealthy -
steps -of i approaching enemy. Then, with a sudden wild en-
ergy, the storm carre down in wind, and hail, and fierce bicker-

“ing flame, and the rrashing of thunder.:

Pale and statue-like, her heart shrinking and fluttering in her
hosom, did Murs. Harper sit alone for more than an hour, with

‘the sound of the wild, roaring tempest in her ears, and her eyes
dazzled with the intense quivering flashes of light that blazed .out

incessantly in broad sheets of flame, while her husband, with 2
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fow drinking friends, lounged in the bar-room of a tavern,
scarcely heeding the war of elements. S

At last the lightning came less frequently, and with a tempered
glare—the thunder began to roll in the distance, and the wild
roaring of the storm to subside. o

¢« Thank God, it is over ! she said, glancing upwards, as she
arose and paced the room fo and fro, her heart relieved from the
burden of fear that had oppressed it. Soon all was hushed into
oppressive silence, and the hours began to steal away towards
midnight, as the lonely wife sat waiting, with her babe in her
arms, for the return of her husband.

Time passed on, and the candle that stoed upon the little table -

near which shegat, had burned, unnoted by her, low in the sock-
‘et, when the distant rumbling of the stage fell upon her ear, in-
dicating the hour of twelve.

% Sq late, and yet he has not returned ! she murmured, rous-
ing herself, and listening with an interest that appeared to her

strange, to the approaching sound that grew louder and nearer.

‘every moment. It seemed as if that midnight stage bore some-
 thing for her. :
% Who knows but that father is coming. It is near the time of
his regular visit,” she said to herself, and then she listened and
waited with a new and trembling interest. Presently the stage
; ost at the door. Tt paused—stopped ! She sprang to the
e:c;,?lf_a.nceél down the little avenue leading to the main

road.

to Grace; “ I have been requested to deliver it in passing, as it
contains news of importance.” :

" Then dashing forward again, the noise of the wheels soon died
on the ears of Mrs. Harper, who had re-entered the house, and
was breaking, with trembling hands and fluftering heart, the seal
of the letter that had come into her possession, it seemed, so
strangely. : . : '

Tts distressing import was soon apparent. Ier father had died
suddenly on the day before. This much her bewildered senses
took in, when hor over-tried heart could bear no more. -She sank

. upon the floor insensible. L ‘

Tt was near one o'clock when her husband.came in, half-stupe-

fied with drink. The candle had burned out, and all was dark-

L

a

¢« Here 1% ‘4 Totter for Mrs. Harper,” the driver said, tossing one -
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ness within his dwelling. Vexed at finding no light, he was grop-

ing his way across the room, muttering in drunken anger at hig -

wife for the meglect, when he stumbled against her body, and
came near falling. Stooping down to feel what it was that had

- obstructed his steps, he passed his hand over ‘her face, and found

it strangely cold and clafomy to his touch. A sudden feeling of

alarm thrilled bis heart, and partly sobered him. After groping °

about for some time, he succeeded in obtaining a light, which was
instantly held close to her face. Tt was pale as ashes, and death-
like in its expression. In her hand she still held the letter she
had received. This her husband disengaged from her fingers that
were tightly clasped upon it, and read.its startling contents. For
a moment or two after he had become distinetly conscious of the
afflicting event that had so suddenly taken place, his brain reeled
—then he was as perfectly sober as ever he was in his life.

 How keen and heart-searching was the remorse that he felt, as

he 16oked down upon the thin, pale, expressionless face, that was
turned towards hiny, and thought how basely he had betrayed the

confidence and trampled upon the affections of the gentle being -

who had forsaken all for him. Raising her up tenderly, and lay-

ing her upon a bed, he assiduously applied such means as he knew

would be likely to restore her fleeting senses, and soon perceived
the signs of returning animation. At last, as he bent anxiously
over her, she opened her eyes, and looked him steadily in th

)

fully returned, that he was affected almost to tearsig“ Then she

closed her eyes slowly, while her bosom heaved witlra deep op--

pressive sigh.
6 Grace ! .

' But she did not seem to hear her name, though uttered in a

tone of unusual tenderness.
% Grace!”

She opened her eyes and looked up into the face that bent aver .

her, but her countenance expressed no heartfelt recognition of

that voice, once full of power to stir every tender emotion of her

nature, : ) .
“ Grace! Dear Grace!” ‘ ’
, Her eyes had again closed, but now they flew open quickly
and a sudden flash passed over her face. - '
¢ May I claim,” he continued, * to share in yotr sorrow—to

e

SR e
 face,
“with an expression of such hopeless agony, for conscious ss had

Cend
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mourn with you? . To be again a husband to: one I have' so- mad-
ly neglected ?””  As he:spoke thus, Doctor Harper stooped. dowm;,
and kissed, tenderly, her pale cheek. B

Quick as thought her arms were about his meck, clasping it
with a.strong convulsive effort. Then the pent up witers. burst
forth, and she wept and sobbed upon his bosom for a long, long
time, until exhausted nature at last. gave way, when succeeded a
deep: calm, falling upon: her spirits like the gentle and peaceful
influence of a happier state than that in which she was really
involved.. . . : :

"A quiet sleep soon: fell. upon her senses, locking all to her in

sweet forgetfulness. In the morning came the full' realization of d

her ¢ondition. Then came the cold and heart-aching sensation
of bereavement: Then she felt the keen smarting of severed
ties, that even the gentle efforts of a truly repentant husband Bad
no power to assuage.. But she could not have:quiet in her grief.
The last sad duties were to be performed. A hurried. journey
was to be taken that she might look her last look upon the dear
face of that father whom her heart had loved with such pure and
deep affection. o )
Accompanied by her husband, Mrs., Harper set off early on the

morning, and reached Baltimore by the middle of the day.

During most of the journey he conversed freely of the -past,-and
solemnly promised that he would amend. Like assurances he
gave hér as they returned a few days afterwards, having com-
pleted arrangements to remove to the city, where a very hand-
some property had been left to them. It did not take long to sever
the few ties that bound them to ; the scene of exquisite pain
to one, and deep mortification and disgrace to the other. In a few
weeks from the time of Mr. Atherton’s removal to a world of

spirits, his daughter, with her husband and children, were inmates

of his late tasteful, and even elegant residence. ,

A year glided swiftly away, and, as month after month passed,
and still her husband remained true to his resolation, the heart of
Grace began to gain strength, and the trembling hope of her
bosom to acquire confidence. Gradually Doctor Harper obtained
.a practice, that was extending itself —and, as a. physician- of
decided ability, he was beginning to assume a position. that was
both honorable to himself and the: profession. But,’in his reso~
lution as-a reformed drinker, he stood alone. Amd besides, the
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total abstine);'nce. principle, although it had been declared. by some-

. to be the only true principle npon which to found a reformatiom,

was looked upon as the scheme of ultraism. ~In this. Doctor

" Harper agreed with the mass, and would, in' consequence, occar

sionally take a glass of wine, or ale, or cider, as it came in his

way. It may readily be perceived in what a dangerous position

he stood ; nor will it be thought any thing strange that he again
fell.. : _ s

Y gm going to dine out to-day, Grace,” he said one morning,
more than a year after they had removed to the city, ““so do not
wait for me.”’ ‘ - '

“'With whom, dear?” his wife asked, her heart beating. with
quicker motion, she hardly acknowledged to herself why:

“ Doctor 8 gives a dinner-party to-day, and as Doctors
M and L of New York are to be there, I wish particu-
larly to be present.”” ' SR _ .

¢ Come home early to tea, then, Doctor,” Mrs. Harper said.

Her husband promised, and then left his office, to attend to his
professional duties. : ‘ _

Tn spite of every effort to throw off what she tried to call an
idle concern, Mrs. Harper felt troubled all day long; and towards
evening, when the time came for his return, she was nervous and
excited, and waited and watched for him with an anxious sus-
pense that she tried in vain to banish from her mind. But he

" did not come with the twilight, nor for nearly an hour after.

Then he returned in a carriage, from which he had to ‘be lifted
and supported up to his chamber. He was again intoxicated .} - ‘
© From that hour his course was downward. In one year he:
sunk so low, and became so abandoned to drink, that no"-‘fi):!.i'g'- :
would employ him as 2 physician. One vice usually brings on-
another. At least so it proved in his case. The association into
which he fell led him to The gambling table as a kind of excite-
ment. Here he wasted rapidly the little fortune he had received
at the death of Mr. Atherton. ' o

“ Grace,” he said, one morning, about four years after their
removal to the city,  we shall have to-sell this house.””

" The pale, care-worn, and sorrow-stricken creature, the mere

shadow of her former self, lifted her eyes to his face, inquiringly
and asked— : .
“ Why sell the house, Doctor ?”’
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"% To get something to buy bread with ”—was the brief answer,
*in an impatient tone. :
«T think: we had better not sell this house, Doctor,” she re-
plied, mildly. “If every thing else is gone, and we sell this,
where shall we find a shelter for our children ?” i
T don’t see any sense in starving them in a fine house, if you
do,” her husband said, angrily. ¢ We must sell it, and thus get
something to live on, for everything else is gone, let me tell you.”
¢« All our bank stock ?” ‘ '
¢ Certainly, You didn’t suppose it was going to last for
ever 27 ' S
To this Mrs. Harper made no reply. She had long feared that
her husband was rapidly wasting their substance; but did net
dream that all was gone, except the house in which they lived.
And now she was called upon to express a willingness to part
with that—to remove with her children she knew not whither.
«“ can make a good sale of it,”” her husband proceeded.
¢ Eight thousand dollars are offered for the house and lot.”
" Then producing the title deeds, he added—

¥

« You will, of course, consent to the sale, and sign away your -

right in the property ?”
T would rather not do it, Dector,” Mrs. Harper said, look-
ing up into his face, imploringly. ' ‘ '
¢ But you will have to do it, madam. T have already sold it,
and the purchaser is now waiting to receive a clear title.”
¢ How could you do so, Dactor, without an intimation of your
" design to me. You must have known that I could not leave this
house without = painful trial,” Mrs; Harper said, giving way to
tears. ' s :
« It ’s uséless to go to ¢rying about it, Grace. The thing can t
be helped now. ~And it’s foolish in you to wish to stay here and
keep up appearances that we have nothing to sustain. I gave you

the last ten dollars we had in the world, besides this house, day.

before yesterday, and we owe a good many little bills around,
which can only be paid out of the proceeds of this sale. So come,
put your name to the paper. Eight thousand dollars will last a
good while. . We can move into a smaller house, and live very
comfortably—especially as T am going to open an office again, and
give more attention to business.” o

Grace took the deed in Ler hand, and xan her eye over'it, al~
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though she did not comprehend the meaning of & single word, for
her mind was altogether abstracted. E
¢ Here’s a pen,” her hushand said.
And she took the pen in her fingers mechanieally. ‘
¢ 8ign here;”” he proceeded, placing his finger opposite to one

" of the seals printed on the docurhient, and Mrs. Harper bent over

the paper which her husband had pressed down upon the table.

¢ There, sign there,” continued Doctor Harper, eagerly and in
a kinder tone of voice: . o .

“ Sign for what?” Mrs. Harper now said, rousing herself and
throwing off the-dreamy abstraction under which she had been la~
boring. ' o

« Why, sign a transfer of this deed to Mr. _—

¢ The deed of this house ?”’

¢« Certainly [ ” : ' : ,
¢ No, Doctor, I cannot do that,” and the pen dropped from her
hand. & ‘ g

“ But you must sign it I”

“T cannot.” : :

“You shall sign it!” and her husband’s face gréw flushed,
and his voice was loud and angry. ‘

But neither threats, commands, nor persuasions, could ‘move .
her. She would not sign away her interest in the properfy, and
the sale could not be made. For months after, her husband pur- -
sued a regular course of persecution in order.to gain her over to
his wishes. But she was firm in her duty to her children. She
would not deprive them of a home: . T

Still it wasonly a home in name, without éine new effort on
her part. - As her husband had said, everything else was gone,
and there was no means within to buy bread. But his want of
money for his own base purposes, joined with her want of money
to supply the need of her family, and by a common.consent,
various articles of fuiniture were sold : he using part of the pro-
ceeds in drinking and gambling. This, Mrs. Harper was aware,
could only be a temporary expedient, and she began to cast about
in her mind for some employment, in: which she could be enabled
to supply the wants of her children. . - ‘

In her education,no care or expense had been spayed by her

father, While at school, she attained a more than ordinary pro-

ficiency in the various branches that were taught; and especially
11 .
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in music, had she acquired a high degree of excellence. For
some years, however, she had felt little inclined to give attention
to her music, and had consequently lost much of her power over
the instruments upon which she had once peformed with exqui-
gite skill. But a natural taste for musie, united with a very fine
ear for musical sounds, soon endbled her, with the practice of a
fow hours every day, to bring back a large portion of what had
been lost, and to add much that was new. :

When confidence in her own abilities was restored, she, after
consultation with her husband, who readily consented, advertised
to give lessons in music, either at her own house, or at the house
of her pupils. A few scholars were obtained to whose instruction
 she gave all the required attention. But this new demand upon
~ her physical energies soon made it painfully apparent to her that

she was assuming duties beyond her strength.  The care of her
children, and au almost constant devotion to housebold duties,
were enough for her feeble frame, weakened by long-continued
mental sufferings, to bear; but when were added to_these, new
and even severer efforts, she felt that she was taxing a delicate
constitution, already miuch broken, too far. If, in all this weary-
ing toil, she had met the quick sympathy of Ter husband, she
might have borne up. But to see him coming and going every
day—a strong, healthy man, except so far as indulgence in drink
had weakened his physical frame——eating of the bread ghe had
provided in weariness, and sometimes pain, for her children, and
not even giving her a kind look or word, broke down her spirits,
and, at times, almost disheartened her. But the sight of her
children, and the thought of them, kept her up.

Stil she failed gradually; and after the devotion of a few
months to her new duties, found herself growing daily weaker
and weaker, Every morning on awaking, instead of being re-
freshed, she experienced a feeling of lassitude that it required an
effort to overcome; and frequently, during the day, while stand-
ing at the piano, giving lessons, & faintness would come over her,
requiring, often, a brief cessation of her labors. Thus she con-
tinued for nearly two yedrs, receiving pupils in her own house
part of each day, and, during another portion of it, giving lessons
at the dwellings of some of her scholars. Her evenings, or rath-
er half of her nights, were regularly given to her family, as she
could only afford to keep a single servant, a kind of doer of ail

oy
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work. In this way, she was barely able to provide a scanty sup-
port for her children and husband, :

How cheerfully would she have performed it all, overwearying
as it was, had the necessity for such a devotion of herself been a
legitimate one—had her husband been in ill health, or deprived
of business by circumstances beyond his control. - But to see him
passing to and fro daily, loathsome in appearance, brutalized in
mind, unkind, and utterly regardless of herself or his children ;
was a trial too severe for her to bear up under. It seemed
almost impossible for her to realize that he'was the®same kind,
affectionate, high-minded, intelligent man to “whom, in her
brighter days, she had yielded up the affections of her young
heart. Yet still she felt that it was, alas! too frue—and what
was worse, there seemed for her hard condition no remedy. '

For more thau a year after the effort to induce his wife to sign
away her right in the last remnant of their property, Doctor Har-
per, almost constaritly under the influence ‘of liquor, pursued
towards her a systematic course of persecuiion, in order to break.
down her determination. During all that time no pleasant word
was spoken to her; and her anxious eye sou‘g'ht; his face again
and again, day after day, for a single look of kindness, but in vain.

ANl of her gentle attentions were received with indifference, an

angry coldness, or direct repulsion. Still she continued them,

. with a persevering sense of duty, that would have won upon any

heart but ene made callous by the perverting influence of such a
low, sensual indulgence as that to which her husband had hecome
addicted. No angry word was met with a like reply. Indiffer-
ence was not repaid by indifference, nor neglect by neglect. In
all her relations of a wife, she acted the part of a true wife, in
duty—in affectionate attention, if it is.possible for.a woman’s '
heart to be moved by the holy prineiple of love for an object so
repulsive, none were more faithful that she. And yet, for more
than twelve months, her ear never took in a kind word, nof ‘Was
her heart made to leap under the influence of a pleasant look or
smile. - '

But she was immovable, under a trial that would have broken
down the resolution of almost any woman. The deep love she
bore for her little ones, kept her ever nerved to endure the ‘trial,
and she did endure it to the end. |

The selfishness »f her husband caused him to chan'ge somewhat,

.
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in his manner towards her at last.  Without credit, or the means
of procuring money, he found himself unable to obtain the daily.
potations his insatiable thirst for ‘strong drink required. There
was no one to whom he conld look but his wife: and to her he
at last turned with a semblance of kindness, that fell npon_ her
heart as refreshingly as the gentle dews to the parched ground. .

¢ (an you spare me half a dollar, Grace?”" he said one morn-
ing, in a mild, conciliatory tone, as he was about to go out.

It was the first time he had spoken to her in kindness for more
than a yeal, - ‘ :

« Certainly, Doctor,”” she responded, while the tears dimmed
hereyes. And she handed him the desired amount. '

He returned a gréteful look and word. How that look and
word lived in her memory throngh the day, and lightened the
10l that she had found so hard to endure. :

On the next morning a like request was made, and granted
even more cheerfully than the first.© Indeed the poor wifé had
begun to fear that he would not ask again. o

Daily now was this new draft made upon her slender resources.
But it was met with a degree of pleasure that she hardly ac-
knowledged to herself. It was a sacrifice, and required new

efforts, but to her it was a small sacrifice for so great a gain—"

the pleasant looks and words of her husband, even were they but
half sincere. ' ) ‘

She now gave renewed attention fo his appearance, anid tried in
every way tomake his home a pleasant place. DBut how vaiu the
effort ! Every day hé would come home, or be brought home,
" intoxicated ; his clothes, to which she had .given so much: care,
and upon which she would often exhaust her slendet means, torn
or soiled, and his face frequently disfigured by bruises from hav-
ing fallen'in the street. Only in the morning was he at all
rational, but ravely repentant. For the brief pleasure then given,
she had to pay dearly; he soon became more exacting, and would

frequently want 4 dollar instead of half the amount at first solie-

ited. The refusal, no matter upon what ground, of his request,
made him angry. Poor Mrs. Harper had endured that anger so

long, that no sacrifice seemed too great to turn it aside. “She’

therefore, always gave him the money he asked for if in her
power. : ‘ :
But his want of money soon went far beyond her power to sup-

v
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_individual he addressed steadily in the face.
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ply, and then succeeded seasons of clouds and gloom, to.which
her ordinary affliction of mind was but as a passing obscuration.
All this tended to break down her health more rapidly. The ar-
tificial stimulus, when withdrawn, left her weakened frame to sink
into a feebler condition, from which she, in vain, endeavored to
rouse herself, At last she broke down suddenly, and had fo take
to her bed. Overtasked nature ‘would bear up no longer. '

“ Can’t you stay home with me to-day, Doctor ?” she said,
Tifting her languid eyes to her husband’s face, as she saw him pre-
paring to go out on the morning after she was taken suddenly ill
with a prostrating fever, and then turning them upon herfour
children, who were sitting about the room, neglected and spirit-

-Jess.’ _

The wretched man did not reply, but paced the floor backwards
and forwards for a long time. The desire for liguor was on him,
and it was overpowering. But he had no money, and he did not
believe that his wife bad any. And even if she had, some touch-
e& of shame and reluctance arose in his mind at the idea of ask-
ing for it under such circumstances. Still debating in his own
mind whether he should ask her or not, he continued walking the
room for full half an hour, when he turned away and went down
stairs. There he paced the floor for half an hour longer before

- going ount. As he was sober, all this brought reflections of no
. very pleasant character.

¢ It is too late to mend now,” he muttered to himself, as he
walked hurriedly along, “I must have something to drink, or it
will set me crazy.” '

# Lend me half a dollar, Mr. 7" he said, suddenly turning.
into the shop of a tailor, in’ whose family he had once practised.

The request came so unexpectedly, and was for so small a sum,
that Mr. —— put his hand into his pocket and was about hand-
ing out the piece of coin he had been asked for, when he recol~
lected himself and pause&. , ,

« What do yon want with it, Doctor ?”" he asked, locking the

Harper stammered out an incoherent reply, to which Mr. ——
responded by gently admonishing him in regard to his eonduct.

¢ It's no use to talk to me about changing now, Mr. . Ive
tried to do it too often,” he said, doggedly. ,

«But I know that there is use. Come to our Washington
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meeﬁ-ﬁc to- night at Union Hall, and you will be satisfied that you
ean refmm
“I don %t believe it,”” was the reply, as he turned away and leff.
the shop : :
For at least an y hour did Doctor Harper wander about, before
“he veturned. “As he came into her chamber again, his wife saw
that he bad not_been drinking. He came to her bed51de felt her
* pulse, and wrote a preseription, which he handed to her, and then
" went down stairs:© Mrs. Harper sent her oldest child to the drug-
gist’s, and obtained the medicine he had directed, and took it. It
was about an hour’; ﬁérwards when he came up and again in-
quired, kindly, how she did. At dinner time he sat down with
the children, and eat sparingly, Then he wandered about the
Louse most of the afternoon like ene bewildered, and at night,
after tea, went out as usual. But not to the tavern. He had
thought much of what Mr. —— had said to him abeut going to
TTnion Hall, and the more he thought about it, the more he felt
inclined to go. To the meeting of the Washington Temperance
‘Society he therefore went, and before leaving the Hall signed the
pledge, as has been related in the opening of this article,
" . When he came home, he went up to his wife’s bedside, and
stood for, some moments looking down upon her face, now flushed

with fever. There was a rapid play of the muscles through every
feature, and a restlessness that indicated an activity of mind, alz
though her eyes were closed, and she seemed asleep. Suddenly :

she opened them, and looked up into his'face with a wild staring
expression. Her lips moved, and he bent down his head to Ils’cen

“ You won’t kill me, Doctor, will you ?”’ she said, in a husky
whisper.

«Kill you, Grace! Why should T kill you?”

“T havn’t another cent in the world. But you won’t kill
me? ‘? Eh 4

The bewilder ed husband did not know how to reply. Could
her mind be wandering? e took her hand, and found that her
pulse was strong and qulck—beatmg at least one hundred and
fifty in the minute. Tt was too true. The fever had risen so
high that delirium had supervened. '

“1’ve given it all to you, Doctor,” she added, looking up into
his face imploringly ; “and I’d give you my heart’s blood if it
would do you any good. Don’t speak so coldly to me. Don’t
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look so angry. T have done my best, dear;”* and the poor creas
ture tried to smile with a look of affection. DBut it was a faint
and ghastly smile, indicating the angnish of crushed affection,
rather than the play of a hvmg motion. ‘

“I won’t be angry any more, dear Grace' I won’t look
cold, nor speak unkindly any more,” her husband said, sooth-
ingly and tenderly, as he bent down and pressed his lips to hers
that were burning with fever. I will love you again, and care
for you, as I once did.”

For an instant, the suffering wife Iooked her husband mtent]y’ '
in the face. Tlis words she scarcely understood, but that act of
genuine tenderness tpwards her, her heart perceived, even in
delirium. )

“Tt is all well,” she murmured, while a sweet smile, whose
genuine expression could not, be mistaken, lit up every feature, as
she closed her eyes, and sunk away into a gentle sleep. C

But the fever abated not. In half an hour she awoke, still un~
settled, but with the remembrance of that moment of reconcilia-
tion indelibly fixed in her mind. All night long did her husband
sit by her bedside, the excitement of the scene compensating for
the physical excitement that had been so suddenly withdrawn,.
and thus keeping his nerves fully strung. Towards morning the

fover of his wife abated, and she sunk into a deep sleep.  She - 3
ooked so thin and pale, and death-like as he bent over her, that
" his heart bounded with an involuntary emotion of fear lest nature e

had become too much exhausted.

It was long after daylight when she again awoke, an expression
of intelligence flitting over her countenance. She found her hus-
band sitting by the bedside, holding her hand in bis, and gazing
down into her face with a look .of subdued tenderness. She
closed her eyes for a moment or two, as if to collect her mind,
and then opened them again, and gazed intently npon him.

“Way it not all a sweet dream, then ? ”” she murmared, in a
doubting tone.

s No, Grace, it is no dream but a blessed reality,”” her hus-

band softly answered, bending over and kissing her.” ¢ From this |

hour I am a changed man—-—-ﬁom this hour I w1ll be to you what
I was jn years long passed away: the remembrance of which is
still dear to me. Last night T threw myself within the sphere of
the great moral reformation that is now progressing—the temri -
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ance reformation-—and I feel, I know, that there is in that sphere
& sustaining power that will keep me true to my pledge. For-the
~ past, I dare not ask you to forgive me. If you can, let its deeds
sink as much as possible into oblivion. But for the future, take

hope. In the strength of Him whose divine power is present in. -

avery good resolution, I will be true to my wife, my children,
snd myself!” : -

In what better language than that of the following couplet can
. T describe the effect of this declaration upon the poor wife of Dr.
Harper, to whom hope had sprung up suddenly as.she had felt
herself just entering the caverns of despair.

“ She rose—she sprung—she clung to his embrace,
Till his heart heaved beneath her hidden face.”

And there she lay as weak as an infant, and full of the inno-

cent, trusting affection of an infant, for a long, long time. So.

many years had passed since she could lie there with a feeling of
confidence, that it seemed as if she conld never be willing to re-
‘move her head from his bosom. At last, she murmured, lifting
herself up, and sinking back upon her pillow, while the tears lay
upon her cheeks,~— ‘

« We shall be happy again, dear husband!”

And they were again happy. Doctor Harper was not mis-
taken in the power of association. Up to this time, he had not
only kept his pledge, but is one among the most active members
of the temperance society. IHe has resumed the practice of
medicine, and is fast acquiring confidence, and we doubt not will
yet rise to eminence in his profession. '

THE WIDOW'S SON.

Tr had snowed heavily throughout the day, but towards eve-
ning the temperature moderated, and it commmenced raining
steadily, with every appearance. of the storm continuing for the
night. - The light snow, now thoroughly saturated with water,
made the walking so bad that few individuals ventured forth, un-
Jess acted upon by the impulse of necessity, or seeking the grati-
fication of some strong desire. ' _ o

It was the last named motive that indizced me to leave a com-

* fortable fireside. So much bad I become  interested in the
‘progress of the great movement that was in action, that T was

eager to observe all its phases; I therefore availed myself of every
opportunity to attend the meetings of the Reformers. This was

" the regular night, and I considered the question but a moinent,
before resolving to think but lightly of the storm.

As T picked my way throngh Lombard, in the neighborhood

“of Light street, I observed a man staggering along before me,
~ evidently intoxicated. At the corner of Light street he paused,

and looked, for some time, down towards the wharf, evidently
debating an undéecided question. While he.thus stood, I came
up to him, and saw that ‘he was a man‘in the prime of life, mis-
erably clad, and shivering with the cold. The rain had pene-
trated his. garments until they were dripping—his feet, upon
which were a pair of worn stockings, and shoes full of holes, .
were, of coufse, thoroughly soaked with the snow water, and

~ were, as I supposed, nearly frozen.

Hundreds of times before had I passed such miserable creatures . -
in the street with a féeling of shrinking disgust, but now my
heart yearned for the poor wretch, shivering and shrinking in the.

" storm, even though he was a debased drunkard, and in a state of
~ intoxication. o B

“What are you- doing out on such a night as this, my
friend ?”’ I said to him in a kind tone.

ass).
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T should think it would not take you long to guess,” he re-
plied, with some bitterness. '

“ Not after more of the accursed pmsou that has ruined you" ”?
T said,

¢ What else do you think could bring me out on a mcrht like
this? But I have no money, and am burning up w1th thirst.
_Gwe me a few cents, sir, in the name of : Heaven!”?

T cannot do that, my {riend, because it would do yon harm.
But why not drink water, if you are so dry?”

“ Water! water! then give me some water, or I shall be con-
sumed with the fire vuthln me.’

I took hold of the wretched man’s arm, and led him along un-
til I came near 2 little shop, into which I went, and procured for
him a glass of water. He dravk it off with trembling eagerness.

“Now, my friend,” I said, kindly and encouragingly,
“would n’t you give worlds, if you had them, to be able to
break away from the bondage in which you now are ?”

“Worlds!” he ejaculated with energy; ‘“yes, millions of
worlds! But my case is hopeless. Hundreds and hundreds of
times have I resolved to reform, and hundreds and hundreds of
times have I endeavored to put my good resolution into practice,
but it was no use—I always went back again, and, at every such
relapse, became worse. There is no hope—no hope!” '

- O how sad and mournful were his tones as he uttered that
brief sentence! : - .

¢ There is hope, my fifend!” I remarked in a quick, confi-
dent, energetic voice, meant to inspire him, 1f' possible, with a
new resolutlo‘ﬂ.

- “How? Where? Do not mock me, sir,” he rephed—at
first in a tone of confidence, that sub51ded into one of desponden-
¢y and.doubt.

¢ Have you not heard of the Washingtonians ?”’

¢ The Washingtonians? No. Who are they ?”

« Reformed drmkers Many of them men who were as far
gone as you are.’ -

“You are trifling with me, sir,” the poor man sald shaking
his head slowly. « No one ever heard of men like me reforming.
Every body gives us over to destruetion, and to destruction we
go without a hand strong enough being reached out to save us.”

“I have heard of many such 7T rephed with emphatic ear-

L e
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nestness, “and if you will go with me to-night, I will show you
more than a hundred men once as bad, if not worse than you are,
who have reformed. And they will tell you so themselves, and
tell you how you may reform. And not only tell you how, but

~ will assist you to reform. Wil you go with me?”

“T will,” was his prompt answer. :
"And then he walked along with me, much sobered, while I
said every thing I could to encourage him. We soon arrived at

,the meeting house. Notwithstanding the very inclement night,

there were several hundreds present. . The meeting not being yet
organized, many individuals came round the poor wretch I had
brought in, and commenced talking to him. I pointed to the
condition of his feet, when, on esamination, it was found that
they were benumbed, and nearly frozen. ..A bucket of pump
water was, immediately obtained and his feet plunged into it, and
held there until sensation was restored. Then a pair of dry,
warm stockings, and a pair of new, stout shoes were placed upon

them, and some of his drenched clothes removed, and warm, dr y

coarse garments were given to him in their stead.
He seemed bewﬂdered at all this. He could but dimly com-

prehend its meaning. But he was becoming miore and more

sobered every moment. By this time the regular proceedings of
the meeting had begun, which consisted principally of the relation
of experiences. To these he listened with the deepest interest,
and often could be seen diawing his hand across his eyes, evi-

dently much affected. . As one and another told how they had

been enabled, by signing the pledge, and joining actively in the
operations of the society, to overcome entirely the thirst for
liquor, that had at one fime been intolerable, I could see him
lifting his head with an air of confidence that made my: heart feel
glad in my bosom. :

After the speaking was over, and the pledge was read, he was -
the first to go forward and inscribe his name. As he returned to
his seat, I stepped forward, and took his hand.

“You will keep that pledge, I know you will,” I said, con-

fidently. o

“I feel'as sure of it, as that I am standmcr here. T feel that
there is'a power here, in this society, that w111 sustain me. O,

sir, I can never thank you enough for bringing me here!”’

% Remain faithful, and that will be my highest reward.”
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“I will, I w111 ” he replied, earnestly grasplng my hand -and
then passing on to his seat.

I need not say that my heart glowed in my bosom, and that I
felt more than ever resolved to speak a warning or encouraging
word to the poor drunkard wherever I should meet him. The
history of the individual I have alluded to is one of much Inter-
est, involving details of a tender and pathetic character. I re-
ceived it in part from his own lips, months after his reformation,
and partly from his aged mother, who has invoked blessings on
my head a hundred and a hundred times. Without further pre-
'Iiminaries, T will introduce it to the reader. :

‘THE WIDOW’S SON.

¢ ArrrED!”

“I am here, father,” replied the son,.coming quickly to the
bed-side, and bending over his dying parent with tender solici-
tude, mingled with deep sortow at the sad bereavement he was

evidently about to sustain. :

“Is your mother here, Alfred?”” the father said, as his son,
Just verging upon manhood, stood near him.

¢ She has left the room f01 a few minutes, Shall I call hex?”

“ No, my son, for I wish to speak to you alone.”

A brief pause ensued, and then the father proceeded :~

¢ Alfred, a child can never know all that a tender mother feels

~ for him—all that she has suffered for him. If he could know it,

" and feel it, he would never neglect her, or think lightly of her.

You, my son, have been blessed with the tenderest mother—one
who, from the moment the light of this world dawned upon you,
has not ceased to love you, and care for you with the most affec-
tionate solicitude. Time nor strength will permit me to tell you of
all her care, and anxiety, and watchfulness over you through the

period of infancy and youth, nor how untiring have been her exer- -

tions in the effort to impress upon you those high and pure prinei-
ples that, if obeyed, will be your gunide and defence in manhood.
And now, that I am about to leave you—now that he, upon whom
your mother has leaned for thirty years, is about being taken from
her, will not her only son repay her deep and untiring solicitude
by a return of care and affection that shall, in some degree, com-

pensate for so great a loss? Bug I need not ask you this question,
! %
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my son. I have confidence in you. I am sure that the genuine
truths that we have endeavored so carefully to implant in your
mind, must and will take root, and produce good fruits. As for
me, my son, standing as I now do npon the ntmost vetge of time,

T am not afraid to pass through the narrow strait of death I

am . conscious that I have endea.vmed, through a long life, to live
in obedience to the pure and -elevated principles of goodness and
truth, and this now sustains me. And.-I pass away from this
stage of existence with the more calmness under the deep con-
scionsness which I have, that my removal will only bind the two

beloved ones whom I leave behind me, in stronger bonds of af-
fection.” Love your mother, then, my boy, with a deeper and

' ‘purer love than ever you have felt for her. Regard her with a
.tenderer interest. Do not motirn for me, for I shall not be alto-
gether separated from you.  They who truly love each other are

ever spiritually “present, though they may be absent as to body.
I shall rio Tonger be encumbered with a gross body, and shall
therefore be, in affection, more intimately conjoined to you.

"Think often of this—think often of me, and this very thought will

bring a degree of presence.” .

The feeble old man uttered this much and then sunk back
upon the bed, exhausted. At that moment she to whom he had
been alluding came into'the room, and approaching the bed-side,
bent over her dying. partner, with eyes” dimmed by the waters of

)'"aff'ectlon that would unseal their fountains. As she stood thus,
‘he took -her band ‘ahd placed it within that of his son, and press-

ing them both, said: :
¢ Alfred, love your mother, and confide in her.: You are just

‘entering’ the World—a strange and evil world, with thousands of

varied alluxements and’ temptations. qut much to your

‘mother’s experience and counsel. Never do any thing: that she
‘condemns or opposes, for, remember that she has ever Im ed you

and cared for you, and must still continue to regard your good in

all that she says or does. A mother who truly 10\ es her son, has

perceptions of riglit and wrong far,ahove his rational dzscnmum-
tions, especially when ke is _]ust ent@rmn‘ upon life.  'Would that
you might ever feel this truth, that a mother’s affection for Ler
child is l:ke a sensitive plant, that perceives the slightest toneh of
that which might injure! But I need say no more—I know

“your love for her whose  guardian care lias ever been about you.”

>
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Weak phyéical nature sunk under this effort, and the old man

closed his eyes, still clasping the hands of his two most beloved

‘earthly objects within his own, For many minutes he lay in a
deep calm, with his eyes closed. Neither the mother nor son
attempted to withdraw their hands. At last the still apparent
pressure of his fingers began to subside, and they perceived that
‘his touch was growing colder. This aroused them to conscious-
ness. He was dead!

We will not linger to picture the deep grief that weighed
down the spirits of mother and son for months after he to whom
their affections had ¢lung for many years was removed from
them, Gradually the keen edge of sorrow became less acute, as
the cares of this world, from which none are free, pressed upon
them, and demanded a due consideration.

Alfred Lennox, acting under the advice of his father who had
devoted the best years of lis life to legal 'pursuits, studied law as
a profession under one of the most eminent jurists in Maryland.
A few months before the death of his fathef he had been admit-
ted to the Baltimore bar, and had already conducted one or two
cases with no ordinary degree of tact and judgment,

On setthncr up his fath(ar s estate, of which he had been con-
stituted, by the will, executor, he found that a very large invest-
ment which his father had made in stocks, was likely to prove a
loss. Before he could make arrangements to sell, even at a sac-
« rifice, the corporation which had issued the stock failed, leaving
no.assets to pay the holders of its seript. This unlooked for
event made it necessary for Alfred to devote himself piore assidu-
ously to his profession. Under the idea that they had a compe-
tence, he had felt only the impulse of a desire tp be eminent in
his profession urging him on—now he had the stronger power of

.

necessity inciting him to activity. The consequence was, that he

bent himself to his legal duties with an energy and industry that
with his mind and education, could not but ensure him sunccess.

It had not needed the dying injunction of Mr. Lennox to

cause Alfred to be devoted to his mother. But that injunction
had caused him to think more of her, and with a tenderer regard
and more earnest solicitude. Before his father’s death he had
always consulted him, and had ever found him a judicious adviser.

Now, he transferred his confidence to his mother—but with this

difference, that he endeavored to aid her rational mind in the

By
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consideration of a debated point, where action was required, by a
full statement of all reasons pro and con that were presented to
his own mind, leaving her to that intuitive perception of the true
difference, for which the female mind, when not biased by selfish
and evil affections, and sustained by man’s rational faculty, is so
remarkable. He did not, of course, as a man, lay aside his

rationality, and allow himself to Le blindly influenced. He only .

sought the aid of a woman’s perceptions to -enable him to see a
doubtful point in a truly rational light. TFor he had heen taught
by his father this truth-—that there are many things in Whlch a
woman’s perceptions are more to be confided in than a man’s
reasonings. :

This conﬁdence drew him nearer to his mother, and caused her
widowed heart to lift itself up with a new emotion of pleasure.
Still, conscious of the evil that must.bejet the path of one so
young, and altogether inexperiencéd in'fhie world’s ways, she felt

* for him a daily cdncern, that made her close in all her observa-

tions. But she was judicious in this carefulness. She was cau-
tious not to make him feel restraint—nor to destroy his rational
freedom ; but, rather, to guard him by counsels that did not
seem, and were not felt as such.

It is, alas! an evil world in which we live, and its evils are
rendered tenfold more powerful in consequence of the reciprocal -
evils in ourselves; and often while we are guarding one point,

_the enemy is making a breach at anothéx It had never ocecurred ‘
to either Mr. Lennov or Alfred’s mother to warn him gl the

evils of intemperance, the dangers of which had not been so gen-
erally perceived and f'elt, as they have in later days. The rare
cases of drunkenness which hagd occurred up to that period, rap-

idly increasing, however, about that time, had been looked upen-

assuch degrading instances.of human folly, that no one -of the
standing and moral purity of Alfred Lennox, was dreamed of as
in danger, Liquors of various kinds were, therefore, habitually

~used as beverages ; and it had become a custom of the young law-

yers to meet frequently in convivial and wine drinking parties in
various places, but most- usually atsome tavern where a room was

- hired for the purpose.  Alfred being a favorite with the young’

men of the profession,. was usually an mv;tod guest at all of them,
so that he was present at such parties almost every week. It
pleased his mother to see him thus enjoying himself, for i in that
en‘]oyment she dld not perceive the slightest danger. -

Fﬁ'
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T'his course of life continued for some two or three years, dur-
ing which time young Lennox was fast rising into distinction, and
acquiring an extensive practice. But, alas! during that time,
habits had gradunally been forming, that were ultimately to be his
ruin. The keen zest with which a young man of buoyant mind
enters into almost any thing that presents itself involving excite-
ment and companionship'is well known. And it greatly depends
on his entrance into life, and upon the character of those who be-

- come his associates, whether he rises to honorable distinction, or
becomes debased by the predominance of low and sensual appe-
tites. Unfortunately for Alfred Lennox, his companions were
not of the truly right starp. Not that they were base and low;
but because they too readily joined in the gratification of mere
_ appetite and passion, and thus gradually bore each’ other down-
wards, instead of rising together in a mutual superiority over the

grovelling power of sensuality. :
Nothing had reached Mrs. Lennox’s ears, or met her eves, that
warned her of the danger that was lurking in the path of her son.

But she felt, at the end of the second year after her husband’s
death, that all was not right. The presence of Alfved, affection-
ate and attentive to her thongh he still remained, and though he
still loved her with unabated tenderness, did riot affect her so
pleasantly as it had previously done. She seemed to feel, as she

sat by his side, an emanation of something from him that was’

repulsive to her own pure and high feelings. It was not long
afterwards that she noted something in the expression of his face
that pained her—something indistinet, yet ever and anon recur-
ring, that indicated a progressive change in his moral character,
* that her heart pronounced not good.

A sudden alarm was the consequence, rousing her mind into
active observation. It was not long before she discovered a
weakness that startled her with new and painful fears. She ob-
gerved that his love of wine and brandy was increasing—that he
drank double the quantity at dinner that he had been in the habit
of taking a year before; and, also, that his mind was always a
little excited, confused, or wandering after this indulgence. Still,
it seemed so impl'obable that her son could ever become debased
by drink, that she tried to dismiss from her heart the fear that
oppressed it. DBut she could not. Every time she saw him re-
curring again and again to his wine or brandy and observed its
effects upon him, her hedrt would sink in her bosom. .
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“ You never stay at home with me now a single evening in the
week, Alfred,” she said to him, kindly, one evening about this
time,” _ ' '

« Yt is true, mother,” he replied, %in a tone of affection, “but,
then, I have so many engagements on my hands that it cccupies
all my time.” _ . '

¢ Still, I cannot kelp thinking that you might spare me a sin-
gle evening now and then. I am old now and lonely.”

~ Mus. Lennox’s voice slightly trembled.

¢ T feel that I have done wrong, mother,” Alfred said, after a:
pause. “ I onght not to neglect you for any engagement. And
I will not. To-night’s engagement I will break and stay at home
with you.” -

¢ No, Alfred, I will not have you fail to keep any engagement
on my account,” Mrs, Lennox said, in a more cheerful fone, for
the prompt resolution of her son had re-assured-her. * Go as’
you have promised. Hereafter I shall be glad to have your soci-
ety whenever I can have it without interfering with your duties '
or your lawful recreations.” : ‘

Alfred hesitated awhile ; but, at length, urged by his ‘mother,

" went out. He proceeded at once to a room in the Fountain Inn,
" Light street, where half a dozen young men were collected for a

wine drinking frolic. _ !

¢« Here’s Lennox at last!  Why, we ve been waiting this half
hour for you,” said one, as he seated himself at the table, which
was plentifully supplied with glasses. .

“ Why did you wait for me?” he asked.

« (, because we wish to start fair,” was the reply. “I’m
going to make every man here drunk to-night.” -

¢ Indeed!”

“Yes. T can drink more wine than any person in the rdom,
and then walk home to my lodgings without staggering, while
every one of you lies under the table as drunk as Bacchus.”

T can stand as much as you, I know,” responded one.

¢« And so can I,”” added another.

“T’m not afraid,” .chimed ina third. .

- And so it ran around the table; no one showing any disposi-
tion to reject the challenge. Then the trial commenced at once
between these young men, emulous of ‘degradation: For a
moment or two Alfred thought of his mother, and the interview

12
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“which he had just held with her; but the spirit of insane emu-
lation that prevailed among his friends was almost instantly su-
perinduced upon his own mind, and he was not only ready, but
willing, and’ delighted, to enter npon the trial.

The consequence was, that at eleven o’clock, he fell from his
chair perfectly intoxicated. - One after another of his companions
followed him, until only two remained, the challénger and
another, Who, though far gone, had just sense emough left to
agree upon a truce, and then to go off home, leaving the others
to take their drunken sleep out under the table.

Tt had been Mrs, Lennox’s habit to retire at the usual hour,
whether Alfred were in or not. But on this evening, she felt in
hopes that he would return, early, and therefore continued to sit
up, expecting his return every moment, until the clock struck
twelve. ' :

“ He ought not to stay out so late,” she murmured to herself,

the impropriety of his doing so, forcing itself stroncﬂy upon her
mind.

Another hour passed away, and then she retired to her bed,
and lay, listening an hour longer, in the hope of hearing him
enter. Finally she fell asleep, but was frequently awakened, ere
~ the morning broke, by troubled dreams. At day-dawn she arose,
-and ascertained that Alfred had returned. This was a relief to
her mind—though the fact of his having staid out so late troubled
* her, she scarcely knew why.

When the bell rang for breakfast, Alfred came down. He haa
returned a little before daybreak, pretty well sobered, and deeply
miortified at the result of his drinking frolic. His inclination was
to lie down again and sleep off the effects of his debauch; but
his anxiety to keep it from his mother’s observation was so strong,

" that he roused himself up, and made every preparatidn that he
could to meet her, go as to throw off any suspicion of the truth,
Bit he conld not disguise the ‘too evident marks of a deep
debauch, from which he was but partially recovered. One
glance of his mother’s eye, sufficed to tell her but too truly that
her son had fallen.

The-effect of this discovery upon her mind was too pamful to
be concealed. A moment or two she looked into his face, with a
forced calmness—but nature was too powerful to be controlled.
The tears gushed from her eyes; and rising, she left the table,
and-retired to her chamber. '
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¢ Mother !”” he called after her, in a feeble, hesitating_foné.

. But she did not hear him; or, hearing, did not pause at her

name. Then he, likewise, arose from the table, and went into
his own room, his mind oppressed with the keenest remorse.
Conscions that his appearance was such, that to seek her presence
would only add to her distress of mmd he threw himself upen

- his 'bed, and endeavored to.lose himself in sleep.  Still oppressed
and slaggish from the effects of his debanch, he soon fell into a

}nofound slumber, that lasted for several hours. When he awoke

" his mother was standing over him, and looking down into his face
- with an expression of tender solicitude, mmgle_d with a look of

suffering that deeply touched his feelings. :

For some time after Mrs. Lennox had retired to her chamber,
‘her ‘mind was in a tumult of distress. None but a mother can
imagine ‘the ancrulsh of her heart on making the discovery that

“her pure-mmded -noble-spirited boy had faHen from the calm,

rational dignity of manhood by a weak self-indulgence. And
with this discovery, was the chilling fear, that, being once upon
enchanted ground, no power could awaken him from his delusion.,
The paralyzing influence of such thoughts and feelings, could not

" long remain. A sense of duty aroused her.

“ What can I do? What mast I do?” were questlons hard
to answer. * Siill, she must act. - Danger was lurking in the path
of her son, ard she must, if possible, so make him senmble of that
danger, as to arouse him into watchfulness.

It was nearly an hour after she had retired abruptly, as has
been stated, to her room, that she found lerself sufficiently com-

- posed to leave it. On coming down stairs, she was. dreatly re-
lieved to find that Alfred had not gone out. She did not inquire .

for him, fqr she was partlculal ly anxious not to have, if possible,
the attention of the servants directed to his aberration. Not find-
ing him in the parlor, she concluded.that-he was in his chamber,
and, perhaps, asleep. But, as hour after hour passed away, and
he did not appear, her anxiety about him inereased to such an ex-
tent that she could not rest until she had seen him, and learned

_something of his state of mind. She therefore went to his cham-~

ber, and tapped lightly upon the door: No answer following, she

tapped again and again, with no better success. :
“ He is asleep, and I will not disturb him,” she said, and S0 re-.

tired again to her own room. The very tenderness of her affee-
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tion now caused her to begin to make excnses for him. She rea-
soned, that, like hundreds of other young men, he had been led
on to drink; unsuspectingly, until he was overcome. He had spok-
en of an engagement for the previous evening, which was doubt-
less with some of his male companimj’is, with whom he had lin-
gered too long over. the wine. ;

Thus she comforted herself, and excused him, her anxiety to
meet him increasing every moment. Tt was not long before she
was again tapping at his room door, but with no better success.
- TFinding that he did not answer, it was suddenly suggested to her
mind that he might not be there, Instantly she opened the door
and entered. He was lying in a deep sleep upon the bed, his face
flushed, and his breathing hard. The air of the room was op-
pressed with the vile odor of his breath, the inhalation of which
made his mother sick. Stepping lightly to the windows, she
opened them, and after letting the room get thoroughly ventilated,
closed them again, and went and stood over him. His face had
already become paler, and his respiration less deep and oppressive,
The pure air had already imparted its healthy influence.

« Alfred, my son!’ she said in a low, earnest voice, laying
her hand gently upon him. _ i

But his ear was too deeply sealed. He could not hear her.

. ¢ Alfred, Alfred 1" she called, still louder.

Her voice was now evidently heard, for he aroused partially, in
which state he lay for some time, consciousness gradually return-
ing. At length he opened his eyes, and saw his mother bending
over him. But he quickly closed them again, and for some mo-
ments endeavored to collect his scattered senses.

¢ Alfred, my son !’ Mrs. Lennox said, tenderly.

That low, earnest tone, full of maternal pathos, thrilled upon
his heart. He felt that it was a tone of forgiveness, but mingled
with grief. Tt touched the fountains of emotion, and the waters
could not be restrained. Mrs. Lennox saw the quivering of his
closed eyelids, and then the drops oozing forth, the tokens of re-
pentance. . ‘ _

« My dear child!” she murmured, stooping down and kissing
him. ¢ Let this one lesson be a sufficient warning.”

«Tt js—it shall be!? he whispered, the tears now gushing
forth, and rolling in large pure drops over his cheeks..

" «Then, Alfred, let the past be thought of—not with remorse =
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that gives present unhappiness, but with a resolution fixed and
immutable never again to be charmed by the’ voice of a deluding
Syren—never again to have your garments soiled.”

¢ (an you forgive me, mother, this first and last departure
from aright path—that path in which you have so steadily guided
my early footsteps ?** the young man asked, looking up into his
mother’s face.

 You are already forgiven, Alfred,” was her reply. ¢ Only

~guard yourself in future, and thé past will soon cease to be re-

membered by me with pain. If again tempted, think of the

- widowed mother resigned to your care by a dying father. Recur

to that parting scene, and surely no temptation can again over-
come you.” - :

Thus soothed and encouraged, Alfred Lennox gradually recov-
ered himself. From that time he was more attentive to his
mother, and remained at home with and read to her more fre-
quently in the evening. But his painful feelings in thinking of
his debauch, arose principally from the fact that his mother had
discovered its effect upon him. Had she known nothing of it, he '
would have felt little concerned about the matter,.and recurred
to it only to laugh iwith his gay companions. :

As to the -use of liquors, he did not dream of abating that in
any degree, except in the presence of his mother, to whom he
plainly perceived that it gave pain. What he abated in her pres-

~ence was, however, made up when out of it. As often as haif a.

dozen times a day would he resort to the tavern with some two or
three of his professional and other friends to drink, and as fre-
quently during the evenings meet them at wine parties and oyster
suppers. But he was careful mot to permit himself again to lose
his consciowsness. Thus he succeeded in completely blinding
his mother, to whom he increased his kind attentions—not hypo-
critically, for he loved her as she deserved to be loved, purely and
tenderly. He deceived her only because he knew that she would
esteém his course of life an exceedingly dangerous one, and he
did not wish to give her unnecessary pain. As for himself, he
had no fears on the subject. _ ‘

But he had great cause of fear. He had never calculated the

~power of habit, althongh, like others, he could utter and admit

the adage, that “habit is second nature.”” It must not here be 7
imagined, that Lennox was abating his professional zeal—that he
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was forming to himself a new and admitted end of life. Not so.
He was still a legal student of great industry, and was rapidly
rising into eminence, not by the overpowering and dazzling bril-
lancy of genius, but by the strong, clear, steady light of a well-
balanced, well-farnished intellect. . A good cause placed in his
hands was sure of success, because his mind, acting upon truth,
was like a burning glass, revealing in intenser light every minute
particular. In a word, he was the pfide and first promise of the
Baltimore Bar,

At the age of twenty-six, he became deeply attached to Flor-¢
ence R , the daughter of a wealthy merchant. That affec-
tion was plainly reciprocated, although no declaration had yet
been made on his part. After consultation with his mother, as to
the young lady’s true character and. fitness for a wife—for in this
matter he felt willing to confide in her judgment and close obser-
vation—he concluded to make proposals, and did so accordingly.
He was referred by Florence to her father. :

“Mr. R 7 he said, waiting on that gentleman, with the
genmine frankness. of his character, “I wish to say to you, and
without preliminaries, that I find myself deeply attached to your
daughter Florence. Will you consent to our marriage?”

Alfred had expected a prompt and cordial assent, but he was
mistaken, -

« Allow me a week to consider your proposition, Mr. Len-.
nox,” was the grave reply. ¢ My daughter is very dear to me,
and I cahnot part with her lightly.”

« All perfectly right,” Lennox endeavored to say with a cheer-
ful air, but his heart -sunk within him. He perceived doubt in
the tone of Mr. R ’s voice, and, he thonght, disapprobation
in the expression of his countenance. This he could not undér-
stand. Bis position in society was as good as that of Mr. R ,
his character as fair, and his reputation at the Bar high, and still

rapidly rising. It was all a strange mystery. He had supposed -

that bis offer would have been met promptly and gladly, For a
time his wounded pride resolved to give up all idea of Florence—
to cast Ler aside. But this he could not do. The doubt thus
unexpectedly thrown over his prospect of obtaining her, increased
ten-fold his.love, and made him ten times more desirous of pos-
“gessing her. C

As soon as Alfred Lad left the house, Mr. R.

sought his
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daughter’s room, where she had retired with a trembling heart,

to await the result of an interview, the meaning of which she

well imagined. -
« Tlorence, my child,”” he said, seating himself by her side,

. . a1 . .+ r
and taking her trembling hand within his own, ¢since yom

mother’s death, have you ever felt for a single moment that your
father did not love you, and care for your happiness with a con-
stant care ?” - : : :

« No, dear father,” she replied, looking up into his face, while
the tears came to her eyes. “ Why do you ask?”

Mr. R felt that her hand trembled within his still more.

¢ Be calm, my dear,” he said, «1 see that you are conscious
of the subject upon which I am going to converse with you. In
speaking of it to each other then, let us lay aside all reserve.
Tell me, then, in the beginning, do you feel an affection for Mr.
Lennox??” o C - :

T eannot deny it, father.” ,

s How long have you felt this sentiment, Florence ?”’

¢«Tt has been growing upon me for some time,” replied the
blushing maiden; “but so insensibly, that I hardly dared to
acknowledge it to myself, until he made to me a declaration of a
like sentiment.” ' :

¢« And what reply did you make him?” was Mr. R—'s

* quick interrogation.

«T referred him to you, sir, of course.”

« Witliout acknowledging a kindred sentiment?”

# Not by words, father.” .

Mr. R paused a few moments, and then resumed :

« Suppose, my dear, that I were to object to your marriage
with bim, do you think that you could weigh, rationally, my
reasons for so doing?” _ ‘ ‘ .

«T do not know, father,”” Florence said, leaning her head upon”

 his arm, as she hid her face with her hands, and gave way to an’

involuntary gush of tears. ) :
The heart of Mr. R was moved. He knew the power of
the sentiment that it was too evident had been formed in her -

"'mind. He knew the affectionate nature of his child, and was

“conscious, that if once her love were called out and placed
unworthily, she would be robbed of happiness, it might be of

~ hope. Under this feeling he hardly knew what to say, or how to
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act. After a long sﬂence, as the agitation of Florences mind
began to subside, her father said—

% You are aware, my dear, that, in many instances, we see only’
, My H ¥

the appearance of truth around us. That it is often hard to judge
of a man’s real character. That——" _
“ Pear; father, speak out plainly,” Florence said, looking up,

earnestly, into her father’s face. Surely you cannot mean that -

Mr. Lennox is not a man of good character ?”’

¢« Perhaps that would be too strong a term, Florence. Still,
to speak out plainly, I do not think that you would be happy as
the wife of Alfred Lennox.”

«« O father! why do you say so? I am sure Alfred is all that
is excellent.”

“ My dear child, I appreciate your feelings. But do you not -

think, that as a man with my years and experience, I ought to be
able to judge of another man’s true character much better than
you?”

“T certainly do, father.”

« And are you not willing to repose some confidence in my
judgment ?”’

“ Have I not always confided in it ?”

“You have, Florence. And I trust are still willing to confide
in it, especially in a matter of so much moment.”

“ But you will not exact a blind confidence ?”’

*No, my dear child, I will not. Nor did I intend to exact
such a confidence. I am glad that your mind has made the dis-
erimination.”

¢ Then, father, let me hear plainly why you thmk I would not
be happy as the wife of Mr. Lennox?”

« Because, I am afraid that he is forming bad habits. I do not
like the company he keeps.” ‘

“ Do you know that he is forming bad habits ?

“If I can form any judgment from appearances, I certainly

think that he is. I have employed him to conduct for me a very .

important suit, and have, in consequence, frequent interviews
with him. The more I see of him, the more I am inclined to
think that his habits are not good.” "

This did not seem to satisfy Florence.

“Ts it not possible, father,” she said, after a few moments’ sil-
ence, ““that you may have a prejudice against him, that is not

based upon any rational ground ?”
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"¢ No, my dear, I can safely say that I have not: for T know
of no young man whom I would rather see your husband than
he, were I satlsﬁed in respect to his habits of life.”

¢ May not your suspicions be groundless ?

“Ttis balely possible that they may. But, if we are to _]udge
of a man’s character by the company he keeps, Alfred Lennox is
far from being above suspicion. You know L 27 '

“ Yes.” :

“They are often together and seem to be intimate.”

“Is it possible!” with a look of painful surprise.

“It is too true. Charles S, is also another of his assoei-
ates, who is known to be dlSSlpated f'rohcsome, and to bear a very
immoral character.”

“ O father, I could not have believed it.”

“ And worse than all, he is said to drink too hard for a young
man of his age. You could not, certainly, run the. fearful risk
of becoming the wife of a drunkard 1»

“ Not after having witnessed the heart-aching grief of my aunt
Anna,” was the reply of Florence.

“T am glad you have alluded to your aunt,” Mr. R said.
“ She was warned by me as I am now warning you. She was
my youngest sister, and the favorite of us all; but was unwilling
to confide in my judgment in a matter where her affections were
concerned. I knew the man who addressed her to be addicted to
the vice of immoderate drinking, and I warned her not to marry

“him. But she would not hear to me; but went so far as to tell

him what T had alleged against him, thus making 'him my bitter
enemy. - I need not tell you the result in her case.’
“But do you think that Mr. Lennox is as far gone as was my

_uncle when aunt Anna married him ?”

“No, my dear, I do not. But what then 77
“You know what I wonld éay, father!”

“T believe I do, Florence. But are you willing to run so
great a risk ?”’
“You know not, father, how deeply my " happmess is in-
volved *’— '

Her voice trembled and was so husky that she could not finish

" the’ sentence.

"¢ know it, Florerice, and I feel it; and for your sake I will -
make the most careful investigation of his. character. When I

- have done so, will you confide in my judgment?”’
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«T feel that it is right that I should, my dear father; and, be

the result what it may, I promise that I will.”

« Spoken like my own dear child 1" Mr, R—— said, drawing
her to his bosom, and kissing her fervently.

The maiden rested confidingly there for a few moments, and
then, rising, retired to her own chamber, where, sinking upon
her bed, she burst into a- flood of tears. . It was a hard task, in-
deed, that she had set for her young and innocent heart.

Meanwhile, Mr. Lennox left the house of Mr. R with his
mind in a tumolt. A week! How could he endure such a sus~
pense, especially where so strong a doubt had been cast over the
issue. He retired to his office, and throwing himself into a chair,
gave way to gloomy thoughts. As he sat thus, a friend came in,
and observing the change in his appearance said—

4 Tn the name of wonder, Alfred, what has come over you?”

“ I’ve got the blues, if you know what they are ? ” he replied,
" half laughing, as he endeavored to rally himself.

«The blues? I rather think that T do know something about
them. But you ?7—what has given you the blues?”

« As to the ‘cause, that is no matter. But do you know how

to cure them ?”’ : : -

«] know various modes of relief. But it takes time for the’

-performance of a perfect cure.” :

¢ S I should think—and even then the prescription may fail
How, then, is temporary relief to be obtained ?

«T have never found anything so efficacious as a good Tom
and Jerry.” _ C

Lennox shook his head.

¢ Even a strong brandy punch is salutary.”

¢ Then come and let us have one.” p

His friend needed no second invitation, and so they proceeded
to o tavern and called for a couple of brandy punches. These
disposed of, and a little time given for the influence to become

manifest, another was taken by each, and then another. Doth

then returned to the office of Lennox, where they chatted abont
various matters for half an hour or so, until the subject of the
young lawyer’s mast important suit at last came up. ‘When the
wine is in, the wit is out, all know to be true. So it proved with
Lennox. Three glasses were enough to make him indiscreet, and
so he detailed to his friend the particulars of his love for Floy-

- ALFRED AND HIS FRIENDS, — Page 208. -




e

THE WIDOW'S SON. 208

ence—how he had offered himself, and had been put off for a

week—with sundry childish declarations of his undying love for
the beautiful maiden. - '

His friend laughed in his sleeve at his weakness, and advised
him to keep his spirits up, by pouring spirits down. This advice
he literally followed. When he came home to tea that evening
Mis. Lennox noted with exquisite pain, that he was more than
half intoxicated, and acted very strangely. -

“ Do not go out this evening, Alfred,” she said, as he took up
his hat after tea, and made a movement towards the door.

“T can’t stay in to-night, mother,”” he replied, turning away
with a gesture of impatience, and hastily quitting the house.

In so unkind a tone Alfred had never before spoken to his
mother. She saw that he had been drinking, and was thus able
to account for the change. But for a mother thus to excuse her
son—her only son, and she a widow! Slowly, and with her
head drooping on her bosom, did Mrs. Lennox steal away to her
charober., Here she sunk upon her knees, and lifted up her
heart in prayer for strength to bear up under an affliction that it
seemed would crush her to the earth. Then, as a degree of
calmness stole over her spirit she prayed for her erring child, be-
seeching with intense fervor that he might be checked in his
course, ere it were too late—ere he brought down the gray hairs
of his widowed mother in sorrow to the grave.

Thus did she endeavor to rest upon the Strong for strength.
But nature was active within her, and its claims could not be
silenced. Though calmer, and still looking upwards in hope as
she arose from her knees, yet her Leart ached with an indescrib-
ahle anguish.

As for Alfred, as soon as he had left the house he repaired to
Malcom’s, where he met three or four of his young friends.
They saw his condition, bat had not the discretion to discourage
him from any further indulgence. On the contrary, they joined
him at once in a social glass. Then they drew up to a table and
commenced a conversation. on the current events of the day.
More liquor was called for, dnd as they continued to drink, their
spirits rose higher and higher, and their voices with their spirits—

‘the loudest voice of all was that of Alfred Lennox. Thas they

spent the whole evening, much to the annoyance of other and
more quiet visitors. :
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It was about ten 6’clock that Lennox became conscious that an
eye was upon him--the steady, searching eye of old Mr. R
who was seated at a table near by, apparently engaged in reading
a newspaper, but really all eye and all ear to the sayings and do-
ings of himself and his wild companions. Drunk as he was, he
could not misunderstand the meaning of the look which Mr.
R
passed up to where the old man was sitting, and, bending down
to his ear, said in an earnest whisper,

“Do mnot judge altogether from appearamces, Mr. R—-.
Young blood is a little warm sometimes.”

«If we are not to judge from appearances, Mr. Lennox, how
are we to arrive at any just conclusions ?”’ was the old man’s cold
reply, while his countenance assumed a sterner aspect.

‘For a moment or two Lennox stood silent, and in painful
irresolution ; then turning away, he sought the door, and left thus
abruptly the house and his companions.

“Fool! fool!” he ejaculated bitterly, as he strode along the
streets, more than half sobered by the incident that had just
occurred.

Homeward he turned his steps, and entered at an early hour
for him, much to the relief of ome waiting and troubled heart.
But she Jknew not the wild agitation of his bosom, nor dreamed

- in her quiet sleep that her son was tossing, nearly all the night,
upon a Wakmg pillow.
+ In the morning, when he came down to breakfast, his pale and
anxzious countenance instantly attracted the eye of his mother.

‘¢ Are you not well, Alfred‘?” she aslxed with anxions solici-
tude. :

“ Not very well,”’ he replied, evasively.

¢Ts there nothing that I can do for you, Alfred?”

¢ No, mother, T have a difficult case on hand, which troubles

my mind exceedingly. It has kept me awake nearly all nigfm,
which will account to you for my appearance. Of course you
cannot abate that cause.” .

“ What suit is it, Alfred?”’ :
¢ The suit of old Mr. R———. It will be reached on the docket

to-morrow.”’
“ But why need you be so trouhled about that?”’
¢ There is more than one reason why I should feel uneasiness.

cast upon him as their eyes met. Instantly rising, he

L

Mr. R
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The case is one of great diffienlty, and T am more than half con-
vinced that justice is not on the side of my client. With a bad
cause ] am weak. My conscience troubles me when I feel that I
am in the position of an oppressor of the innocent.”

« Better lose such a cause than gain it, then, Alfred.”’

“Jf T were satisfied that Mr. R s cldim was unjust, and
there were no other consideration in the way, I should not feel as
I do, in the prospect of losing it. But yon know that I have
offered for the hand of his daughter.”

¢ True, Alfred, and you have never spoken to me of the result
of that offer.”

% He has put me off for a weck, and, in the mean time, this suit
comes on. I have a présentiment, that upon the result of this
suit, will depend the other.”

“Ido not think $0,”” Mrs. Lennox replied, *“I have known Mr.
R for many 'years, and am satisfied that he eannot act in so
important a matter as the marriage of Florence upon such
grounds. He loves her too much.”

“I wish I could tliink so, mother; but I cannot,”” was the

_young man’s desponding reply. The reader is aware that he had

another cause of fear, to which he dared not allude.

At eleven o’clock he was to have a professional interview with
. In looking forward to it, he felt nervous and agita-
ted. In leaving his home, it was with a tacit resolution that he
would drink nothing until after his interview with his client.
DBut his mind was so unsettled, and his nerves so unstrung, that

“he felt compelled to fortify himself with a strong glass of b1and) .

This had the desired effect, and he was enabled to meet Mr.
R—— with composure, and to enter on the business in hand with
gome degree of coolness and rationality. DBut the mind of Mr.
R belng keenly observant, now that he had a double reason
for clase scrutiny, he readily detected the effect of the single
strong potation that the young lawyer had taken, in an elevation‘
of the mind above its natural calm, healthy tone. When the in-
terview closed, he was more than ever satisfied that the young
man stood in a position of great danger, and less willing  than

“ever that his-daughter should risk her hopes and happiness by a

union with him, . . _
On the next morning, the ease, involving many thousands of
dollars, came up It was opened by Lennox‘, in his usual calm:
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and comprehensive manner. He brought out the different points

of dispute in a clear and apparent light, displaying, as he did so,.

his legal knowledge and professional tact in beautiful style.  Mr,
R was charmed with the effort made by the young man, and,
at the same time, deeply pained that one formed as he was for
esteem and usefulness shonld be treading a path of so much doubs
and danger. The opponent of Lennox was a particular friend, or
so Lennox esteemed him—a calm, cool, observant man, who was
deeply read in human nature. None could sooner see a weak

point in an-adversary, and none knew better how to take advan-

" tage of it, than he. Nor was he at all serupulous as to the mode
of gaining this advantage. Iis name was Balford.

At the close of the morning session the advantage was clearly
on the side of Lennox, who had managed the case with even more
than his usual talent and skill. This Balford plainly saw. Run-
ning his arm within that of ‘Lennox, as the latter emerged from
the court room, he said, in a tone of affected concern,

¢« Really, Lennox, I am afraid that you are not going to leave
me a sinigle stone to stand upon.” ‘ ‘

« I certainly shall not, if in my power to knock them from un-
der your feet,”” was the half exulting reply. '
¢« All fair of course. You are not going home to dine, I pre-
sume ? ** Balford added, after a brief pause.

“ Why not?” : _

T never burden my stomach when I have an important cause

" to argue after dinner. Do you?”
" «T always dine, as usual.”

“ There you are in error,” Balford sald. I merely take a
glass of wine or two, and a cracker, thus leaving my body free
from the labor of nutrition, which draws off too much energy
from the brain, while the slight portion Gf food and stimulating
drink that I take, keeps me up, and enables me to think with even
more than ordinary clearness.”

“ That is all new to me—Dut it seems rational,” Lennox re-
plied. ¢ But are you not exhausted when night comes 27

¢« Of course, to some degree. DBut then who would not be
willing to bear a little physical exhaustion, to obtain a legal tri-
umph ? 7 , . .

“ Very true. And I believe I will follow your example,” the

. vonng man said. .

o . -
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. Then comeé with me,” urged the tempter. ¢TI have some
de]ightful'wine, with erackers and cheese, at my office.”
. Lennox did not pause for a second invitation. It was not long

‘before they were joined by two or three well-known friends, all

lovers of good -wine, who seemed to come - understandingly.”
In good company, Lennox always forgot himself. The conse-
quence was, that after the passage of two hours, he was just in
the condition that his frierid Balford always desired to have an op-

_ponent in an important case. At four o'clock the court re-assem-

bled, and Lenhox took the floor. During the morning, there had
been the examination of witnesses, with a lucid summing up of
the evidence given.  Now the grand effort was to come off in
which the true points of issue were to be brought out and exhib-
jted in such a light as to enable the court to give an equitable de-
cision. : ' o . o
The young' lawyer had ‘not uttered .ten words, before Mr. .

R , who was observing him closely, saw, with alarm and sin-

" cere grief, that lie was not in the calm, sane state that he had

been in during' the morning—that he was, in fact, half intoxicated.
For a few minutes he argued with himself the propriety of asking
a postponement of the case, on the ground of the present incapa-
city of bis conusel. But he hesitated to do so, and, for a while,
kept his mind in a negative position in regard to the matter. As
Lennox went on, however, it became so plain that, instead of
bringing out into apparent light the true merits of his case, he was
confusing it, and making success more and more doubtful at every
step of his progress. Mr. R—— at last went up to the Bench,
and whispered to one of the judges his fears, on account of the
condition of Lennox, and begged to have the case postponed.,
The reasonableness of the Tequest was so apparent, that the judges,
after 2 moment’s consultation, asked Lennox to take his seat for a
moment. One of them stated that, at the request of a party con-
cerned, the case was postponed until the next morning at ten
o'clock, at which time he hoped counsel would come properly pre-
pared to enter upon the discussion of the question under consider-
ation. ) B :
" There was not one present, Lennox among the rest, who did
not fully understand the meaning of this unexpected interruption.
As for himself, he had already become conscious that he was
unfit to conduct the case. He glided from the court-room with-
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out. pausing to speak to any one, and hurrying home, retired to
_his chamber overwhelmed with pain and mortification. On the
pext day, he went to the court-house fully prepared to act his

part. He was never more sober and rational in his Iife. . Fully -
convinced of the base part that had been acted towards him by -

the antagonist counsel, his mind rose into double activity under
the determination to retrieve himself, and disappoint his unmanly
opponent. The consequence was, that he acquitted himself with
a power and brilliancy rarely equalled at that Bar, and so fully
sustained his cause, even though his mind had at first been op-
pressed under a sense that there was not equity on his side, that,
when the court re-assembled in the afternoon, a unanimous de-
cision was rendered in favor of his client.

“ You certainly sustained yourself handsomely, Mr. Lennox,”

said Mr. R , coming up to him and taking his hand, after the
decision had been given. *But, my dear sir, remember -that it
takes many successful efforts to redeem one failure such as you
made yesterday.”

“T am aware of that, Mr. R ,” Lenhox replied. ¢ DBut it
is only just to myself that I should state that I was tricked into
the condition I was then in, by Balford.”

“ How ?7
"o ¢« He invited mg to his office after the morning session, and
- with an apparent show of kindness advised me not to go home to
my dinner, as a full meal would oppress and confuse my mind,
but to take a cracker and a glass of wine with him. T was de-
ceived by this pretended interest, and thrown at once into a
pleasant company, which I have no doubt was purposely invited
fo his office. 'The consequence was, that I drank too much wine
on an empty stomach.”

¢ A base act truly, Mr. Lennox! But remember, that where

there is no ground for temptation, we cannot be successfully as-

sailed by even the most subtle temper.” )
This remark was felt by Lennox, and slightly offended him.
He did not reply, and Mr. R bade him good-day and left
"him. The remembrance of what had occurred at Malcom’s
oyster-house, and the failure, from intoxication, on the previous
day, both ¢eeurring while his suit for the hand of Florence was
pending, was enough to keep him sober, at Jeast until the end of
the time specified by old Mr. R when an answer to his appli-
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cation was to be given. - For her sake he would most cfleerfully

have renounced the wild pleasures of convivial companionship.
He called himself a fuol and a madman, for the weakness he had
already displayed, tending, he feared, utterly to destroy his hope
‘of ever gaining over the affectionate regard of the old man for
his darling and only child. At last the lingering term expired,
and with a trembling heart he repaired to the residence of M.
R to hear the word that he felt was to make or mar him for
life. o

* 4T have much to fear—fool that I have been!” he murmured
to himself, as he paused at the door of her who was truly beloved
by him with a most ardent and deep affection.

The servant showed him into the parlor, where sat old Mr.
R , who arose on his entrance, and received him with much
kindness. S :

% You know for what T have come, Mr. R——,” Lennox said,
as soon as he was seated. ¢ Do not, then, keep me in snspense

- —1I cannot bear it. Say, then, do you favor my suit?”

“Jt grieves me, my young friend, to say that I do net,”” Mr. .
replied, still kindly, and indeed in a tonc of affection.
“ May I ask the reason, sir!” Alfred said, with forced

R

. calmness.

¢ You have cerfainly a right to know the reason, Mr. Lennox ;
and, thercfore, T do not feel at liberty to withhold it, munch as it
may pain me to utter the truth. For your talents I have great
respect—-nay, admiration.  The general moral tone of your feel-
ings I like. Your father was one of my earliest and firmest
friends. But your habits, sir! I dare not trust a man of your
habits with. my child” '

Alfred did not for a time attempt to,reply. He was conscious
that Mr. R- had good reasons for judging thus of him,
althcugh he felt that the judgment was a harsh one, and the
danger apprehended altogether out of the question. His first
impulse under the promptings of wounded pride was to leave the
house withont another word, and thus abanden all hope of ever
calling the hand of Florence his own. But his heart yearned -
towards her with too intense an affection thus to give her up, and
without another effort. ‘ E :

“T adwmit, Mr, R——” he at length said with forced calm-

ness, ‘ tlht from one or two things which have recently fallen
13 '
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under your ooservation, you are authorized to judge of me with N
. % Go where, mother?”

ut- you know under what cireumstances , - _ .
_ “ Do not attempt to deceive me, Alfred,” she replied, in the

same calm- voice. “I know all about your destination this
morning. But your mother says that you must not go—arnd
surely you will not disobey ber injunction 1» '
“ You know not what you say, mother,” thé young ‘man re-
sponded, bitterly. * o
“You will not go, surely, Alfred,” she said, her tone and

a rigorous judgment. B
at least one of those aberrations oceurred.” :
«1 do, Mr. Lennox. But that only makes me the more fear-

, ful. Had there not been on your parta habit, already acquired,
of drinking to excess, Mr. Balford would never have thought of

tempting you. The success of his efforts indicates the dangero'us
strength of that habit.” ' '

l « But surely, Mr. R——," the young man urged, “you do _ .
not intend cutting me off at once from hope?” manner changing, “now that you are aware that I know your
«1 do, Mr. Lennox,” was the decided answer. « Both my- T IV errand. Do you think that I could live through the suspense of
golf and Florence have calmly weighed ‘the subject, and our L this day 2 { o o
decided and positive conclusion is, not to accept your offer.” ‘ i . I could curse the miserable wretch who told this tale,” the |
_ ! . young man’ uttered between his teeth, as he commenced pacing

The young man rose slowly from his seat, and bowing low and
silently, left the Thouse, his mind it a fover of excitement such as
he had never known. To drown this, he went to a tavern “and
drank to intoxication. It was a whole week after, before he
again drew a sober breath. What his mother suffered ddring
that time, it would be vain to attempt to describe. But the
intensity of her mental anguish Tose almost to delirium, when
news was brought to her, ander the hope that her influepce over
Ler son would check his mad resolution, that he bad challenged
to mortal combat the lawyer against whom he had recently car-
ried the important case to which we have just alluded.

the room backwards and forwards. ,
% Say you will not go,” urged his mother.
7 cannot say that, for I must go,” was the gloomy reply.

“«Q, say not 56! Say not so, Alfred! Let fhere be no blood

upon your hands. Let me not be robbed of* my all in this
world ! : ' '
u Mo‘t‘her, you know not what you say,” urged the young
man. 1 have been deeply and fatally disgraced and injured.
- Life has been rendered a burden to me by that man—and T will
be revenged, or die!” ‘

The duel was to take place at Bladensburg, on the day suc- O, talk not so wildly, Alfred! " Ts there no one in the whole
ceeding the night when the terrible news was communicated to world to be considered but yourself? s all regard and affection
her. Her son was out, and did not return until nearly twelve - . gone for your mother, who looks up £ you, and reclines upon
Jclock. Then he was half intoxicated, and she felt that remon- 5 o you as th.e only prop to sustain her? Think of these trembling |
strance would be vain. Al night long did she pace the floor o limbs, this weakened body, fast declining, and forbear. Think
of her chamber, the wild anguish of her spirit rendering her of your mother’s wounded and braised spirit, and panse ere youf
insensible to physical exhaustion. Early in the morning her son rash step be taken.” L |

“was to leave on his fatal errand, and she must, if there were  Mother ! r_'not'hei'! you will drive me mad1” the young man
power in & mother’s deep offection over her -child, prevent him su(id enly xclaimed, stiking bis hand npon bis forehead. |
from executing his revengeful purpose. At day-dawn she . Let me urge you, by all the tenderest and dearest considera-
descended to the parlor to await his appearance. She had been tl.O:!‘S, fo forbear,” c'ontinued Mis. Lennox, beseechingly:
there only for a short time, when he came stealthily down the . Motl-ler, you mist not speak to me thus 1" he said, interrupt-

- ing her, in an excited tone. “ You are only drugging the cup,
~ of which I must drink, with intenser bitterness., I cannot pause

—I cannot look back. My honor is at stake——and honor to me

is dearer than life.” :

. And so saying, he turned away and made a movement towards
 the door. ' o

stairs.

" Mother1”” he ejaculated in surprise, as he entered the pa.r]oi'.
« Alfred, you must not go,” she said firmly, while she looked
) . 4 :

him steadily in the face.
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¢ Alfred you must not go!” Mrs. Lenmox exclaimed, spring-

ing to his side, and grasping bis arm tightly. ¢ You must not—
you shall not go!” . A '
" "« Mother, you know not what you are doing,” he said, gently
disengaging himself. Then leading her back, he seated her upon
the sofa, and turning, glided away, and was out of the house be-
fore she had fime to recover herself.

She did not attempt to follow, for she felt that to do so would
be vain. All through the awful day no one came near her.
‘Alone she awaited the fearful result, that-would bring her, per-
haps, the lifeless body of her beloved son—or return him with
his hand stained by the blood of his fellow. Slowly did the
hours éreep by, each marking some indelible line of pain upon
her over-burdened heart. As the day began to decline, a stupor
came over her spirit. Nature seemed to be exhausted. But
towards evening, when it was time for Alfred to return, if he
were ever to return alive, her anxiety arose to its highest pitch
of intensity. Like a restless spirit, she wandered from room to
room, ever and anon going to the door and looking up the street
with an earnest gaze. - : '

Moment after moment, minute after minute, and hour after
hour continued to glide away, until the dim twilight began to fall
around, and still he came not. Weak and faint with'fear, anxie-
ty and suspense, she at last sank tpon a chair.” She had remain-
ed there for about five minutes, when the hall door was suddenly
thrown open, and quick feet hurried along the passage. She
could not rise, mor speak, nor make 4 sound. But her suspense
was brief. Alfred rushed in, and sinking down by her side,
“burst into tears, _

« My son—my son!” she could only murmur, when overtried
nature gave way, and she became insensible. '

The duel had resulted in theé death of Balford, who was shot
down at the first fire, and died before he could be taken from the
ground. Overwhelmed with a terrible remorse, Lennox returned
homie, tempted strongly to the commission of suicide. The faint-
ing condition of his mother aroused him in some degree, and
called out his thoughts from himself in care for another. Tt was
more than an hour before Mrs. Lennox was restored to conscions-
ness under the careful attentions of the family physician. Then
_she was so feeble that she was forbidden to hold any intercourse
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" wyith her son, who fetived to bis chamber, & prey to the m_os;i:

gloomy reflections. For an hour he paced the room to and fro, .

" and at length, as the agon-j of his mind grew more intense, he

‘went forth into the open air, and wandered for a long time about
the streets. When he returned home, his mind and boc}y were
both stupefied. He had drank deeply for the purpose of relief.
“We will not attempt to portray his feelings, nor those of his
mother when they met on the next morning, and she became
conscious that the bands of her son were imbued with the blood
of his fellow-man. She saw the anguish of his spirit, and there-
fore spoke no word of censure—but she could not utter one of
comfort. Although they went through the form of sitting down
to the morning meal, yet no food passed the lips of either ; nor

‘was' any subject of conversation introduced. Silently and op-

pressed in spirit, they rose, at length, from the, table, like mere
antomata, she passing up to her chamber, and he from the house,
neither under the direction of any specific end. His steps, hew-

. ever, were soon bent towards a drinking-house. He felt that he
_must seek relief in the stupefaction of his senses ; and with this

object in view, he drank deeply. By one o’clock he was brought
home drunk and insensible! During many weeks from that day,
he was constantly under the benumbing influence of liquor,
which finally ended in a horrible, halfeconscious delirium.

From. this, under judicious medical treatment, he at length
awakened. But the energy of his character was gone; and, for
a time, his intellect seemed impaired. This was so apparent, that
fow thought of intrusting him with a case of much importance,
and he, of course, soon sunk from the position he had acquired at

“the bar, without making a single effort to regain it. Gradually
he fell into habits of idleness, and a regular course of dissipation.

He was rarely employed in anything above an assault and bat-
tery, or a magistrate’s case, and these yielded him but a slender
income, every cent of which he squandered in -drinking and frol-
icking. . -

In this course of life he had indulged for some two years, grad-
ually sinking lower and lower, when, as he had become active in

. politics, and was a fine speaker, he was nominated as a eandiddte

for the legislature. It needed but this to complete his ruin, al-

* though many of his friends hoped that its effect upon him would

be salutary. Elections then, as they have been too often since,
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mortifying as the admission may be, were carried by drinking:
An electioneering campaign resembled, in some respect, the Bac-
chapalian orgies of old, rather than a general rational movement
of the people, preparatory to an expression of their honest senti-
ments at the polls. :

Into this whirlpeol of excitement, Alfred Lennox entered with
a keen zest. It enabled him, in some degreé, to rise above the
paralyzing tnfluence of two most active causes of depression and

unhappiness—the loss of Florence R , whom he had truly’

and tenderly loved, and the death of Balford, which rested heav-

ily upon his conscience. Four months of active service in this

kind of life, during all of which time he was under strong execite-

ment, ended in a defeat. Of course, he sunk at once into a con-

dition of almost hopeless dissipation. For six weeks after the

election, he came home every night so intoxicated as hardly to be
* able to find his way to bed.

Guch a course of life, united with petty gambling, where there
was little or no income of his own to sustain it, necessarily drew
upon the funds still under his control, as executor of his father’s
estate, which had already been greatly reduced, as stated, by the
failure of a_joint stock company, in which large investments had
been made. In examining into this account one day, when his
mind was less under the influence of artificial excitement than usual,
he was alarmed to discover that there remained but about fifteen
thousand dollars of his father’s handsome property, and that there
was loss than one hundred dollars in the bank. The house in

- which théy lived was valued at eight thousand dollars—thus leav-
ing property from which an income could be derived of only
seven thousand dollars, which netted six hundred dollars per an-
num. :

Startled at this discovery, and conscious that it could not long
be concealed from his mother, unless he changed his habits, and
made a strong effort to increase, through his profession, the annual
income, he struggled for some weeks in the effort to reform.
This did not become fully apparent to his now heart-broken
mother, who was sadly altered, and rapidly sinking in health and
spirits, until the passage of two or three days. She had noticed
that he did not go out as usual on one or two evenings, but, as he
retired to his room, and thus avoided her, she hoped little from
the change. On the third evening, she could not but notice that
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there was a great difference in his appearance and manner towards
her. He was unusually kind, and seemed anxious to do- some-
-tﬁmg to chase from her brow the cloud of sorrow that ever rested
there. ' C

- % Shall T read something to you, mother ?** he said, laying his

~ hand upon a book. ‘

« Alfred 7 And she looked him steadily in the face, while her
own countenance changed rapidly in its expression.

“] know what you would say, mother,” he replied after a
pause; ““and I will anticipate your question. ¥ trust that T have
at last awakened from a wild, delirious dream. Three days ago
I made a vow that I would stop short in the mad career I th A

“ been running. And I have stopped.” Since then I have been
sober and rational, and in every way a far happier man., And

from this.day forth, I am resolved to remain sober and rational.”
Ere he had finished speaking Mrs. Lennox had risen from her

- chair and sprung to his side; and now ber arms were around

him, and her tears were falling fast upon his bowed head.

¢« The Y.ord help you to keep that resolution, my son1”’ she at
length said in a low and solemn tone, lifting her eyes.and hands
upwards. ‘ |

A few moments of breathless silence followed, during which
both hearts were lifted to Heaven in deep aspirations for a?d above
mere human strength to sustain the erring one in the hour of
temptation, Then the mother sunk exhausted on a chair, fecling
as weak and helpless almost as an infant. The sudden and stronz

. reaction of a newly awakened hope, was too powerful for her

feeble body, weakened by age and heart-searching trouble.
© 40, Alfred,” she said, after she had recovered, in some degrec,

. the “tone of her mind, “ you can never know how much I have

suffered in the last few years. I wonder, sometimes, how I have
lived through it.””
- *Do not, allude to that, mother,” he replied, while an expres-
sion of pain'passed over his face. « T dare not think of these -
things—when I do it seems as if I would be driven to desperation.
Wretch | miserable, heartless wretch that T have been | ”

The strong agony pictured in the face of her son, alarmed Mrs.
Lennox, and she soothed him as best she could. '

“ Read to me, Alfred,” she at length said. ¢ You know how
much I love to have you read to me.” :
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The young man opened a volume and read for more than dan.

 hour, and then, after some pleasant conversation on the subject of

the book, both retired for the night, with happier hearts than had

beaten in their bosoms for many and many a day.

Days and weeks now passed away to Mrs. Lennox like sweet

passages in a dream. Her step became more buoyant, her eye
brightened, and her face was fast recovering the pleasing tone of
expression it had worn for years. As for Alfred, he was far hap-
pier, though there yet remained two-active sources of pain, that
seemed like evil genii ever dragging his spirits down, and tempt-
ing him to ruin. But be struggled manfully to retain the victory
he had won. ‘

One day, about three months after the period when this refor-
mation began, an important suit was placed in his hands with the
promise of a very handsome fee if it should prove successful. A
careful examination of its bearing and merits convineed him that
if rightly managed, the suit could be gained. Gréatly encour-
aged, and strengthened in his determination to abide by his reso-
Yutions of reform, he turned his steps homewards, an hour or two
- before nightfall. He was musing upon the case as he passed
along Calvert street in the neighborhood of the monument, when
he lifted his eyes to the face of a young lady who was passing at
the time. Both started, paused an instant, turned pale, and then
hurried by. All passed in a moment, but to each it was a mo-
ment of*agony, for a painful wound, that time could not heal, was
probed- in each heart to the quick. - Florence R was loved
still ; fondly, but hopelessly loved. : '

Scarcely conscious of anything around him, Lennox moved on
* mechanically until he reached his home., There was a change in
his appearance that instantly attracted his mother’s eye, and made
her heart bound with a sudden pulsation, and then sink and trem-
ble in her bosom. His manner, too, was altered—and he was
strangely silent. Bat it was evident that le had not been drink-
ing. She did not venture to question him in regard to this

change, and he made no allusion to it. When tea was over, he
retired at once to his chamber, and remained there during the
evening. : ‘ ‘

While seated there alone, struggling, but in vain, to banish from

his mind the image of Florence, he was tempted strongly to seek,

oblivioni in intoxication. Had there been wine or brandy within
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'his.'regch, the temptation would have been too strong fdr_ him.

" On the next morning, the breakfast hour passed in the same
~ oppressive silence and reserve that had marked the evening meal,

soon as it was over, Alfred went out. In going to his office he
had to pass the door of a drinking-house hitherto much frequent-
ed. As he neared it, the thought of benumbing the acnteness of
his mental suffering by a deep potation, glanced through his mind.

« T might as well do it at first as last,” he said to himself, * for
to that it must come in the end.”

As he said this, he pansed opposite the tavern door, and held a
brief agitating debate. It ended in his gliding into the house, and

_calling at the bar for brandy. The. glass, half filled with the
strong intoxicating draught, was at: his lips, when the image of

his aged mother came up before his mind with startling. distinet-
ness, and he seemed to hear her voice uttering in tones of agony,

- % Forbear ! o L -

-Slowly he returned the glass, its contents untouched, -to the .
counter, and turning away, passed out from the scene of tempta-
tion. Then he hurried on to his office, and sat down to investi-
gate the-case he had in hand. But the letters of the document he
attempted to examine would fade from his vision, and before the
eyes of his mind would form distinetly, the pale, agitated counte-
nance, and eyes eloquent with unextinguished affection that he
had met on the day before, for the first time in long years of

" agony and degradation.

¢ And mine is not the only blasted heart ! Mine are not the
only seared affections ! he at length murmured, rising from his
ehair, and pacing the narrow precincts of his office to and fro.
¢ She, too, has continued to love hopeless—and hopelessly must
ghe love on to the end--as hopelessly as he who has so madly
crushed her beart and his own 17 ' L

T can bear this no longer !”” he at length gjaculated, pausing,
after having continued to pace the floor of his office for half an
hour. Then, seeming to take a sudden resolution, he passed: out
of his office with a hurried step, and in a few minutes was stand-
ing at Malcom’s bar, draining to the last drop a strong glass of
brandy and water,

With painful forebodings did Mrs, Lennox await the return of

" . her son at dinner time.. One glance at his face was enough to
' fell the sad tale that he had again been drinking. Few words
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* passed between them during the meal. Lennox did not wish to
" converse, and his mother’s heart was too full to speak. At night
he was still more under the influence of liquor, and went imme-
diately out after tea. It was twelve o’clock when he returned,
and then he went stumbling up to bed, startling the whole house
with his noise. : '
The ‘subsidence of this determined struggle against the debasing
vice to which he had become enslaved, left him weaker in resolu-
tion than ever. He could now oppose only a temporary desire to
be freed from his evil habit, without a single hope of ever being
able to rise above it. Of conrse, under such a state of feelings,
he went downwards more rapidly. a

A few months brought the affairs of his executorship into such
o condition that he feared they could no longer be concealed from
his mother. The last dollar had Léen drawn from bank, and no

- more rents would be due for two months, '

« Alfred, I wish you would bring me home fifty dollars,” she
said to him one morning, as he was about leaving the house, after
breakfast. ' _

He promised to do so, and then immediately went out. He
had ten dollaps in his pocket, all the money he possessed in the
world, His mother supposed that there were, as there should
have been, several thousands in bank. Although he was dissipa-
ted, she could not suspect him of squandering her money, for her
confidence im his integrity of character was unwavering, The
vice of drunkenness was a weakness—a blind infatnation. But
to waste” the substance of his widowed mother was an act in her
estimation so far beyond his power to commit, that the bare sus-
picion of such a thing never crossed her mind. Of this he felt
‘conscious, and it caused him to feel pangs of remorse still more
acute. ' )

To his office he first Tepaired, where he paced the floor for some
time, his mind in a state of violent agitation. '

« She must not—she shafl not know it!” he at length said,
pausing and striking down his clenched hand into the vacant air,
with the energy of desperation. ¢ That pang I will at least spare
her” ‘ _ o

He seemed in that last expression to have confirmed himself in
the determination to perform some act at which his mind revolted,.
for his whole manner changed, and he became calm and apparently

.
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resolved. . After hastily arranging some papers, he left the office
and proceeded to a drinking-house, and called for brandy, his
favorite drink. - A single glass was taken, then _another, and
another, at intervals of five or ten minutes. As these began to
take effect, his whole appearance underwent a change. The
despondency of :mind and lassitude of body under which he had
been laboring gave way to a degree of buoyant confidence, that
flowed -out into the expression of his face and bearing of his
body. L -

«T can do it, and T will do it,” he said, half aloud, as he
stepped into the street again. : -

'He now took his way down Calvert street until he came to
Lovely Lane, through that to South street, then down, and along
Second street to ——, into which he turned, first glancing quickly
up and déwn to see if observed by any person to whom he was
known. Along this Avenue he proceeded some one or two hun-
dred yards, and then turned into a narrow alley leading into a
large- building, the rear of which presented few or no indicationg
of its being inhabited. He entered this and ran hurriedly up the
stairs, as, if still fearful of observation. He had evidently been
there before, for the way was familiar to him. The termination
of a long, unfurnished, dirty passage, brought him to a door, which
he opened, and then entered a richly furnished apartment, spread
with tables, at several of which sat groups of individuals ab-
sorbed in play. After wandering through this room, glancing

first at one party, and then at another, he seemed to make a

selection of that to which he preferred attaching himself, and at

_once dréw up to the table where the individuals composing it were

seated. ‘ ‘

The stakes on this table were small, and therefore he had
chosen it. Assoon as the game then playing was out, the cards
were shuffled, and he was invited to. take a hand. The stake was
one dollar. He laid his dollar upon the table, played, and won—
played again, and won, and so continued until he had won fifty
dollars. Elated at this success, he readily agreed to stake the
whole sum.—This time he lost. '

The presiding genius ofthe table was a short, dark man, with
large whiskers, and & pair of keen restless eyes. At every op-
portunity that offered for scrutinizing, unobserved, the face of
Lennox, he had not failed most carefully to read the expression
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of his counteriance. He knew him well, and also his downward
course for the last few years. He also knew that he was executor
for his father’s estate, and all about the resources of that estate.
When the young man lost his fifty dollars, he was perfectly sat-
. isfied that it was all that he had. :

¢ Shall I make you an advance?”” he said with a bland smile,
holding several bank notes of various amounts, half presented, in
his hand. ' .

« T will take a hundred dollars, if you please,” Lemnox replied,
47 have no more with me to-day.”

As he said this, he drew a small slip of paper towards him,
and taking up a pen, wrote an obligation on demand for the sum
named, and handed it over to the gambler.

From that time the yun of luck was fluctnating for the course
of an hour, when the last dollar of the advanced sum passed from
Lennox, and he was again without a stake. '

4 You don’t play as well as you did at first,” the gambler re-
marked. ¢ You must not permit yourself to get excited. This
kind of business requires a cool head, you know. Shall T be per-
mitted to favor you ajgain,” holding out temptingly a number of
bank notes, '

« If you.please,” Lennox said.

¢ Vou had better take a couple of hundred, had you not?”’

¢ Yes—a couple of hundred.” - .

- And another written obligation was passed. The game now
became- intensely interesting to Lennox, and, as he grew more
and more excited, the gambler and his friends grew calmer and

cooler. Less than an hour sufficed to strip the young man of -

every cent of the two hundred dollars with which he had fondly
hoped to retrieve himself. '

¢ Lot me have some more,” he said in a low, husky but deter-
mined whisper, as his last stake vanished. “I play wretchedly
—but I must and will do better.” _

Tt is because that you are excited, that the run of luck is
against you,” his whiskered friend said, smiling gently, as he
promptly acceded to the new demand for money. ¢ Only keep
cool, and you are the best player in the city ; 1 have never met
your equal.” '

" Thus flattered and incited to new efforts, Lennox again took
up the cards, and entered into the game with an intenser interest.
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This time chance seemed to favor - him. He won game after
‘gaine, to the apparent mortification and alarm of his antagonist

players, until he bad a pile of money by his side’ amounting to
nearly a thousand dollars. An inward voice whispered him to

. stop, and retreat from' the deluding sphere of the company he’

was in—and he had half resolved to do so, an operation of mind
that was intuitively perceived by at least one present, when he
was tempted to risk the whole in a single grand effort. The
veryYquestion of losing or’ winning, with its consequences, when
all was at stake, was of itself enough to unbalance his mind and

‘prevent his success, had he not, as was the case, an antagonist of

double his skill and experience, and one who would not hesitate
to ensure success by foul means if fair ones should not prove suf-
ficient for his purpose. S

Every card now played was selected by Lennox after the most
deliberate refiection and study of the progress and pesition of the

* pame. For a time success seemed certain——every ¢éard exhibited

the advantage as gaining on his side. This, of course, unsettled
his nerves, causing his heart to leap in disturbed and bounding
pulsations, which was seen in his trembling hand and agitated
fingering of the cards. The gamgwas now. rapidly approaching
to a close. A few more cards remained to be played, wpon
which hung the issue. Already had the young man begun to
handle, in anticipation, the rich results of this, the last game he

‘intended to play, when a card, which he had fully persuaded him-

gelf could not be in the hand of his opponent, was thrown upon
the table, changing the entive fate of the game, and carrying it
against him inevitably. -

‘The card or two that remained in his hand were instantly
dashed upon the table, from which he arese and commenced hur-
riedly pacing the room backwards and forwards, every muscle in
his face painfully contracted, and its whole expression almost the
picture of despair. As .he passed near the tables of others en-
gaged in play, an-eye ‘would occasionally be turned towards him, .
half carelessly; or a lip would curl with 2 selfish smile of malig-
nant trinmph or scorn.  As for the individnal who-had tempted
bim on deeper and deeper, until he had invelved him in a debt
of more than five hundred dollars, and cruelly deluded him with

. ‘the hope of gain, until he was about placing the cup to his lips,

when he dashed it suddenly to the earth, he coolly appropriated
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the stakes, smiling inwardly as he did so, and ‘cccasionally glanc-
ing towards his victim. He knew the exact state of mind of one

under such circumstances, as well as does a physician the condi- -
tion of his patient by the state of bis pulse. The first efferves-

cence of excitement he allowed to pass off, and then approaching
him, said, in a soothing tone: o

¢ Do not act so, my dear sir!  Remember where you are, and
show yourself to be a man. To one so uniformiy successful as
you, a single reverse should not so utterly dishearten. ¢ Try
again,’ is the motto of the ultimately successful in all enterprises
—and it is emphatically true to all who engage in this hazardous
profession. Since yesterday T have lost twenty thousand dollars
—but I never get excited. ¢Keep cool, is my rule of life.
Four young men have won from me, during the week, handsome
Jittle capitals on which to commence business. I cannot but be
pleased 4t their success, even though I am the loser. But T will
make it up again out of some rich young spendthrifts, who are
anxious to squander the wealth into the possession of which they
have fallen so easily. You have only lost about five hundred
dollars since you came in, and surely that will not utterly dis-
courage you. Why, a young man sat down to that table Yast

night, and lost three thousand dollars, when luck turned in his -

favor, and he left here with nearly five thousand dollars in his
pocket.  Suppese he had given up when the chances were
against him, at two thousand five hundred dollars, what would
have been the result? Why ruin, for he was not worth over a
thousand doliars in the world.” S

Thus the tempter urged, and at last induced Liennox to accept '

of another advance of five hundred dollars. In thus continuing
to made advances, he knew perfectly the nature of his risk. He
was aware that his victim possessed the entire control of his
mother’s property, no part of which came urder the denomina-
tion of real estate, and which could therefore, he transferred
‘without her Enpwledge. He likewise perfectly understood his
_character, and was satisfied that he would meet every obligation
as long as he had in his hands the means of doing so, even to the
trespassing on the rights of another, when he could rest upon the
hope of restoring the money he used by some successful turn of
fortune. Thus he coolly caleulated- the risks he run in compass-
ing from selfish ends, the ruin of Lennox. '

. reply. | o
* 4% You despoxd too easily, Mr. Lennox. -Before I became at
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~ For a time the young man was permitted again to win, and
thus enticed onward and onward, into deeper and more inextri-
cable difficulties, ending in the clear loss of two thousand dollars,
for which sum he found himself indebted, on demand, to the’

~ individual against whose skill and trickery he had madly opposed
. his honest inexperience. .

At.this stage of his infatudtion, finding himself ‘Iosing all self-

ICOmmand, and therefore conscious that he was playing at a great

disadvantage, he resolved to risk no more. He had drank noth-
ing for several hours, and the strong pota:tion of the mornihg had
lost its stimylating influence. Mental excitement was now keep-
ing him “up, but with this kind of excitement, more of rational
perceptions mingled, than with the artificial excitement of liquor.

This enabled him to do at least orle sensible act, and that was to
reserve fifty dollars, the sum which he had at first proposed to

himself to win. ' ' L

‘Tt was nearly two o’clock when he stole out through the

obscure back entrance of the establishment into which he had
jntroduced himself so cautiously. Once in the street, he turned
neither to the right nor to the left, mot even enticed by the
drinking-houses that would, at another time, have wooed him
irresistibly to self-indulgence. Dinner was on the table when he
arrived at home, and he sat down with his mother in silence.
Her eye, that ever sought his face with an inquiring look, noted
that he was pale, and that there was upon his countenance an

_expression of great anxiety and pain of mind. Few words passed

between the mother and son during their brief meal. At its’
close, the latter handed her a fifty dollar note, and. retired fo his
chamber, his mind in a tumult of troubled thoughts and disturb-

* ing anxieties.

An hour after he went out, and repaired to his office. He had
béen seated there for only a brief period, when the gambler with
whom he had contended with such odds in the morning entered.
" The brow of Lennox lowered involuntarily, at the same time
that he made an effort to put on an unconcerned smile. .

“ How do you do now, Mr. Lennox?” ‘the visitor said, as he .

" geated himself with a business air. -

«I have seen the time when I felt better,” was the equivocal

'
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Jast successful in the profession, I lost a pretty little fortune. You
lose a Little now, but you gain a skill that will amply repay you,
in the end, every sacrifice you now make.”

« Don’t mistake me, if you please,” the young lawyer an-
swered, balf indignantly. ¢ [ have no desire to identify myself
with gentlemen of your profession.” - N

4 Q, as to that, every man must follow his own tasi.:e, the
gamblef replied, tossing his head contemptt.mus]y. & B‘ut 11:, ,struck
me that you were not alfogether Joth to win this morning. .
-« That was the result of a painful necessity, sir,” Lennox said,
somewhat sternly ; “not of a fixed principle. I hold it a m(?ral
wrong to gamble ! It is the taking the money of another, with-
out rendering him a just equivalent.” o .

« And yet you seemed wonderfully elated to-day when you had

a thousand dollars by your side, of winnings, not earnings,” the |

gambler said, with a malicious grin.

¢ No doubt I did—and T had reason for it. But I will not at--

tempt to justify even in myself an act that I condemn as wrong
in another. I was wroug in going to your infernal den, a.n'd
wrong to feel delight in winning your money. DBut let us waive
all that. Your business now is, I presume, to claim the cancelling
of the debt T madly suffered myself to incur.” N |
¢ ¥ ou anticipate me in declaring the reason of my visit,” the
gambler replied. I come for the money you have acknowledged,
under your hand, to be justly due me.” L

«You will have to wait a few weeks, until I can realise on the
sale of a house,” Lennox said. ¢ I have no ready money.”

“ Your notes are on demand.” : _

« T know that, sir, as well as you do; and you can demarfti
their payment a dozen times a day, for the next three weeks, if
j*ou choose—but, my word for it, the money will not be fort"r}-
éoming before the end of that time, if, indeed, the whole of it
then,” Lennox replied, indignantly.

The gambler ground his teeth together, and muttex:ed a half
audible threat—but the eye of Lennox fell not, nor quailed a mo-
ment beneath his fixed and angry glance.

“You are a ” -

“ Beware | cjaculated the lawyer suddenly, interrupting the
sentence. A man in my position cannot bear much. You may
provoke me beyond endurance.” : :
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There was that in the look, tone, and manner of the unhappy
“young man, that made the gambler, fearless and desperate as he
was, hesitate, 7 ' _

“ You will, at least, secure me in mortgage on your property,
until such time as sales of it can be effected?” he said, afier a
pause of some considerable. time. o ' :

“T will do no such thing!” was the prompt answer. « My

~ honor is your security, dnd that is all you need expect ; for, mos¢. -

assuredly, it is all that you will receive.” : L
“ We will see!” the gambler said, rising suddenly and leaving
the office. ' o :
After he had left, Lennox went to the office of a real estate
broker, and made arrangements with him for the sale of a house,
estimated to be worth four thousand dollars—the most valuable
piece of property owned by his mother. The terms, as proposed
by himself, were one-half in cash, one-fourth in six, and one-
fourth in twelve months. In the course of the next two weeks a

~purchaser was found, for the property was desirable, being under

but 2 nominal ground rent, The money was paid down, notes
given; and deed transferred. It was.but half an hour after the
closing of this transaction, that the gambler entered his office.
“You are a prompt man,” Lennox said ironically.
“Buch is my reputation,” was the cool reply. A
Without another word, Lennox proceeded to fill a check for the
two thousand dollars, which he had just deposited. This he
handed to his unwelcome visitor, after receiving. the obligations
which he had given, when the latter bowed low and withdrew.
¢ A lesson for a lifetime, I should think,” the young man mur- -
mured to himself, sinking back in his chair, overcome with a ris-
ing and overpowering sense of despondency. ¢ Kool ! fool that
I have been! This day I might have stood among the first and
most successful advocates at the Bar—but for my blind, mad
folly! I have sold my birth-right for 2 mess of pottage!
Wretch, fool, madman that I am! .And now I am going on to
entail tenfold misery on the head of that honored muther, whose

- life T have already made a burden too painful to be, borne!

Wretched man that I am !-~—What shall save me from this wild
infatuation? I feel that I have lost the power of self-control, and

am madly rushing on to destruction. Q, wretched, wretched man
that [am!” :

14

P
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Under this heart-aching sense of his debased and h}tlalphss ;-21;
* dition did he sit for nearly an hour, when he arose hastily
his chair, saying.in a h;;tsky \_fc::ce :

«T can bear this no longer. .

Lza(iigg his office, hébturned hiz steps towiju'ds hone lfl):'ét;:;
hotels, and in a fow minutes stood at the bar, w(i ere he ct?ler for
liquor. Turning off a glass 11:1191‘8, h;lp}t;(;cf;;? ) atlffezn:k Stmn_o‘

inking at each place, untl < 3 g
;?:S?;Zr;fd;;ﬁa? This dig not intoxicate _him, but el}c:'vated}-)hi
‘mind above the paralysing effects of a constiousness of his em .a
1'55331‘11 :1?: d:if:;: .day a bill of taxes, and two or three othcilr I:lul}z,
were presented amounting to about one hundrgd andfﬁf’ty 01 ?;'e;
"Fo pay these, he had not the first dollar. His pro essmn? foes
were reduced to a mere trifle, and there were to be no fur "
returns from the sale which had just been made for s%thmonwl:;

To resort again to play, he felt would be maslness. te;e o
nothing left but to sell another h?use, and to this he resorﬁe ?un-
reluctantly. '_The gale was for fifteen hun-dred dollars——f ve ;
dred in casheand the balance, as before, in payments ol SIX _a.u.
s . : .
tw;—;‘;e rrrtrtl::ﬂf]'elt comparatively easy in mind ; for presz.ent ;‘el(;ef
where the emergency has been trying, always thro-ws mtc:I .at e;
gree of obscurity the approaching, but,'compargtm_aly, ‘ 1(s] ;1)11
trouble. But this feeling gradually submde('l, and his Tmnh- :
came oppressed with the idea that untter ruin was applf'ftc ing,
and would involve him inevitably. The effect of all this upon
his mind was to make him silent and gloomy at home. .
As to the state of his mother’s mind—that mo.ther who Z
loved him with such a deep and conﬁding love—-—under_ a11’ the
vils of her relation towards her son of -wh.lch she was cnns‘c‘lom;ci
we feel our pen inadequate to a description. Her mlannmlia::;d
appearance were all sadly changed. She se_emed r;?h 1avieprful
twenty years during less than half t.hat PBPIO(]. . e ?d.,and
countenance, ever responding to the inward play of varie

i i od into an unchanging expres-
pleasing emotions, had become fixed into an ging 7

sion of subdued, touching melanchely, mingled, as even aA(i'?*e&
Tess cye might see, with something of hopelessness. (;I'o (,.m.,llzd
she always spoke in the Kindest and gentlest tones, an ﬁ'e;_, '
him and loved him with a deeper interest than ever—thai pect
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liar kind of ‘interest which a parent always feels for a child hope-
lessly deformed, and rendered in. a measure. disgusting to cthers,
She did not give way to a paralysing despondency under her
severe trials, but was kept in a degree of calm yet,equii‘sitely‘
painfiil réesignation to her hard lot. The wind, tempered in a de-
gree to the shorn lamb, was still a cold and biting wind,
Things remained nearly in the same condition in which we

~ have presented them for about a year and a half, when Lennox,

who had been several times during the period tempted to_risk
something at the gaming table, found himself again in a.narrow
place, in consequence of having lost several large sums of money.
The only property that remained of all that had been entrusted
to his care, was a small house worth twelve or fourteen. hundred
dollars, and the dwelling in which they lived, which was a very
handsome- one. Of all this Mrs. Lennox was profoundly igno.
rant. Nor did any suspicion of the real state of affairs cross her
mind.. She knew that the h¥bits of her son must involve a con-
stant outlay of money, but she supposed that he was of course
doing something in the way of his profession by which all his
wants were more than supplied. Every time she asked for
money, the amount desired, whether large or small, was ‘promptly
handed to her, and thus no suspicien was allowed to enter her

~mind.

No. resource presenting itself, Lennox was induced to sell
again. He did so, and received a few hundred dollars as the
cash payment on the sale. Conscious that this amount could not
possibly meet all the demands that would be made upon ‘him, his
mind entered seriously upon-a debate of the question, how that
small sum could be used to reproduce itself, Of course, to a man
in his condition, and to one who had already been tempted to.

Play, no means could present themselves better than the gambling

table.  The income from his profession was a mere trifle, for few
wer"éf‘idisposed to employ him in any case that involved even small
consequences. To the gaming table, then, he resorted, risking
only small sums, and breaking away when the chances were
against him. But; although he often won, yet ho rarely left
one of those miserable hannts without a diminution of the sum

of money with which he had entered. At last every dollar had
vanished.

- “TIF T only had .-ﬁfty dollars I could recover all—T know thatll_:
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could ! ” he said, one morning, as the influence of his early potas
tions Legan to be felt. Under this new impulse of hope he went
-and borrowed, on a mortgage of the house in which they lived,
the sum -of four hundred dollars. Twelve o'clock that night
found hint wandering the street half delirious, without a dollar in
his pocket. ' '

Thus he continued to waste, in vain efforts to gain back what
he bad so wickedly squandered of his widowed mother’s sub-
stance, until all was gone. The house in which they lived was
only nominally the property of Mis. Lennoz—there were upon
it mortgages fully covering every cent of its value. And for a

payment of the loans. upon these, her son was “daily harassed. .

Of all this she was in profound ignorance. _

«T want thirty or forty dollars, Alfred,” she said to him, as
he was about rising from the breakfast table, at a time when his
mind was in a state of tumult under the first vivid and harrowing
consciousness of his true position. * :

He started involuntarily at the request, and a confused expres-
sion passed suddenly over his countenance. ‘This, if .percei_ved,
was not understood by his mother—at least suspicion was not

aroused in her mind. = At the regular dinner hour be did not’

come home, a circumstance of such rare occurrence that it troub-
led Mrs. Lennox. Towards evening, however, he returned, but
so much intoxicated as to be obliged to go to bed. On the next
morning when he awoke, it was with a vivid consciousness of the
true nature of his relation towards his mother. Her already
sadly. changed appearance troubled bim, and had continued to
trouble him all along, for its cause he knew but too well. - How
much more distressing would be the change when she should
come to know ali! He dared not think of it. '

¥

To meet her at the hreakfast table, without the money she had

asked for on the day before, he did not dare to do; for he felt
that, if he should do se, he must inevitably betray the secret of
" his mad waste of her entire substance. He therefore arose, and
girietly left the house. To his office he first went, but the tumult
of his mind was too ‘great to allow him to remain there but for a
short period. From thence he repaired toa tavern and drank
freely. Meeting a few friends there, about as abandoned to the
vice of tippling as himself, he spent a great portion of the morn-
ing in drinking and discussing politics, When he at last

. helpless as an infant.
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emerged from the place, it was near twelve o’clock. At first h;
turned his steps towards his ‘office—but the image of duns and
collectors arose in his mind, and caused him to change the direc- .

- tion he had taken. " For a time he wandered about the street, un-

determined what to do or where to go. At last he resolved to
go home. ‘ S
' On entering the house he found his mother standing in the
middle of the parlor floor, pale and trembling, with an expression
of the most harrowing anguish of spirit on her countenance.

%0, mother! what is the matter?” her son involuntarily ex~
f:lair.ned, while the blood grew cold about his heart, for he had an
instinetive perception that the worst had come. -

“ Tell me, Alfred,” she said, in a husky whisper, *if it be,

“indeed true that you have mortgaged this house for an amount

fully equal to its value ?

¢“It is too true,” responded the unhappy man, bursting into

" tears.

« And the rest of my property ?”* pursued the mother. -

“ All gone ! ”” was the brief reply. ' "

“ 0, when shall I a“{ake from this horrible dream!” the
heart-stricken mother murmured, sinking upon a sofa, faint and
A promise, a pledge of amendment and of devotion to his
mother arose to the lips of her son—and he was sincere in his
wish to do all that he was about to promise, but he felt that such
a promise would be in vain ; fer he had come to «despair of ever

_being able to conquer the desire for liquor which was now irrve-

sis:tible. ‘He therefore stood a silent spectator of her misery,
without being able to offer a single word or act of alleviation.

A few minutes passed, and then Mrs, Lennox arose slowly and

retired to her chamber, where she sunk upon her knees and prayed
to the Strong for strength, to whoni’ alone she conld look for
support under this new, unexpected, and most painful trial, involv- -
ing, as it did, not only the entire loss of all her means of support,
but destroying that sustaining confldence in her son’s integrity
that had kept her head as.it were above the billows. In thebcon-
scioftness too that she had at least an income of some six or
seven hundred dollars, besides her house to live in, she had felt
that she could ever have a home for her infatuated child: That
hope was now not only cut off, but she knew not when the crisis
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came, as come she felt that it ‘must, where she would find even
for herself a shelter or home. ‘ :

During that morning, in the absenceof Lennox, a legal process
had been served upon him at the house, preparatory fo a fore-
closure of the mortgages. This process came into his mother’s
possession, and at once revealed to Ler the secret he bhad been so
anxiots to conceal from her. A. few weeks sufficed to effect a
sad change in Mrs. Lennox’s external circumstances, Her home
of thirty years was taken from her, and she was forced to remove
to a very small and uncomfortable tenement, after the sale of a
great portion of her furniture, the proceeds of which formed her
only means of support for herself and her son, to whom her affec-
tions, shocked and lacerated as they had been, still clung with =
deep and abiding tenderniess. ‘

As for him, the shock roused him to a temporary exertion.
For a few months he abstained from drink, and “attended regular-
Iy at his office and the court room. Several cases had already
come into his hands, and his mother had begun to feel new hope
for him enkindling in her bosom—was beginning to be reconciled
to the change in her circumstances, if the offect upon Alfred was
to be so salutary, when he fell again, and abandoned himself to a
lower degree of morfal debasement. ' ’ '

A few more years sufficed to sink Mrs. Lennox into s condi-
tion of abject poverty, and to make her son as abandoned and
wretched in appearance as he was in character. It was with the
utmost difficulty that, stricken in years and broken in health, the
mother could procure, by knitting and very coarse sewing, for
her eyesight had failed her very much as years accumulated, even
the necessary food, coarse in quaklity, that was required to sustain
pature. In him the desire for drink had increased wuntil the ob-
taining of it made up the one end of his-life. For a time, when
other means failed, he would borrow small sums from old ae-

quaintances ; when this could no longer be done, and he could '

get liquor in any of the lowest and vilest places on trust, he re-
sorted to that means. But his failure to pay soon cut off this re-
gource. 'Then he would abstract, when opportunity offered,
pennies and even small silver from bis mother, hard as shi# had
to toil for the meagre pittance she could obtain, until she was
forced to keep this temptation out of his way. Often he would
go for nearly a whole day without a drink, and when night came,
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half maddened by his intolerable desire, would solicit money in:
the street, and when this failed, beg for bread and sell it for
lignor ! This was his deplorable condition at the time when he
was induced to attend the meeting.of reformed drinkeré, 'v‘irhere
‘he signed the pledge! -~ B
. “ Do not go out to-night, Alfred,” his mother said, as he arose
from the table on that stormy evening, and lifted his hat, prepar-
atory to leaving the house. The look that she gave him was
gorrowful indeed, but still blended much of a parent’s earnest
love. He did not reply—only paused a moment or two, under
the desire not to pain her by acting contrary to her reasonable re-
quest—but the thirst for dripk was irresistible, and his hesitation
ended in his saying, ‘
-« T will be back soon,” when he glided hurriedly away. -
~ The appearance of everything in the house indicated a Tow de-
gree of poverty. The handsomely-furnished, and commodious
~dwelling had been changed for a small frame tenement, contain-
ing ‘one room below, and two narrow chambers above. . The fur-
niture of that below, in which the mother sat, consisted of & fow
common chairs and a table, with sundry small articles of house-
hold economy, the whole not worth ten dollars. - The appearaﬁée
of the place was cheerless and desolate in the extreme, and ren-'
dered 6till more so by the feeble light of a single small candle,
Without, the rain beat heavily against the windows, and the wind
. ¢ame in fitful gusts. It was just fifteen years since the removal
“of ber husband had made her a widow ;—the change in all things
around her, buit more particularly in herself, indicated the paésage
_-of twice that number of annual cycles, each burdened with re-
verses and afflictions. _ - :
¢ Poor boy !’ she murmured, as Alfred closed the door after
him, heaving a deep sigh as she spoke. o '

Then lifting from the shelf a large family Bibl.e, she [;laéed
it upon the table, and endeavored to read as well as the dim light
“and her wretched vision would permit. Her progress was sl:;,w, :
but as she lingered over each verse, a deeper meaning than that
apparent in the mere letter of the Word, seemed to come by an
~ influx into her mind, bearing with it a degree of confidence in her
Heavenly Father, and thence a measure of peace, such as she had
- mot experienced for many, many years. As she thus read on, she
~ would pause ever and anon to look upwards with moistened eyes

~—naw with the murmured expression of resignation.
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« Thy will, O Loxfd, ba' done !”’

"Or the prayer, )
« Help me to suffer as well as to do thy will, O my Father.” .

Or—

« §till, Lord, suffer me to pray for my erring one. Let it

pléase thee to bring him back. O, let my last days be cheered by

hic restoration.” . _ .
Then she would again bend over the holy Book;, and ponder

its sacred truths, whose influence continued to fall like gentle
dews upon the parched ground. She fels comforted in her afflic-
tion above what she had been for many months, and she was con-
scious that the comfort she experienced was from on high.

But as the time passed away, and the storm without abated
not, she began to be troubled at the prolonged absence of her son.
He had said that he would be back soon, but more than an hour
had passed since he left the house, and yet he had not returned.

What she most feared was that he might fall intoxicated in the
street, and freeze to death. Her ansiety about him had ap-
proached almost to alarm, when about ten o’clock the door
opened quietly and he entered. As she looked up, she was con-
scious that there was about him some change, though its nature

was not apparent to her mind. He was evidently no more under

the influence of liguor than when he went out—that, in a mo-

ment or two, her mind apprehended. i
«T am glad that you are home, Alfred,” sbe gaid; <1 have

been troubled about you. Itisa cold and stormy night for one
no better protected than you are to be out.”

Y am better protected, mother, than you think for,” he re-

plied mysteriously, as he drew a chair up to the fire, and seated

" himself near her.
« | gee,” she said, observing him more narrowly, “that you

have on better and warmer garments than when you went out.

Where did these come from, Alfred 27 ‘
« From kind friends, mother—the kindest and best: friends I

have met for many a long year.”

There was an earnest pathos in his voice as he uttered this -

brief sentence, that touched the heart of his mother, and piade
her pulses throb with an {nterest as new as it was undefined.

« Who are those friends ?—Where are they? Speak out
plainly, Alfred,” Mrs. Lennox now said, for her interes had
become strangely and suddenly excited.
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T don't know, mother, that you will feel much corfidence in
what I say—I have deceived both yourself and my own self so
gadly and so often,” the son replied. ¢ But the truth is this, I

“have joined the society of reformed drinkers to-night, and I feel

more confidence in being able to abide by my pledge than ever I
did in any resolution which I have heretofore taken to reform.
Others have confidence in me likewise, as these dry and comfort-
able clothes will testify. Can you take hope, mother ?”

It was only a few days before that Mrs. Lennox had been
made acquainted with the wonderful doings of the Washington
and Howard . Temperance Societies—how they were drawing
within their sustaining sphere drunkards of the lowest grade, and

- thoroughly reforming them. The intelligence had seemed to her

like a strange passage in some bewildering dream. But when

* ghe heard her son relating, in a calm and earnest manner, that he

had united himself with these men, and saw that he had really
not been drinking, she felt a new and lively hope springing up,
tempered it is frue by fear and trembling. S
&« A mother’s hieart mever ceases to hope for her child,” she
said, in reply to his question, the moisture dimming her aged
eyes. : o -
« Hope then for me with a stronger hope, and let me find a
power in your confidence,” was his reply. ¢ 1 am. deeply in

‘earnest now ; and with my earnest effort to reform; is united

what T have never had before, the sustaining power of a large

-society. Oh, mother! if you could know how wretched T have

been for the last six months—wretched in body and mind, you
would feel sure, that, once escaped from the horrible pit and the
miry clay, nothing could tempt me back again.”

. % Oh, my son, if you can only find power to abide by this resoe
Tation,” Mrs. Lennox said, her voice trembling, and a sudden
agitation running through every nerve, « how happy I shall be!
The past shall all sink into oblivion, or be remembered only to

- add pleasure to the present.”

« T will abide, mother, I feel that I must abide.”

« Then let us give thanks to Him who has thus caused light to
spring up amid darkness—to Him who will be strength to us in
every good resolution.” .
As she said this, the mother sank npon her kuees, and her son

'by her side, and with humble acknowledgments for the great
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good with which their Heavenly Father had now blessed them,
prayed that when the-storms of temptation again prevailed, the
weak one might be delivered from evil. .

Then they arose, and each retired with more peaceful hearts

than they had known for many long years. Day after day now .
passed by, and Lennox went out and came in a perfectly sober

man. Inspite of her efforts to feel assured, his'mother could not,
however, but live'in fear and trembling ; though this gradually

subsided, -especially as he sought immediate employment, and

unexpectedly obtained, through some friends of the temperance
movement, who knew his legal abilities, the management of sev-
eral good cases, with the payment of a portion of the fees at
once. These enabled him to obtain such clothing as was neces-
sary for one in the position which he had professionally to oceun-
Py, besides leaving him a little ready cash, every cent of which
he gave to his mother, thus relieving her from the oppressive
burden of having to labor for the means of subsistence. Before
this -supply was gone, more came providentially into his hands,
which was as promptly placed in hers. .

The sudden appearance of Lennox at the Bar, under the
known circumstances of his reformation, created a lively interest
in his favor, and everything was done to sustain him. Six months
had only passed when he was able to rent a larger and. better
house for his mother—to furnish it with some degree of comfort,
and to provide’ her with a servant. Then, indeed, did she traly
feel confidence in her son, born to her anew. Like the son of
the widow spoken of in the Gospels, she received him, as it were
from the dead. : o . ’

It was, perhaps about this time, that there sat one day, in‘a
well furnished apartment in the same city, a maiden, over whose
head some thirty-five years at least had passed. Though still
fair, there was upon her face a deep cast of thoughtful melan-
choly. She was sitting by a table, leaning”fler head upon her
hand, with a newspaper by her side, from which she had evi-
dently been reading, After some time thus spent in deep ab-
straction, she lifted the paper, and read over, as if for the second
or third time, a paragraph running thus:

“ A PreasiNe ScenE.—Yesterday we stepped into the court
room to observe the progress of an important trial, We fonnd
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M. ‘A. Tennox on the floor, and listened for more than an hour
to one of the most able arguments we have heard for a long
time. Mr. L. seems to have lost little of the vigor, depth and
brillianey of mind that distinguished his best efforts at the Bar,
imore than ten years ago. Our readers are aware that a great
change has taken place in him, and that he is now in every.re-
spect a reformed man. He will yet take a high position at our
Bar.” ' ‘

A long, deep respiration followed the reading of this para«
graph, and again the maiden fell into a profound reverie. '

“The reader has no doubt guessed her to be none other than
Tlorence R——. Her father had died some four or five years
previous, and left her a handsome property. From the time.of
her rejection, under.the counsel of ‘her father, of the suit of Mr.
' Lennox, she.had in a good degree secluded herself from society,
much to the pain of her father. In spite of this seclusion, she
“was twice wooed, but unsuccessfully. Her' affections had become
too deeply pledged, and were not to be transferred to another.

~ Conscious of this, from her conduct, her father feared that; in
the event of his death, Lennox might make a show of reforina-
tion, and again press his suit. To guard as much as possible
against one of the consequences of this, he willed her only a cer-
tain portion of his property, giving the balance to her children
if she should marry and have issue. In case she died without
' +jssue, the whole reverted to the family of a relative. -
A few days atter Florence had become fully conscious of the
position that Lennox was taking since his reformation, a fact that
had some time before reached her ears, he was passing down
Market street, when he suddenly met her face to face. ,, He did
not feel authorized to speak to her, under all the circumstances ;
but he read the expression of her eyes, and felt that there linger-
ed yet in her heart an unextinguished, and unextinguishable
affection for him. 4 ‘ . -

« How pale, and thin, and sad she looks!” he said to himself,
as he reached his office, and sat down to reflect deeply upon the’
incident. ¢ How inextricably involvéd is the happiness of others
in our actions! When one branch falls, how many a twig is
borne along with it! Poor Florence! What a life of hopeless
sorrow has been thine—and I, wretch that T have been! have

‘madly entailed it all upon thee, But she loves me still—T feel
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that she does ; and near my heart no image has ever rested but

hers. Can I-—ought I to hope yet for her hand ?

Such refléctions could not but be succeeded by action. A
week had not passed before he had sent her a note requesting an
interview. It was granted. Old feelings were of course revived
at once, and with a new power.- She had none to counsel her
but her own heart, and that plead strongly for her old lover and
friend. For a few months he continued to visit her, and then
formally renewed his offer- for her hand, which was accepted.
They were not, however, married for a year after, at which time
he had taken, as predicted, the high position his talents com-
manded. He had lost much, of course, during ten years of
almost total neglect of legal matters. But a year and a half of
close application for one of his natural vigor, of mind, stored his
mind with aunthorities and principles of almost universal applica-
tion. '

It is now six months since he was united in holy wedlock to
Florence R » and nearly a year since his-aged mother was
removed to a better and happler world. We mlght linger here
in presenting pleasant pictures in the life of Mr. and Mrs. Len-
nox-—pictures that would affect the heart with delightful emo-

tions, but we are admonished to close our story, already prolong- .

ed beyond the prescribed limits, leaving it with the reader to
sketch, in fancy, scenes of pleasantness and peace, making glad
the hearts of two, long held asunder by an inseparable barrier,
but now restored to each other in confidence and hope. '

,,THE MODERATE DRINKER.

“ Come, Harvey, let us have a drmk * said Henry Martin to
his friend, Harvey Gray, as the two stood -conversing at the cor=
ner of the street, one beautiful evening in June. ‘ p

¢ Thank you, Henry—1I do not care about drinking.”

“Nonsense! Come along ! T shall take it as an offence if
you do not drink with me.” :

¢ T hope not, Henry ; for, as I refuse to drink from principle,
I should regret extremely to have you take an offence because I
do not feel at-liberty to violate a principle.”

¢ Principle! 'What has principle to do with drinking, pray 2’

“In my case it has a good deal to do with it. It is a danger-
ous habit, atid therefore I will not indulge it.” ;

% Dangerous! How strangely you talk!” o

¢ Did you never see a drunkard, Henry 2

¢ Certainly—what then ?”

“Have you never felt afraid of becoming such a debased, un-
happy creature?”

" #Do you wish to insult me, Harvey Gray?” the friend said

-_ half indignantly.

¢ You know that I do not,” was the calm reply.

¢ Then how could you ask me such a question ?” ‘

“ Because it seemed to me pertinent to the matter under con-
sideration. wThe most debased drunkard was once a. sober man,
and dreamed dslittle of danger as you seem to now.”

“ But he drank immoderately—I am a moderate drinker. I
know exactly how much to take.” '

¢ 8o did he once, and no-doubt reasoned as.you do.”

41 shall really get seriously offended, if you continue to
allude to me in that way, Harvey,” the young man said. ¢ It
no more follows that. hecause a man drinks he is in danger of -

~ drunkenness, than it does that because a man crosses a bmdwe

237
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every day, he is in danger of sinking with that bridge into the
stream below. Men have fallen with bridges and men have be-

come drunkards—but where one falls, thousands remain unine.

jured in either case.”

“You bring into your argtinient, ‘thie *pover.;of ‘analogy and.
comparison, but I cannot see that it bears truly of the. guestion,

especially as. your conclusion is fatally. incorrect—the thidusand
t0 one do not certainly remain Uninjared in’the dase of "drinking.
So fully have I become satisfied of this, that I have resolved to
abstain from the unnecessary use of intoxicating liquors as a mat~
ter of principle.” ‘

« You did not feel yourself particulatly in danger, I hope? "

«] certainly did, Henry; and yet I drank as moderately as
you do—perhaps more so. Butina comparison of the quantity
T drank, and the desire that T felt, with what both were a year
ago, I found that both were increased in a ratio of at least fifty
per cent. I found that T vemembered more distinctly the usual
hour of drinking, and began to Jook forward with interest to the
approach of that hour. These things convinced me that I was
in danger, and I at once resolved to stop short.”

« You were frightened at a shadow, Harvey. Thﬁ%"k Heaven!
T am conscious of a power over myself that must ever keep me
from any immoderate indulgence in this respect.”’

« Let him that standeth take heed lest he fall, Henry.”

«You can take heed-—I am conscious of no danger. But the
fact is, Harvey, this kind of talk vexes me. It involves a re-
flection upon my character, for it supposes that I am in danger
of becoming that low, miserable, debased wretch, a common
drunkard.” : . _ ‘

¢ There is only one means of reaching any point, and that is,
to enter into the right way. Now the only way to-drunkenness,
is through habitual moderate drinking. Any one who is a mod-
erate drinker, then, is on the only known road to drunkenness.
He may never reach that deplorable condition—he may never
indulge beyond a certain rigid bound of moderation, but for
every one who thus restrains himself, ten will rush on to ruin.
For myself, I confess that I am afraid to take such a fearful risk.
More especially, as I stand not in the smallest need of intoxicate
ing drinks.”

4T am sure that they are usefal and good in their place.” .
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- ¢ Bverything is useful and good in its place—but alecholic
drinks, I contend are out of their place, when used to stimulate
unnaturally a healthy body. Good nourishing food, plenty of
exercise and a cheerful temper, are sufficient to keep up in the
“stomach aud nervous. system a truly healthful action. If, by
artificial stimulants, you increase this action temporarily, on the
subsidence of the stimulating effects the tone of the system must
fall below the healthy point, for a process of exhaustion has gone
on. Necessarily, now, it must take some time for nature to come
back to that equilibrium of activity which bas been destroyed. If
~ guch a disturbing influence is brought to bear regularly upon the

human organism; and, its: activity, the system will fail at last to
come back fo;a natural state, and then will come the regular
demand for stimulant, and the unhappy individual will believe
himself unable to live without it. The process I have described
briefly, may be. twenty years in reaching a climax, but if not
"checked ‘at: some ; point, the result will sconer or‘later be that

Mr; Tusm;. he takes his brandy regularly three times a day,

and has'dongiso, he tells me, for the last forty'years. Yet he is

“"not.a drunkard—nay, is not excited by liquor, and says he never
vas in his life.”- . :

s Can you say the same, Henry?”

"¢ No, T cannot.” . : _

« Then see the difference. Old Mr. T has been drinking
brandy for at least forty years, and has never been excited by
Jiquor in his life. You have been habitually using it every day
for about five: years, and have Ybeen excited hundreds of times.
Consequently-you are nearer to drunkenness — excuse me — at
twenty-three, than Mr. T is at sixty, Ie presents one of
those rare instances where 2 man may habitually indulge in the
_use of strong drinks for a long series of years, and not be over-
come by them -~ your case is one of the thousands, where the
fondness for lighor increases day after day, until it gains.the
mastery. - Take my word for it, Henry; you are in imminent
‘danger 1”7 - : :

¢ Really,” Harvey,” his, friend replied in a serious tone, if
any one but. you werq_té‘ talk to me in that way, I would never
forgive him.” 2 ' -




240 THE MODERATE DRINKER.

¢« To any one else I might not feel at liberty thus to speak.
With you I take the prwl]ege of a friend.”

“ And I, as a friend, must say that I think youn exhﬂ:ut a great
deal of weakness.

“1 feel, Harvey,” Grey said, “too weak to allow myself to
be brought into contact with a powerfol habit, such as that of
drinking.” :

« Well, T’m not afraid—I know my own strength.”

“You do not really know yourself, or you would not speak so
conﬁdently—boastmcviy I might say—as you do. You know the
power of habit in the case of the tobacco-chewer. At first the
weed is nauseous to his taste, but after a few attempts to chew it,
its effects upon the nervous system become so pleasant, and his
desire for it so strong, that he cannot do without it. So it is with
stimulating drmks—they induce such a change in the whole tone
of the system, that a constant demand for their influence is
created, which demand soon forms into a habit which but few
can break through. In the first instance, the effect of the habit
is not so disastrous as in the last.”

“Well, it ’s no use to talk, Harvey,” his friend said, in a tone

of impatience. * You might talk from now till doomsda}, but

would most certainly fail to convince me that I am in danger of
becoming a drankard. I flatter myself that I am too much of a
man to debase myself' in that way. So come along and take a
drink with me.”

¢ What!—after I have declared that for me to drink is dan-
gerous, do you urge me thus ?”

“Idon't beheve you are in a particle of danger. But, if you
think you are, why do net drink, that ’s all.”

I certainly shall not,” was lus firm reply. * _

“ Well, then I must bid you good evening, for I am as dry a8
a fish and must-have a glass,”

Thus the friends parted, one to return home to his family and

the other to lounge for an hour in a tavern, and indulge in two or
three useless ghqseq of liquor, This was not the regular practice
of Martin, Perhaps not more than once or twice in the week
was he to be found away from his young wife, to whom he had
been married a few months. DBut often ‘when he did not go out,
he felt a wish to do so, the thought of a glass of mixed hquor, pro-
- ducing a strong desire to drink, But he was as perfectly uncon-
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scious of danger as he represented himself to be, in his conversa-
tion with his friend, and really felt half offended at his remon-
strance. His love for his wife, and his strong desire to acquire a
'conipetence in the world, he knew to be active in his mind above
. everything else, and not to be put in opposition to a mere trifling
" habit of taking a pleasant glass every day. ,
Some five years rapidly passed away, during which time Henry
Martin continued his habit of moderate drinking. Two glasses a
" day had increased to three or four, yet the progress had been 50
slow, that he was himself unconscious of it. In his worldly mat-
ters, industry and activity were meeting their reward. His busi-
* ness was increasing, and he had already purchased himself a hand-
:some dwelling. He had Ilkew1se become the father of three chil-
dren, all danghters. .
“ I am not a drunkard yet, you see, Harvey,” "he said to his
“old friend; whom he occasionally met, and whom he had never -
- really ﬁfoi\?en'in his heart for what he had said years before,
e And I trust never will be, Henry,” was his reply.
still think me in danger, I suppose ? *’

“] hope not.”
¢ Have you seen anything to convinee you to the contrary 2 -
¢ No, I believe not.”
“ And yet you think me in danver 7%
«T do.” o
“You are mistaken.” o
- % Then why do you not give up a mere useless habit, in the in-
dulgence of which there is, at least, remote danger, and danger of
the worst kind ? ¥
“ Because I don’t see any occasion f'or 50 dom
] think I can give a better reason.”
“Well, what is it 27
“ Because you have not the resolution to contend against its
fascinations,” , —
¢t is not that.” .
“No doubt you fhink so—but I am persuaded that what T
allege is the true reason.”
Martm shook his head, and then waived the sub;ect
15
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Six months after that time, he was thrown off his guard, ata
supper party, and drank to intoxication. - :
«If Harvey had seen me last night,” he said, laughingly, to a

friend the tiext day, *“he would have thought that it was a gona

case with me. Poor fellow! He is as much afraid of a glass of
brandy as I would be of a rattlesnake.”
The friend laughed, encouragingly, at the same time that he

thought within himself that Harvey would have had some ground

for his fears.

Five years more passed away, in the steady progress of time,

and found Martin, whose business was that of a grocer, worth
some twenty thousand dollars, and moving in quite a respectable
station, for he was a man of considerable intelligence. His family
now consisted of his wife and five daughters, the oldest about ten
years of age, and the youngest but a babe.

As for himself, he was only, in his own estimation, a2 moderate

drinker, and not in the least danger, notwithstanding he drank as

often again as he did five years before, and each glass of double
the strength. He was, of course, at all times more or less under
the influence of liquor, and usually felt wretched in the morning
until he had steadied his nerves by a strong glass of brandy and
water. ) .

His friend Harvey, had moved away from the city, and there
was, therefore, no one who would take the liberty of pointing
out to Lim his danger. But it wonld have subserved no good
end, however, for he could not have borne it, and would have
felt it to be almost an insult.

At forty-five, with a young family of danghters, the eldest of
whom, well educated and accomplished, were just at the age to
go into society, Mr. Martin began to feel conscious of the en-
croachments and power of an evil habit—conscious that he was
no longer a mere moderate drinker. But this not until he had,
- unstimulated by cowpany to drink too freely, become intoxicated

in his own family, and from liquor drunken at his own sideboard,
and alone. In this condition he was seen by his wife and chil-
dren—to them a sad, heart-aching sight, for he was one of the
tenderest of husbands and fathers. '

It was some weeks before the shadow that fell upon his hous

hold was dispelled ; but ever after there was something of fear ..

about their hearts whenever they saw him put the cup to bis lips.
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" 'Tor the first time in his life Tie now felt that he wasin danger,
and resolved to-be more cautious in future—to remain what he
had always been, a moderate drinker. He restricted his number
of glasses a day to ten, an amount that he eould have borne very
well, if it had not happened that he filled them nearer to the
brim than before. Klattering himself that he was now drinking
moderately, he went on to indulge himself day after day, steadily
increasing the quantity of lquor while the ‘number of glasses
remained the same. At dinner he began to use it more {reely,
hiding its effects upon him. by = long afternoon nap. This
involved a neglect of his business, which was now left more and

moré to the management of his clerks. .
~ For some time the old temperance movement had been in

_operation, its advocates laboring with zeal and efficiency in guard-

ing those who were 'yet beyond the charmed circle of self-indul-
gence. With many of its ablest friends and supporters, Martin
was on terms of intimacy, and often alluded to himself in its
discussions with them, as an instance of a man who had been in
the habit of drinking regularly for more- than twenty-five years
without becoming a drunkard, thus indicating his belief that he
could still control himself. .

¢ I consider you in imminent danger,” said one of these individ-
wals to him, with more than ordinary frankness, '

« How so? ?” he asked in surprise.

¢ Because, to spéak honestly, Mrs Martin,” was the reply, “I
fear that the habit, which you boast of having so much under
your control, is gaining a fatal predominance over your resolu-
fions. My own observation tells me that a single year has

o T »”
. wrought a great change in you,

. % In what respect, sir?”’
“% You evidently drink more than you did.” o
¢ That is 2 mistake, let me tell you, sir. I take a less number
of glasses than I did twelve months ago.” o
¢ Then the quantity is increased—for the effects upon you are
much more apparent.” - - ‘ : '
© At this Mr. Martin was silent and evidently offended, and so
his plain-spoken friend bade him a good morning. ‘
Such a system of moderate drinking, to a man of his age,
necessarily unfitted him for ‘business, and the consequence was,
that Lis affairs began gradually to fall into disoxder ; and this teo
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at ‘a_time when the expenses of education and other things in

regard to his children had become greatly augniented. The
troubles incident to an embarrassed business had the effect to
cause him to resort more frequently to his sideboard, and at
length, to elude the observation of his family, who were too

evidently conscious of his weakness, and distressed at its effect -

upon him, to the taverns and liquor stores.

Two or three years previous to this time, Anna, his eldest
daughter, had been married to a promising young merchant, and
Emily, the next in age, was engaged and about being married to
another young man, of equal standing and promise. Three
younger daughters, all deeply attached to their father, were ad-
vancing towards the period of womanhood, all f'omunrf a family
of no common interest.

But from the oldest to the y__oimgest there mingled a troubled
feeling with their filial affection. The thought of their father ever
rested like a burden upon their hearts, for to all, his weakness and
infatnation had become .clearly apparent. The mother had a
double cause for concern—she.saw that their substance was gra-
dually wasting away; that her husband’s business was becoming
more and more embanassed and that inevitable ruin stared them
in the face.

At last the crisis came. At the age of fifty he failed in busi-
ness, and had every dollar taken from him. Its effect was to
completely paralyse all his energies, He made no attempt again
to enter into any kind of busmess, spent most of liis time wander—
ing abont the streets, and drinking still more immoderately—fre-
quently to intoxication. "It was no uncommon thing to see him
staggering about in public p]aces in noon-day. _

The whole burden now fell upon Mrs. Mdrtin. Two of her
daughters were comfurtably married, and would have gladly given

her a home, with their sisters, but they could not so far trespass
upon the rights and feelings of theu linsbands as to introduce their .

father also, with his 11ab1ts—and without him they could not
come. For atime the drooping and disheartened wife and mother
resorted to that often-tried expedient of widows and wives with
drunken or lazy husbands, the keeping of a boarding house, an
expedient that, nine times in ten ; utterly fails of success.

Six months after she had opened her house, she sat in the neatly

arranged parlor of Ler eldest daughter. Her face was thin and_
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pale,-and wore an expression of sorrow, in lines that had become

fixed. She looked older by ten or fifteen years than she really

was, and had an air of feebleness such as appertains to ill health
or old age. .

« How are things with you now, ma?” her daucrhter asked,
after the first s.ﬂutatlons were over, :

“ Bad enough, Anna,” the mother replied, in a sad, desponding
tone. ‘I believe I shall have to break up.”

“Indeed ! I am sorry for that.” 'Then, after a pause, “ And
scarcely sorry, either, for the life of toil you now live is killing
you.” o ‘

“T feel that itis, Anna. DBut what shallTI do? I must not
sit down in idleness. The children have to be raised and educated,
and there is now no one but me to do it.”

“Don’t your boardérs pay you?’ Anna asked, after a palnful
silence of some minutes.

% Yes, with one or two exceptions. But there is little profit to
be made by keeping boarders, where a high rent has to be paid,
and a number of wasteful servants kept. And besides, it costs
me a good deal to keep your father in money. Iam sure he does
not spend less than five or six dollars a week.”

¢ For what?”’

« In drinking, I sappose.”

“Isn't it dreadf'ul ma!” Anna said, the tears coming to her
eyes, *just to think what he might have been ?  So respectable,
so intelligent, so kind! Everybody liked him ; but now—Oh, it
is dreadful I _ :

«Tt is indeed, Anna. ~No man could have been more respected
than he—no family happier than ours, had it not been for this
wretched habit of drinking, which has gained on him almost im-
perceptibly for years, until it has acquired an absolute dominion
over him.”

“ You don’t know how bad he makes me feel sometimes, ma,”
Anna said, after another brief and oppressive silence. ¢ He never
comes here now except when he has been drmng to excess ; and
be is almost sure to come when Mr. N is at Imme, and his
presence always annoys liim very much. It is only for my sake
that he does not forbid him the house. Night before last he came
in when we had company, and acted so badly that Mr. N had
-to call him out and tell him he must go home. O, ma, you can-
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not fell how wretched T felt I I did riot blame my hushand, for he
cannot feel towards him as I do.” ' T

“I feel for you deeply, Anna,” the mother repliecl.- “ But
we must endeavor to bear our hard lot with resignation.”

“So 1 often say to myself, ma. But it is hard to be resigned

to such an affliction. I could bear his death—but his degr.:.da.-l
tion—O, it makes me feel awful sometimes.”
At that moment Mr. N——, the husband of Anna, came in
aunexpectedly from his store. ’

. “Good morning, ma,” he said, in a cheerful tone, “I am
glad tv see you. -I have been thinking of you for the Iz’»ast hour
a g_ood deal, and have just come in to talk with Anna about mat--
ters and things. And, as you are here, we may be able to talk
perhaps, to more purpose. To begin then, it seems to me tha;
'the best thing you ean do is to give up your boarding-house. It
is a slave’s life, and I can see that you are sinking u;’der it.”

_“ ‘fVe were just talking about that very thing Charles,” Anna
said, in an animated tone. . ~ ,

o I am glad of it. Then I hope you have come to the conclu-
sion, ma, that itis the best thing you can do 7

“I am forced to that conclusion, Charles.”

: gah\(;z O:?'(;Jhnrxfxcle up your n}ind what to do after giving up ?”’
coirloed T ave not. That is the doubt and uncertainty that

¢ Will you be guided by me? -

“T will, Charles; for my own mind is so bewildererd and
everything around me seems so dark, that I cannot see’
object in a clear light.” -‘ ' "

- I will tell you then what I have been thinking that you
ought to do. Give up your boarding-house, at once, of cduzse
:f.nd move mnto a smaller house. I bought one ves';erda ats:.
public sale, at a very low price. Tt shall be yo:1rs to Iiy\:e in

rent free, so long as you choose to occupy it. Amnna and I wili-
take. Mary, and Emily and her busband can take Julia, thus
leaving you only the care of little Harriet. How do vo:l lik

that arrangement ? ’ :

The brightening up of Mrs. Martin’s countenance showed how
much her oppressed heart had been relieved by the proposition.

“ :As a means of relief from burdens too heavy for me to bear
I will accept your proposition with gladness,” she said, Wiﬂ;

.

.
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emotion, * though, it is a hard task for a mother to be forced to
part with her children, and part with them too ander such cir-
cumstances.” ' . S :

¢T know that it is a painful necessity,” her son-in-law replied 3
s byt it cannot now, I fear, be helped.” '

¢« fear not.” : : '

“ But what will you do, ma, after you remove ?

«] will take care of that, Anna,” replied -her husband,
promptly. ¢ That has all been considered. Emily’s husband
and myself will see that your mother does mot stand in need of
anything ; and that she shall no longer have to toil to support
herself and family.” T

A gush of tears attested the relief which this declaration
Drought to the mind of Mrs. Martin.

The arrangemeh_t proposed -was soon entered upon. The '
boarding-house was given up, the two children removed to their
sisters, and Mrs. Martin comfortably established in a small, neat
house, with- her husband and Harriet, a little girl just eight years
old. : . ‘

It was known to Mr. N , through his wife, that Mr., Mar-
tin had been regularly furnished by her mother with money to
buy liquor. This resource he determined should be cut off. To
do so effectually, Mrs. Martin, her own consent to the arrange-

Ite

" ment being freely given, was to be farnished with but’ lictle

money. .Groceries and dry goods were all obtained on standing
-orders, and the constant attention of Anna and Emily fally anti-"
cipated every other want so as to relieve-their mother’s mind en-
tirely from any unpleasant feeling. ' o

The consequence of coursé was, that Mr: Martin, at a time
when his thirst for liquor demanded some fifteen or twenty
glasses a day, found every ordinary resource cut off.

“ Give me a dollar, Anna,” he said to his wife, on the morn-
ing after they had removed, he having submitted passively to- the
change without seeming to take any interest in it.

"¢ have not a cent in the world,” was the reply.

4 But I must have it,”” was his response.

«T have not a cent,” Mrs. Martin repeated.

¢ Then what are you going to, do?? he -asked.

& Trugt to Providence,” she said. :

For 2 moment or two her husband looked at her, half inquir-

T
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ingly, half angrily, for he se¢med to doubt her statement. ‘Then’
he commenced pacing the room backwards and forwards, evi-
dently in a deep study. This continued only for a fow minutes
when he lifted his hat and went out. h B

To the house of Emily, his second daughter; he proceeded at

once. _

¢ Emily, I want a couple of dollars,” he said, as he met her.

The child could not refuse the request of her father, although'
she knew that the use he would make of what she gave him
would be improper. The two dollars whre accordingly handed
to him, when he went away after lingering for a few minutes.

At dinner-time he came home as full of liquor as ever, and at
night went staggering off to bed. The next day showed the
same result. On the next morning he asked his wife again for
money. She had a dollar, and could not refuse it. "This sup-
plied his wants for that day. On the next morning Mrs. Martin
took good care not to have a cent, and therefore he applied to
her in vain. To Emily then he again repaired, and obtaingd the
sum he asked for. This was continned for sevoral weeks, his
danghter not venturing to mention the subject to any one, until
she became so distressed about it as to make it the topic of a
special interview with her sister Anna. -

“And now, sister, what shall I do?” she asked earnestly,
after stating the matter freely to her. : i

. “Itis clear to my mind, Emily,” replied her sister, ¢ that
you ought not to give father any money. But I see how painful
a trial it will be to refuse him. As for myself, T must confesg
that I have not the resolution to say no, if he should call upon
me.” ' '

“I am almost distressed to death about it,”” Emily said. «If -

I mention it to my husband, I know that he will say that I am
doing wrong, and insist upon my denying father at once. But
he cannot truly appreciate the situation of a child thus placed
towards her father.” ‘

“8till, Emily, T think that your plain duty is, to acquaint
your husband with the truth, and be guided by him. He will
direct none other than a right course, and the path of duty we

- must endeavor to walk in, no matter how painful it may be.”

“I feel that what you advise is right, Anna, and I must make

up my mind at once to act accordingly.”
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| On that evenfng Emily informed her husband of what she had

“been doing. He-sympathised with her decply, rilnd excu's‘ed what
" she had done, but very correctly tovk the position that it would

not do for her to continue her supplies. To relieve her fro.m"a‘.
positive refusal, however, he received from her all the madney
that she Mad, and they agreed that she’should keep no small.

change about her. - :

On the next morning Mr. Marti_n came as usual, and asked for

some money. o
Y have not a dollar in the house; father,” Emily replied, her

heart beating heavily. . ’
er:‘I‘he old ;an looked at her steadily for a moment, and then

i stern] _
Sm:}’I_hil:ver degi,ed you a dollar in my life, Emily, and many
have I paid for you.”
hu;ﬁ:eg;ild burslz into te{u‘s, and wept for a time bitterly; but
she made no reply, for she could not. Hfs cruel remark bhad
fallen upon her heart withl a sudden, smarting shock, that com-
etely broke down her feelings.
PleSt‘la(Iiv]y and_ silently the old man at ]:etst arose at}d lef'; ;h’z
house, without uttering & word. Ere .hls tottering form da ed
from her eyes, Emily started once or twice to spring forward-an
restrain him; but, by a powerfal eﬁ'ort-;, she was exlablgd:t.o re(i |
main passive. For a long time aft.er_ hls: departure she contmug
om a sensation of exquisite pain.
N '}vzelfi:reldest daunghter the old man now repaired. Anna had |
not the resolution to say no to the request 1](? preferred, and .he
obtained what he’desired. - On the next morning he came again,
and so continued regularly, until she had to suffer a like severe
trial with that which Emily had endured. .

A fow weeks longer Mr. Martin continued to keep up his regu]ar .
supp]‘;)r of liquor by borrowing small sums from ok} buzlrf;es:
acquaintances, who, like his daughters, had n‘bt reso.lut{on a] rs
to refuse him ; then he ran up scores at varions drmkmg-.p aces,
until no one would trust him. Driven almost to desperation, Irm
entered, early one morning, the tavern of a man who was known

" to have but little regard for the opi'nions of others. All he cared-

for was to make money. o . B
« Give me a glass of brandy, Hugh,” the old man said, as he k

cams up to the counter.
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¢ Pay me the old score, Martin.” S
“I will do it in a few days.”
“Bo you have been sayi .
aying for a week past.
-then. I may trust you again.?’ ’ Foy that st and
[1] ‘
) -Lf)ok ,},lere, Hugh, I 'm a good customer you know, and worth
aining, the old man said, leaning over the coi i
e | ! g counter with a
% Oh, yes, good enough i ‘
: gh if you pay your way.”
“ Exactly. Now I have hit u i
~only get what is due you,

“ Well 27

113 > :
w tg‘%?f:e?zrfiryas much as I want every day, until my bill runs
up fo fift ) wenty dolla.rs. Then warrant me on the aceount
and tolb at ance -confess judgment. You can order a commit:
ment e made out on the spot, and have me sent to Jail. Tt will
mly be necessary then to send word to one of my married daugh-

f=3

ters that I am in jail, an
Jail, and your account will be paj i
stant.  How does that strike you ? » pufl on the fa-
“Tt is capital.”

« . .

H’fgﬁn 1\%:;3 linehson:ie liqu‘or, for T am burning up with thirst.”
nenrin tumb}l)e liyfu;n f‘e(;) him a decanter, from which he poured
o s Paenbler £ tho randy. ]-Sef'ore. raising it to his lips, he
ook fron momént 3 g}ounter a piece of lemon peel, chewed it
i o o uos, and then put the glass to his mouth. But the
odor o WhiChqw r sn 'denly nauseated his stomach, the

e e o ;S e?tlrely gone, and he was compelled to return
gy s to the unter. The lemon peel was again resorted to
Engone o § hiizge Ezvi?:;)w;d ;'t]t]he}rll holding his nose with t_he:
and turned its conte’nts with ¢ e the 'glass L
one sw‘allows a nauseou;) ﬁr.h::ethaf13 hr(:l:c?i[;;;: e
;::Tylds;ﬂliafgrﬁ;bo?t z minute, until the stimulating effects of the
orondy had tﬂke i.’o’ ring back the tone of his stomach. He was
pen abl e bwo or three glasses more, each containing about

e-amount of the first, when he was ready to enter upon the

regular business of t ich- ink
| hoTn-_ s of the day, which was to drink about every half -

pon a plan by which you can not
but secure my entire custom.”

healthy

is lips,
ty that
After this he stood

Anna’s hushand h :

nd had left only a few mi .
afternoon about two weeks afte{ minutes for his store,
asked to see her.

fow one
this time, when a man called and-
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« T am sorry to say, madam, that your father hias just been sent
to jail,” he said, on obtaining an interview with her. “JIam the
officer whose duty it was made to convey him there, and I-have
thought it but right that you should be instantly informed of the
fact.”” o '

« My father in jail !”” poor Mrs. N
pale. ¢ Who put him there ?—what is he in for ?”

« He has been committed, madam, by a man named Hugh
‘Murphy, to whom he owes 2 bill of eighteen dollars.”

« He must not stay there, sir,” Anna said promptly ; ¢ how .
ghall T obtain his release? ” ' '

« Simply by a payment of the debts and costs.”

« That T will of course do; and as you, sir, have been so kind
as to bring the news of his imprisonment, can I so far trespass on
your kindness as tb make you the bearer of his release?”

¢ T will do it-with pleasare, madam,”. was the officer’s. courte-

exclaimed, turning

ous reply. _ o

. The amount of debt and costs was handed to the officer, whe
immediately went to the jail and obtained the. infatuated old
man’s release. ‘ o : - _

As soon as he was gone, Anna repaired to her mother’s and’
without acquainting her of the fearful fact she had Tearned,
waited with much anxiety for her father’s return. He came in

~at last, as if nothing hafl happened ; but Anna could not restrain
herself. S :

« Q, father!” she ejaculated, coming up to him quickly and
grasping his hand, “is it possible that they have had you in
Jail?” . ' | :

“In jail!” Mrs. Martin said, in a tone of gurprise and alarm,
at once springing to her feet. ' -

% Yes, they have had me there,” the old man said, with some
excitement in his tone; ¢ but thanks to your prompt attention,
Anna, T am at liberty once more.”

He then explained to his wife and daughter that he had owed
a debt to Hugh Muiphy, who had warranted him, and put him
in jail before he could send word to any of his friends.. They,
of course, had not the most remote suspicion of the whole truth.”
: *This cireumstance was deeply mortifying and distressing to the

.- whole family, the more so as it seemed to effect not the slightest '
change in Mr. Martin’s habits, and indicated the beginning of a
new series of troubles. -
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A month only passed away when Anna was again notified

that her father had been imprisoned. This time she went to her
husband, as the bill was nearlysthirty dollars, and at the suit of
the same individual who had before had him committed. She
had never mentioned the fact of the former imprisonment, but
now she related it all. '

“Tt is indeed a hard case, Anna,” her husband said, with
much tenderness in his manner, “and for your sake I will at
once have him released, although I feel convinced that the best
thing would be to let him remain there for at least a week.”

T have no doubt but that it would,” Anna replied, the tears
coming to her eyes, ¢ but he is my father, and I cannot bear the
thought of his remaining in that dreadful place an hour.”

Mr, N— did not feel like urging the matter, and so paid the
debt and had the old man.again released. Scarcely a month had
passed away, ere the same scene was acted over once more, the
vile wreteh whose cupidity had prompted him to be a party in
the matter, delighted at the success of the business.

As soon as Mr. N became aware of thiz third imprison-
ment, he made up his mind as to a plain course of duty. He at

once called all the family together, and together the matter was
talked over. Anma and Emily plead hard for their father, but it
was resolved that he should not be released. _ -

“If we pay this debt,” argued Mr. N. , ““that miserable
creature, Murphy, will again credit him, and again resort to the
same mode of enforcing payment. But if we suffer him to lie in
prison, two ends will be gained: Murphy will lose his money,
and refase in consequence to trust him any longer, and he will be
cut off from liquor for the time he is compelled to remain there.”

Every one was convinced that, painful to their feelings as it
might be, it was the best thing that could be done to let him stay
in jail just so_long as the grog-shop keeper felt disposed to retain
Lim there, . .

The next thirty days were days-of severe affliction of mind to
his wife and children, who were constantly pained by applications

“from him, begging to be released. Every thing was done to
make bim comfortable. He was supplied with a good bed, nour-
ishing food, and was visited frequently by his family. But all his
entreaties for release, or to be supplied with liguor were unavail-
ing. TFor the first few days he trembled on the verge of mania a

ST

THE MODERATE DRINKER. 258
. & .

pofd ; but the judicious treatment of an able physician prevented
the full exhibition of this- terrible disease. The tavern-keeper
who had imprisoned the old man, determined that he Wo.u}d not
be outdone, and so continued every week to advance the jail fees,
for four successive weeks, when, finding that others were as earn-
est in the maiter as himself, he declined losing any thing more,
and so permitted Mr. Martin to come oufc. _ .

Having abstained for" thirty days, his f'amﬂy‘ and friends msitde
a strong effort to induce him to abandon entirely the debasn_ng
vice of drunkenness. He promised, and made a feeble but brief
effort. Long before the first week of his release had expired., he
came home intoxicated, He had found a half dollar in his wife’s
drawer, and had drunk within an hour as much liquor as it would

‘ buy. The insatiable desire that had been suspended in a degree,

now came back upon lim with almost maddening intensity..
Liquor he must have at any and all hazards. l\fltll'l?hy-wopld not,
of course, trust him again, nor could he obtain ]lt.lgor on t?ust.
anywhere, for wherever he was known he owed- bills for drink.
-8till, his intolerable desire must be satisfied. His first debaunch,
after his release from imprisonment, put him in bed for the bal-
ance of the day. On the next morning he awoke early, -and
went out to seel for liquor, he hardly knew where, . He had
been in the street, however, but a few minutes, when an expedi-
ent struck him, and he proceeded direct towards Light st.reet'
wharf, along which he passed quickly until he came to the neigh-
borhood of Federal Hill, when he turned off into a small street
called York street. e had not proceeded far along this before
he came to ashop where old clothes were bought, sold, or ex-
changed, and grog dealt out likewise to a very low class of cus-

tomers, principally negroes.

« Have you an old vest that will fit me?” he asked, as he

entered this vile place. ‘ o o
¢ Q, yes,” said the keeper, smiling, and coming forward with

. the same kind of alacrity that is exhibited by the spider when an

anlucky fly finds its way into its den. .
« T waht to exchange this handsome one which I have on for a
. . N . T} .
more common article, and get the difference. _
0, certainly, certainly. DBut we ne:f:er pay out money here,
you know. We always credit in drinks.
« Show me some vests, then.”,
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A pile of second-hand garments of the kind he asked for weie
taken from the shelf, and displayed before him. Afler trying on -

two or three, he selected one much worn and faded, and was told
that he should have credit for three quarters of a dollar in the
exchange.  This was at once agreed to, and. the old vest at once
assumed the place of a handsome silk one,

"Old Mr. Martin now began to feel the absolute necessity of
not only husbanding his resources, but of drinking the cheapest
kind of liguor. He therefore called for whiskey,

“ Will you have a three cent or a fip glass ? 7 asked the grog-
seller, :

“ A three cent glass,” was the reply. :

-About the same quantity of a common article of whiskey as he

- obtained of brandy ordinarily for a fip, was poured out for him.

The shop-keeper did n’t trust és customers to help themselves,

Now, came the serious effort to drink it. Lemon peel was
resorted to, and holding of the nose, but all to no purpose-—the
liguor would not remain on his over-tried and weakened stomach.

¢ (3ive me a two cent glass,” the wretched old man said, after
waiting two or three minuges ; ¢ perhaps it will stay now.”

A two cent glass was poured out, and poured down, but it
came back again as suddenly as water from a red-hot surface.

“Ugh!” ejaculated the drunkard, ¢ this is wretched work ]
Give me another.” '

“ A two center or a three center ? 7

“ A two center of course. It won’t do to waste three centers
'in this way.” A

Anotler glass was poured out, which Martin held in hié hand

for perhaps two minutes, attentively consulting all the time the
condition of his stomach, which, from the stimulating effects of
the small portion of the fluid that remained adhering to its coat-
ings, was gradually, but very slowly, coming up to that tone
which would enable it to bear its daily burdens.

“I think it will stay now,” he said, raising the glass, and
tarning it quickly off. '

This was followed by two or three retchings, not powerful
enough, however, to throw off what he had taken. A

“That will do, I believe,” he said, with an air of satisfaction,

as the spasmodic action of the stomach subsided ; “ now give me
a three center.” '

i -
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Bix three cent glasses of a vile, burning stuff, called whiskey, a
cheap and poisonous article, were now drank before he left the
shop, when the old man turned away, and -directed his steps °
homeward, where he arrived at the regular breakfast honr. Ilis
wife saw by the steadiness with which he carried his cup of cof-
fee to his mouth, that he had been drinking, and she also noticed -
something unusual in his appearance, but could not make out
what it was. How he had obtained the liquor was a mystery,
for she knew that le had no money, and did not believe that any
one would trust him. The feeble hope that had been gaining

~ strength during thirty days of sobriety, was now all scattered to.
the winds. : ‘

During the day and evening he exhausted the credit which he
bad obtdined in the morning, and returned home just able to keep
his feet: . : : . - :

Ou the next morning before breakfast he was out again, and at

* the same place exchanged a new hat for an old one. This sup- -

plied his wants for the day. Having once begun this system, he -
found it to act well, and so continued it. His coat was next

given to the grog-seller for an old, shabby affair, and a credit for - -
liguor of five dollars. - He did not comehome on this day until -

evening, hoping thus to elude the observation of his wife on his -
changed appedrance. He came in as quietly as he could, and
groped his way up 4o-the chamber, not of course withont being
heard, where he undressed himself and got into bed. His head
had bardly touched the pillow before he was sound asleep.” -

When Mrs. Martin came up, her attention was at once attracted
by the old coat, which she lifted hurriedly, and examined
throughout. The hat and vest she had noticed before. Clasp-
ing her hands together with a despairing emotion as-she let the
soiled and worn garments fall to the floor, she sunk into a chair
while a sick faintness passed over her. ‘

% What 4s to be done!” she at length murmured, rising and
beginning to pace the room backwards and forwards.  « O, this
infatuation is dreadful” '

It was Jong after she had retired before Mrs. Martin could find
rest from her troubled thoughts in sleep, She fully perceived
the new trial that awaited them, for she well understéod the
meaning of the change in his garments. It would now be impos-
gible to keep him respectable, even decent in appearance, There -
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were none but his two sons-in-law who were able to purchase

him clothing, and she could not expect them to keep him fur-
nished with a supply of décent garments, to be regularly sold or
exch'mrred in order to get money to buy liquor. The lateness of
the hom at which she finally sunk to rest, caused her to sleep
more soundly as the night waned. When she finally awoke, it

was an hour after sunrise. IHer husband had already arisen and

gone. The breakfast hour arrived, and she waited and waited for
hiny, but he came not. Then she sat down with her little girl,
and swallowed a few monthfuls, but with a heavy heart. Slowly

the morning hours rolled away, and dinner time came; but her

husband returned not—nor did he make his appearance in the
evening, nor all through the night. :
‘Alarmed and distressed, she called to see her son-in-law, Mr,
N , at an early hour on the next morning, and told all that
she had observed in regard to the changed clothing, and his sub-
sequent absence. Mr. N was deeply pained at the relations
“and proposed that nothing should be said to his wife on the sub-
jeet, while he and Emily’s husband made an effort to find the
infatuated old man. Mrs. Martin accordingly returned home,

and the young men, after consulting together, started ont in

search of their father-in-law.

They first proceeded to the neighborhood of' Fredemck -and:
Water streets, it having been before ascertained that he was in
the habit of visiting some of the shops in that vicinity. To an
inquiry made in one of the. liquor-stores kept by a vulgar-looking
Irish woman, they were told that an old man, answering to Ehexr
description of' Mr. Martin, had been in her shop only an hour
Jbefore for liquor, but that she had refased him because he had
no money.

“ Which way did he go after he Ief’n your shop ?” inquired

one of the young men.
~ “Down Frederick street towards the wharf,”’ was the reply.

They turned their steps in that difection, and by inquiry traced
the individual described by the Irish woman to another grog-shop
half way down to Pratt street. There they were told that he

was up stairs, and they ascended a paiv of filthy, rickety stairs,'to

a kind of ill-lighted loft above. A wretched looking man, in-
soiled and tattered garments, sat half reclining upon the floor, A
single glance told them that he was not the individual they were

%

~-trembling whisper,
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seekmg But he was not the only miserable inmate of thls cheer-"
less apartment. There were, besides himself, his wife and five:
little children. - A dark-green shade was bound over the woman’s
eyes, and it was evident that she saw but 1n1perfectly ‘A table
was on the floor, around which the children stood receiving their

morning meal. - ¢
.The first impulse of the two men was to retire the moment they

Wk

 ascertained their mistake: DBut a glance through the apartment,

as soon as their eyes became 50 used to the dun’ llght as to, distin-

_guish obJect§ clealh, made them pause,

“ Won’t you sit down, sirs 27" the woman said; a.dvancmg and

‘placing before them two old chairs withont backs, the only\seats '

of any kind which the room contained. :

Mechanically N took the proffered seat, and his companion
Jmltated ‘his example. - A glance or two sufficed to make them
acquainted with the nature of the meal which the mother had pre-
pared for her little ones. In the centre of the table stood a large
earthen pie-dish, a- sectmn of which had been broken out a]rnost
dowh to ‘the Yottom. - To make it hold what had been placed in

it the broken side had been elevated by a small -brick-bat. - It con-

tained what was intended for a kind of soup, consisting of two_
hock-ends of bacon, which one of the children had picked up in
the street, where ‘they had been thrown to the hogs, boiled in -
water to extract all the nutritious matter that remamed Be-
sides the broken pie-dish that contained thls soup, there was a
smaller one, broken in & very similar manner, and supported on
its .edge after a like fashion. Into this smaller dish the mother

~would lade with an old pewter spoon, half of the handle of which

had been broken off, a portion.of this miserable food, and then-
hand the spoon to one of the cluIdlen, who eat wlnle the rost
waited impatiently for their turns to come. So eager for food
were 4l these little ones, the. oldest only about eight yéars of age,
that they heeded not the presence of strangers. thle this oper-
ation was going on, N-—— said to lns brother-1n~la.w, in a low

o

"y

& Wait here a moment.”’

And then went burriedly down stairs. He was gone butafew

minutes, when he returned with two or three loaves of bread, and *

a large piece of cold ham, which he had obtained at an eating-

house in the newhborhood These e placed upon the table, and
16 B ' :
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" again seated himself mechamcally Instantly the table was in
commotion.” The mother guickly m‘asped a loaf, and breaking it

into smaller portions, threw piece after piece to her little group of
starving children; who seized the opportune supper and eat raven-

' uus‘ly -The drunken husband and father, who, until now, had re--

mained- passive upon the floor, came forward to partake of the

food, and crowded into a place at the table. There was evidently |

not a knife in the room, for the mother took the meat in her hand
and tore off portions of it, which she distributed around, her hus-
band appropriating a share, and eating with a keen rglish. As for
her, she tasted ngthing until all were supplied, and then seemed
to force the food into ljer mouth, and eat it with no appetite.
“ Horrible ! ”” whispered one of the visitors. ‘
¢ It makes me sick,” responded the other.
“ Who could have dreamed that such misery existed in this
city ! 7 N added, an expression of pain passing over hLis face.
He then drew the poor woman on one side, and learned from
her that her hushand had become so abandoned as not only to re-
fuse to work at all, thus burdening her with his support, but that
- he had carried off, at different times, and sold them for liquor,
almost every article of furniture, until she had not a bed, plate,
eup, knife or fork in the house. That while she could do any-

thing, she was in the habit of going out to whitewash, and clean-

houses, but that her sight bad suddenly failed her, so that she had
become nearly blind, and thus unable to do anything for her chil-
dren, who were 1'fea11y in a starving condition. He learned also
that she was living in the loft thev occupied, at 2 rent of an
- eleven-penny bit a week and that, as there were five weeks rent
due, the landlord below had threatened to turn her into the
street with her children on the next day, if not paid.
Slipping a five dollar note in her land, with a caution not to
let her husband know that she had any money, he, promised to
-send her a supply of good nourishing food, and then the two young
men hurried away, with. their feelmfrs more deeply wrought upon
by human misery than they had ever been in their lives.
Other sections of the city were searched, revealing new sceres
of wretchedness undreamed of, but with no better success, and.
night at Jast came without their having heard any news of Mr.
. Martin. Their efforts were continned after nightfall, and made
in the neighborheod.of Light street and Federal HilL

"
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o« Have you seen anythmg of an old man lingering about any
of ‘the grog-shops i in this neighborhood for a day or two past 2

‘they inguired of a-man standmg at the corner of nghl‘. and York

streets.

“ What, a drunken old fellow that exchanged all his good

“clothes for old ones 2

« The'same, I presume.” -

‘4 Yes, I saw him about here to-day.”

« Do you know where he i 8?7

¢« No. Buat I suppose he is sleeping off his hquor on the soft
side of a board somewhere about here.”

« T don’t understand you, sir,” one of his questloners said.

« Then I must explain I presume. Gentlemen of your cloth
dox’t know all that's going on in this world. You see, then, when

‘people get so low that they can’t afford to hire a bed to sleep in,

we have the means of accommodating them with a good, dry floor
in these parts, for one; two, or three cents a night, according to.

the quality of the accommodation.”

¢ Ts it possible that human beings become 50 debased and

_wretched s to be dmren to- such thmws?”

¢« Of course it is,”” replied the man, who was well pleased to
hear himself talk, more especially as he had got hold of listeners

to whom his news was news indeed.

« How do such people live 7" asked N

«In various ways—but prmc:pally on grub i

¢ Grub—grub ? ?  What is that, pray 7 ”

“ Don’tyou know what gmb)s? ”

« No—certainly not.”” - 4.~ E -

« Well, then, I will tell you. “W¢ havé two or three pretty
hard customers.in this neighborhood, who fear nothing on this

“side of the gallows. They keep a kind of eating, dl‘lnl\l]l(" and

lodging houses, and stand prepared to buy a]most anythmcr you.

- choose to bring along, so that they can get it at about one-tenth
of its real value. W’ell they keep 4 parcel of dirty, lazy, drunken

negro women and children about them, called * grubbers One
of these will start out for instance, in the morning, with her

- basket, and beg cold and broken victuals from door to door, until

her basket is fulll Then she will bring it in, and sell it for
whiskey, and sometimes a little small change will be added, but
usually tha amount allowed for the ¢ grub’ is passed to her credit
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s#i:"and she drinks it out, or gets tobacco with it, as she likes. The
‘shopkeeper then selects the best pieces of bread, meat, or pie from
the disgusting mass, and arranges them on clean plates. A meal
off of these costs a fip. The nexst best is set out, at three cents a
cut. What remains is thmwn into a pot—meat, bread, fish, pota-
toes, pudding, and a dozen other things, and boiled down, into a
kind of hash. This is what is called ¢grub, and is sold at one
cent a bowl. It is upon this, at one cent a meal, that drunkards
. of the lowest grade, white or black, live.” '

“ Do many live thus ?”’ was asked.

¢ Not many here, thank heaven! But in Philadelphia and

New York, I am told, that very many are thus kept from starva-
tion.” . Y : :

“ But how do the wretches who live thus obtain liquor 2

“In various ways. Some by ¢grubbing,’ some by stealing,
some by doing little odd jobs, as piling wood, putting away coal,
&c. DBesides, liquor is very cheap. A good deal of poor whis-
key can be got in some of these shops for a cenf or two. And to
meet even the very lowest want in drinking, as in eating, many
shops save the water in which the glasses are rinsed, and by add-
ing a little move lignor give it some strength, and ‘call it ¢all
sorts.” A good stiff glass of this is sold for a cent.”

¢ Can you not direct us where we would be likely to find the
old man we-have alluded to?” they said, after listening to these
painfully disgusting details. ¢ You seem well acquainted with
things in this neighborhoed.”

« Perhaps:I can,” he replied. ¢ At least I have no objection

to try.” S :
He then led the way up an alley running parallel with York

street, most of the houses in which™“seemed to be inhabited by’

blacks of a low order.

¢ Let us go in here,” their guide said, pausing before a dilapi-
dated frame tenement ; “this, I believe, is one of the sleeping
dens.” y

He opened the door with little ceremony, and they foﬂbwed :

him, not without some fears, for they knew neither the individual
conducting them, mnor the place into which they were going,
The roow entered by them was dimly lighted by a single lamp,
scarcely brighter than a taper, throwing its flickering rays over a
da.rk mass of human beings, stretched upon the floor. ~ Old. and

. strange revolting confusion.
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young; black and white, male and female, all mingled there in

A few muttered curses met their intrusion as they proceeded to

search for the old man among these.. But he could not be found,

and they retired, sick avith the suffocating stench of the room,
and half resolved to look no further. -
‘But a consciousness that it would .never do to return home
that night without finding him, if possible, made them resolve to
persevere, ‘They were more successful at the next place to which

“their conductor carried them. They found the old man sleeping

with half a dozen-others, in a room attached to the shop where.
he had exchanged his clothing. ~All efforts to-awake him proved
vain; a carriage was obtained, and his insensible body carried
home. Too drunk to be able.to walk, he had been assigned a
place on the floor to sleep—price of lodgings were, of course
charged at the bar. o IR '
When the whole family became fully conscious of the still
lower depth of degradation into which the old man had sunk,
and of his utter abandonment of all regard to feeling and pro-
priety in his actions and appearance, words cannot express their
pain, discouragement, and mortification. They could not ses
him going about in public places with old, worn, and soiled gar-
ments—and yet, now that he had begun the system of selling his
clothes, they felt that they might be constantly buying him new
ones, only to supply him with the means of procuring liquor, if
they attempted to regard his appearance. '
At first, however, under the feeble hope that he would not
again resort to that expedient for the purpose of supplying his
thirst for strong drinks, a new suit of clohes was provided for

' him.

. % Hecertainly will not sell these,” Anna said- to her mother,

-on the-afternoon of the day on which the new clothes had been.
' “furnished him, as the two sat conversing near a window at the-

house of the former,” _
- «T hope not, Anna; but I have my féears.”
¢ How ean he do so!” Anna cjaculated, half musingly, and

" then there ensued a troubled silence, for neither could suggest

comfort or thought of hope to the other. S
. Thus had each sat, for several minutes, their feelings painfully
oppressed, when Mrs: Martin suddenly exclaimed, in a tone of
agony, j '
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¢ Merciful Heavens I * Can that be your father?” :

Anna instantly sprang to her feet, and strained her eyes
eagerly in the direction indicated by her mother. Nearly oppo-
site sat an old man on a cellar door, his clothes covered with dust
and dirt, whose general appearance was that of Mr. Martin, only
that the hat which covered his head was an old, worn, white hat
~while his own was new and black, when he went out in the
morning. Halfa-dozen boys, black and. white, were gathered
around, and were using all their juvenile ingenuity to annoy
him. One would pull his hat down over his eyes, another would
go behind and push him suddenly forward, while another more
regardiess, would gather up handfuls of dust and shower it over
him. . o

Tt can’t be father, ma,” Anna said, trembling from head to
foot, and growing deadly pale, ¢ and yet Lhow much it looks like
him.”

“Your father’s hat was a black one,”” Mry. Martin said, still
eagerly running her eyes over the wretched man who had
attracted their attention.

" But he ma¥ have sold it,” pursued the danghter.

At that moment the old man made an effort and succeeded in
gaining his feet, at which his little crowd of tormentors set up a
loud shout of derision, one pulling at his coat-tail, another push-

ing him forward, while another attempted to trip up his heels. .

He had only proceeded thus a few paces, when he fell forwards

" over the curbstone, and struck his head upon the rough pavement
with a violent concussion. As he fell, Anna canght a glimpse of
his face. It was, indeed, her own father. = Quick as thought she
ran down stairs, and sprang at a few hounds across the street.
The energy of her manner at once caused the little group of boys
to recede from him, as she stooped down, and with a strength
superior to her natural physical powers, lifted him up and drew
him upon the pavemeni. :

“Tor the love of Ileaven, carry him across the street for
me!” she then ejaculated, lifting her head, and looking into the
faces of a few adult by-standers, with a wild, pale, agitated
countenance. , .

Her request was instantly obeyed, and her father taken into
her house and laid upon a bed. The presence of a crowd press-

“ing into her chamber, restored to Mrs. N——or

in some degree a
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more distinet consciomsness of what was passing around her.
Her request for all to retire had its effect; for a few saw the
propriety of doing so, and the others followed their example. No
external injury being apparent, Anna and her mother commenced

" by bathing his i and face with cold water, and soon found to

their relief that he commenced breathing regularly, though he
showed but few signs of returning consciousness. Feeling still
tronbled about him, the physician'w'as called in, who assured
them, on examining him, that rest was all he needed. The pas<*
sage of a few hours verified his prediction.

During six months longer old Mr. Martin continued to procure
the means for obtaining the gratification of his appetite for liquor
by selling or exchanging his .clothes, until his children became
utterly "discouraged, and refused any longer to replace them, -
except where it becamie necessary to cover his nakedness. Asa
last resort, during the severe winter of 18—, he accepted an offer
to cry oysters about the street, for as much liquor as he could
drink. Six glasses an hour was the stipulation. The unfeeling
wretch who thus engaged him, accompanied the cart, by the side

“of which the old man walked, erying oysters through the streets

and alleys of a city, wherein a few years before he was accounted
wedlthy and respectable, and in which still resided his wife and
five children; moving in a circle of education and refined intelli-
gence.. A few hours only had passed before Martin had: to sup-
port himself by holding on to one of the cart shafts. In this sit-

_uation he went by the store of cne of ‘his sons-in-law, who took

him away from his unfeeling employer, and had him conveyed
home, half dead with cold and intoxication. A violent attack of
delirtum tremens followed, from which he recovered after linger-
ing a long time on the brink of the grave. - B

The moderate -drinker had now reached his lowest point.
From one, two, and three glasses, his appetite had increased un-
til it demanded at the rate of fifty and sixty glasses a day. As
he slowly recovered his strength from this violent attack of ill-
ness, his family surrounded him with their Jast and almost
despairing efforts to induce him to refdrm, by urging him to join
the Washington Temperance Society. To their delight and sur-
prise he at once agreed. _

‘T was present when he came up and subscribed his name to
the pledge—it was on the night of my sixth visit to their meet-



264 . THE MODERATE DRINEKER.

' ings. His act, for his case was well known to nearly all, caused-'

a new thrill of pleasure. to awaken in the breast of each member

—and nerved them all with a new determination to persevere,
Often since then have I seen that old man in the street, at

church, and in public assemblies with his dauglters, whose atten=

tions towards him were of the most affectionate character. It.

was a &ight that always warmed my heart. Two years and
‘more have passed away since his reformation, and he is yet true
%o his pledge, and all around him feel the utmost confidence that

he will remain so. His untiring devotion in the cause of tem-

perance is their guaranty, for there is no sphere of safety so
strong as that of active usefulness.

THE BOTTLE AND THE PLEDGE,

CHA‘PTER 1.

« Herx ’s something to warm you,” said old Morrison, keeper

of the ¢ Man and Monkey‘ » grog shop, handing, as he spoke,

bottle of cordial to a journeyman mechanic who had been sent by-
his emp]oyer to do some work in the house of the liquor vender.
The journeyman having finished his job, was about leaving, when
thus addressed by the smiling landlord. He did not refuse the
tender, although not in the habit of dmnklng, and no customer of
old Monmon s. It was a sharp day in January, and words -

“ something to warm you,” sounded pleasantly ; besides, the man-

ner of the clever landlord was such as a]most to put it out of the -

question for James Latimer to decline the little present, had the -

“thought of doing so entered his mind—which we are sorry to say,

was not the case. .
“ Do you serve every body in that v\ay ?" said a man who
stood beside 6ld Morrison’s bar. This was after Latimer had left
with his bottle, )
% Not quite,” returned Morrison, shrugging his shonlders and
putting on a knowing look. ' :
“ He must-be 2 good customer,” remarked the man.
“He? Ohno! He never paid for a glass at my bar in his

life,” replied Morrison.

“Indeed! You must have taken qulte a fancy to him. I

_never gave you credit for such an amiable weakness of char-

acter.” ‘
Morrison grinned and chuckled. . -
“ Don’t be uneasy,” he said. ¢ That bottle isn’t thrown
away. He’ll pay for it, twice over, before six months. A word
in your ear”’ '

" (265)
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" And the Tiquor-seller winked his blear eye, wrinkled one side
-~ of his browhed and blotched face, and laid a finger upon his ruddy
nose. The man bent towards him, and he sald—'

“ He Il like the taste of that well enough to want more soon.’

“ Ah, yes! Tunderstand. You know him®I suppase ?

i | have no particular acquaintance with him ; but I *ve had
my eye upon him, for the last twelve months. He passes my
door every day, but he never crossed it hefore.”

“ He’s not a drinkipg man ?”

¢ Did you look into his face ?”

“ Yes.”

“ And ask that questlon ? A drinking man! Not he. I
doubt if he’s tasted liquor a dozen times in his life. -But, I saw
by the way he smacked his lips after a glass I gave him to-day,

that the love of strong drink was in him. My word for it, by the

tlme he gets throuo-h with that bottle, ke ’Il want some more.”
“To supp]y Whlch want, you will stand ready ?”’

¢ T will.”?

“You understand your business I see, Morrison,” said the
men. |
¢ Forty years’ experience ought to qualify me.’

“ Forty years! Have yon sold hquor 50 Iong 7

“I have, and hope to be spared for as‘many years longer.”

* To sell liguor ?

“Certainly. Tt’s a first rate business ; ; and takes but little cap-
ital and labor. There is no risk in it. With one hand you pass

yogr goods over the counter, and with the other hand draw in
the money.” . :

¢ And the profit is good 2
¢ First rate. Could n’t ask for better.”” :
- “Well; go ahead, old chap!” returned the man. “If the
‘devﬂ claims your soul in the end Ihardly think there will be any

one to dispute his t1tle And now mix us a brandy toddy; and
let it be strong.”

Nothing oﬁ’ended by thls familiarity, Morrison prepared the

toddy, and the man,lifting it towards his lips, said—

 Here’s to the bottle sent forth on its errand of:

“ Merey 17 the liquor seller supplied the word, as the man
tasted his glass.

“ As you please,” rephed the man, takmcr the glass from hls

1
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: Iips “ But see here,” he added, looking thoughtf'ul &€ Aint

*

you never troubled with ghosts?

% Ghosts! What put them into your head ?r

“The ghosts of dead drunkards, murdered wives, and starved
children. Ha! Don’t they never haunt you ?

“ You seem disposed to be merry to-day,” returned MOI‘I‘ISOH

“It’s a merry subject, isn’t it?”” The man spoke with irony.

« Not to.me ; and so we’ll drop it.” Morrison appeared, now,
to be a little offended. He felt that his customer despised him.

“A word more,” said the man,, setting his half empty g]ass
upon the counter, and speaking in a changed voice. ¢ What is
the name of the man whom you have favored with a tempting
bottle; and where does he live? ” _

“ Find-that out by your wits,” replied the liquor seltér exhibit-
ing an angry face. : :

“ Where does he work ?”” - ‘

% Take the same answer,”” retorted Morrison.

“Look here, my old chap,” said the man warming; ¢ I call
that 2 base trick of yours; and if I knew where to find\this me-
chanie, I would give him a hint of your purpose, and advise him

" to throw the bottle into the street.”

“RBah!” o

“You can *bah’ as much as you please But it doesn’t make
your actany better. . It ’s bad enough for you to sell liquor to men
like me and others, who have allowed she cursed appetite to form
itself; but to tempt sober men to ruin, ¥s an act that ought to
shame the devil hlmself Have n’t yow customers enourrh to ﬁat--
isfy you?” ~

« Please to walk out of' my bar!?” exc]almed Morrison, Wlth a

face in color like a bottle of his own claret.

The man hesitated a moment, and then turned and walked
away, leaving the liquor seller fuming and fretting like a barrel
of new beer. '

-James Latimer was a sober, industrious mechanic, with a wife
and three children. Agnes, a tidy little girl, and very useful to

her mother, was twelve years old, and little Lottie, two years of

age, and still called the * baby,” was the youngest. James was
in his ninth year. Latimer was a first rate workman, and made
good wages ; and Polly, his wife, managed every thing so well,
that they not only lived very comfortablv, but were able to put
by a little every year. A happier family was not to be found,
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On the dav Latimer received a warming glass and a bottle of
cordial from Morrison, he went home to dmner, feeling in a very

pleasant humor. The lignors he had taken produced an agreeable -

exhilaration.” He held up the bottle to his wife, as he entered,
and after laughingly telling the story of old Morrison’s generosity,
set it down upon the table, and taking little Lottie in his arms,
danced around the room with her at a merry rate, the child crow-
ing and patting his face with her tiny hands, while Jimmy clung
to his legs and tried with all his strength to hold hirg fast. For
ten minutes the happy father sported with his children, and the
dinner being ready, he sat down to eat,

“ I must try old Morrison’s remedy for cold weather,”” he said
after the meal, and drawing the cork, poured out a glass of cordial
and drank it off.

“Tt does warm—that’s a fact. Come try some of it, Polly.”
And he filled the glass again, and handed it to his wife.

¢« Qh, no, no!”  And Mrs. Latimer put up her hand.

“ Yes, try it. If it’s good for me, it’s good for you. Drink it
off. It’s nothing but cordial.”

¢ No—no. I don’t wantit.” - :

“ Nonsense! You must drink some. You don’t know how
good itis. Here, just take a drop!” And he continued to hold
out the glass,

Mrs. Latimer, thus urged took the glass and 51pped a little of
the pleasant compound.” «

“Isn’t it good ? ” enquired her husband.

“Yes; it is good,” she replied.

¢ Then drink it all down.” An invitation with which his wife
did not refuse to comply.

Agnes looked on, and no shadow of the coming evil stole
darkly across her young mind. Little Lotty and her brother,
who played together from morning till night, as sportive and
innocent as lambs, felt no pause in the sweet flow of their loving
. spirits, What did they know of evil? What had they to dread ?
They had looked at the bottle, and admired it as a novelty in the
house; had touched it without fear ; and let their hands rest upon
it as something that could do no harm. Happy ignorance!
Would that it could ever remain! But, an evil thing had
entered the house, and no long time was to pass before its accursed
presence would be felt, even by them.
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CHAPTER II.

TrE tavern keeper did not err in his ealculation. A week had
not elapsed before Latimer dropped in to see hlm, remarking,as he
did so, while a shiver passed over him—

“ Tt feels like Greenland out of doors, landlord. Can’t you
gwe me something to warm me? "’

¢ That’s just what Ican do,” replied Morrison, with a smile.

- What’ll you have? Some hot whiskey punch or an apple

toddy 77
 Which is best 7" asked Latimer ; and he laughed at hlS oW

. question.

¢ Either of them is good enough. Suppose you try the Wh1skey
punch. It will warm you te your finger ends.” .

“Very well; let it be whiskey punch then. But don’t make
it too strong. . I can’t bear much. T’m not used to it.”

“You dre not half a man,” said the landlord. ¢ Why some
of my customers can drink five or six punches in an evening and
not feel it. A baby might push you over.’

“ Not so easily, my good neighbor; not so easily. I call my-
gelf a man, and am ready to mateh sinew and muscle with any
one of my weight.”

“ And can’t bear a single Sthl’lO‘ whiskeéy punch. Ho! ho!
It won’t do to make that boast lere. -

By this time the steaming glass of punch was ready, for Mor-
rison never kept a customer waiting long.  He could mix a glass

. of liquor against time with any one living. Latimer put it to_his

lips-and sipped the pleasant compound.

“ How do you hke 1t?” asked Morrison. ¢ Is n’t‘i't first
rate ? 77

“Ttis: that s a fact.”  And he sipped again.

“I’m hard to beat on whlskey punches; or, indeed, any thlng .
else in my liné. Come in to-morrow night and take an apple
toddy, or a gin sling.”

“ Perhaps T may,” said Latxmer, sipping again and again,
¢ Certainly this is exce]lent ”

“ Doesn’t it warm you ? :

“ Yes, indeed ; and to my finger ends, as you said.”
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T know the effect exactly.”

“ Having tried it yourself, often ?”

“Yes, and seen it tried on others a thousand times, A man
who takes that medicine every day through the winter, will never
be found barking and wheezing with cold, like a phthisicky wolf.
He ’ll not tronble the doctor, I'll guarantee. But say, neighbor,
how did you like that bottle of cordial ?”?

8o well, that I want another just like it,”

“Ha! ha! I thought so. And what did the wife say to 1t?
Did she try its virtne 77

% Qh, yes; and pronounced it the very thing. So, here’s the
bottle,” and he drew the article he named f'rom a spacious pocket

—< fill her up again.’

¢ Aye,.aye! I‘xll her up’s the word. Here, Bill ”—to one .

of the bar-keepers— draw a bottle of perfect love.”

“ Of what ?”’ asked Latimer.

¢ Perfect love. We call it that, becaunse all who drink 1t, love
with a perfect love.”

“You’re a merry chap, landlord,” returned Latimer, who

began to feel a little merry himself.
“ We’re all merry here. We call this Good Fellows’ Hall
Come and see us often, my man ; I know you will like us.”
¢ Perhaps I may.”
“ Do
The bhottle of cordial was handed over.
¢ How much ?” asked Latimer.
¢ Three shillings,” replied the landlord.
¢ And the punch?”
“ Bixpence.” :
“ That’s three and sixpence. Here’s a four shilling piece,
you may give me the change in segars.” : ;
“ How will you have thém, in fours or threes ?
¢ Threes, I reckon.”
¢ Iere they are,”” and Morrison handeu over the counter
box of segars. ¢ They ’re a prime article.”
Latimer picked out three to suit him.
. % Here, take another. We’ll call ’em fours for old acquain-
. tance sake,” ‘ :
““You're a clever sort of a chap, I see,” said Latimer, in an
axcellent’ good humor with himself. The whiskey punch was
doing its work. ' -
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T call myself so,” replied Boniface, * and so do my friends,”

¢ Well, good evening to you,” said Latimer.
“ Wait, won't you sit down and look over the paper?”
. % No, thank you, not now; I must go.”

“ Good-by to you, then, and see here, whenever you find an
evening hanging heavily on your hands, drop in and look at us.
I take twenty newspapers, and shall be glad to see you usmg
them freely.” :

“Very well much obliged for yom kindness. Good evening.”

“ Grood -by, then if you will go; and God bless you.”

Latimer returned home with his second bottle of cordial, which
he and his wife managed to dispose of in two or three days, and
then he went back for another ; and this time tried one of Morri~
son’s apple toddies. '

¢ Why, bless us, neighbor ! you are a real stranger,” said the
landlord, as he came in. ¢ Where have you been ? I hope the
whiskey punch did not make you sick.”

“ Not quite—you must think I am a child.”

-4 Oh ho, not I. - I believe you to be a-man, every inch.”

And, in his own way, Morrison flattered and excited the pleas- =~

ant feelings of his vietim, thus creating a desire to visit his house
apart ﬂom the appetlte for punch and toddies which he was
seecking opportunities to form. That unnaturdl craving once

_ 1mplanted and he knew Latimer would come without requiring

an invitation.

Not a long time elapsed before the cordial became insipid to
the taste of Latlmer

4 What is this ?” said his wife, one evenmb, as she.poured
out a glass from the newly replenished bottle.
© ¢ Something better than cordial,” rephed ‘her husband,
 Taste it.”

The wife sipped a little, and makmo' a'wry face, spit it out.

¢ Brandy !”? _

“ Good old cogniac. Get some water and sugar, and a little’
nutmeg, Polly, and I’lI'show you somethmo' hetter than all the
cordrals that ever were created.

The water, sugar and nutmegs were produced, and two glasses
of toddy prepared

% There | what do you think of that?” sald the lmsband

It is good,” replied Polly, as she tasted the mixed liquor.

¥
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4

¢ Better than cordial, isn’t it.” .

“T don’t know. The cordial was a very pleasant drink.”

“ But not balf so good as this. Wait until yon have tried it a
few times, and you’ll not think such meagre stuff as cordial
,worth naming.” '

And so it proved. The bottle never afterwards contained any
‘thing weaker than brandy, from which a toddy was always pre-

. pared for the dinner table, and another to moisten the crackers
'and cheese that were eaten before geing to bed.

Latimer had good wages, and was a steady, industrious hand,
much liked by his employer. He lived very comfortably, and
had laid up nearly two hundred dollars in the Savings Bank.
But after the bottle came into his house, and he began to spend
evenings at old Morrison’s, his week’s wages were usually all
spent by the time the earnings of the next were received ; and
no very long period of time elapsed, before some extra demand
for money required a draft upon the fund that had been gradually
accumulating in the bank.

' Notwithstanding the tavern keeper’s eulogy upon his apple-

toddies and whiskey punches, as being the best medicine in the
world, Latimer lost more days from sickness in the year that
followed than in the five that had gone before the time of his
having been presented with the bottle. Nor was his wife’s health
so good. Baut they did not think of the real cause.
- It is not at all surprising, that it took no longer a period than
twelve months to exhanst the money that had been laid up. But
‘this was not the enly change. Latimer had grown discontented
at home, and impatient with the children. Little Lotty was
much oftener thrust petulantly aside than taken upon her father's
knee, and the smallest fault of James was too frequently visited
with blows under which even a man would have recoiled. There
were also occasional violation of the peace hetween the father
and mother themselves, accompanied by harsh words, or days
of silence and estrangement on one side, and tears on the other.
But still the bottle continned to do its work.

At last, Latimer came so frequently to the shop disguised with
liquor, that his. employer talked to him on the subject, and told
him that, unless he mended his ways, he would have to discharge
him. This had a temporary effect; but it did not last long.

The principal change it produced, was a restriction of his appe-

-
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tite through the day, to give it greater license in the evening, and
it was a common thing for him to go drunk to bed. :

How, by this time, had all the pleasant aspects of home disap-
peared ! Agnes was old enongh to see the cause; but James
and the falr-haued little Lotty felt the change without under-
standing its meaning. The boy, instead of bounding, happily, to
tha side of his father when he returned home, rather shrank from
him, and Lotty approached and looked into his face timidly, her
eye seeking for some of the love-expressions that once beamed
from his countenance. Alas! they were not there then; but
had gone forever:

At last the threatened blow fell. Latimer was discharged, and,
on the strength of it came home reeling with intoxication.

« Discharged ! * said his wife, turning pale with alarm when
the truth was, on the next morning, aunounced to her. ¢ What
are we to do?” _
 “Give mea crhss of brandy first. I’m so faint I can hardly
hold my head up.” '

A glass of raw brandy was brought, and he poured the burn-
ing ﬂmd eagerly into his throat.

“ Do?” he said, as he handed back the emptied glass; “X
reckon there’s plenty more shops in town.’

A week, and still Latimer was idle. His breath and appear-
ance were enough to prevent his getting work. .There were ‘
plenty of sober men to be had, and they monopolized the shops, to
the exclusion of drunkards. By this time the last wages he had
received were all gone, and biting want looked his family in the
face. The distress of his wife, and the miserable aspect of every
thing at home, drove him off tothe tavern. But this could not buy
food, and food must be had, for hunger had entered his dwelling.

¢t There is nothing to eat in the housé!”’ said his wife, as he
came in half tipsy, and after lighting his pipe, sat down before
the grate, and thrusting his hands into his pocket, began to smoke
—= and the children are hungry. Wthat shall we do?”

“ Hush up, will you?” growled the miserable man. Little
Lotty, who had been pullmﬁ a toy about the floor when her
- father entered, dropped her playthmtr and going up to where her
brother James had sat quietly down, with his sad face and eyes
turned towards his besotted parent, crept up into his arms, and

17
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putting a hand around his neck, turned also to look at the strancre
end fearful sight, but without at all comprehending its meaning,

For a few minutes Mrs. Latimer sat bewildered and in tears,

- Then getting up, she went to a chest of drawers in the room,
and, after looking through them, selected a few articles of cloth-
ing that she thought could be spared, and laid them out

For days the bottle had been empty, and Mrs. Latimer’s appe~
tite craved the accustomed stimulus. Infact, she felt the want of
brandy more than she did the want of food. Taking the bottle,
therefore, from the closet, she drew her eldest daughter aside, and
said to her: .

“See here, Agnes, take these,” and she handed her the gar-
ments she had selected, * to Moses, the Jew, and ask him to Iet
you have a half a dollal on them. If he does so, he will' give
you a ticket with the money. Then go with this bottle and get
a pint of brandy. As you come home, past the baker’s, get two

loaves of bread, and half a pound of cheese and three herrings -

from-the grocer’s. You will have sixpence left.”

¢ Can 't I get some milk for Lotty ? She’s had no bread and
milk for a good many days, and she dods n’t like cheese 77’

“No. There’ll be but sixpence left, and I want that for
something else. So run along. Lotty will have to do with
bread this time, and I’m thankful to be able to get even that f'dr
her. T hope }our father will get something to do soon, or we
shall all starve.”

Agues went on her errand with her yougg feelings troubled.

- The dew took the clothes on pawn for half a dollar, and she got
- the brandy, the bread, the cheese and the herrings, and brought
- home the sixpence change.

The sight of the bottle brightened Lat:mcr wonderfully. He
.drank w:th his wife, and the ch:ldren ate greedily the dry bread
and cheese. Hunger made it sweet to them. For a little while,
a lurid kind of light was in this wretched dwelling, and then all
became again dark, cold and gloomy.
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Poor Agnes! It was new and strdnge work for her, this
pawning of clothes to replenish the bottle, and get enough food

_to keep starvation from entering their comfortless home. Darkly

fell upon her young spirit, a shadow of the wretchedness that was .
hurriedly approaching.

On the day after she had been to the Jew’s, the bottle was
again empty, and there was not a crust of bread in the closet.
Agnin she went to the pawn-broker’s with a garment— it was
her mother’s silk gown—and the Jew advanced two dollars upon

_it. The mother had expected to get at least five dollars on the

dress, and she vented her disappointment in a way to make the
poor child feel that she was to blame. The father scolded, and

" swore so terribly, that little Lotty shrunk into a corner, where she

fat, logking at him fearfully over her shoulder. Agnes went into
~sanother room to give tearf'ul uiterance to the guef of her young

\ heart, alone.

More than half of the sum received on the dress was spent in
Hquor, Agnes having to go out, almost da:]y, with-the bottle, to
get a f'resh sitpply.

- Soon, mearly all the spare clothing in the house” had dlsap-
peared. Table and bed linen, the accumulatlons of years, was
all gone; and most® of Mrs. Latimer’s and the childrens’ best

. garments were in the hands-of the Jew. Starvation was -

beginning to look them in the face, ‘

“ Do, James, try and get something to do,” the wife said to
her husband one moming, speakma in a fretful voice, as they sat
eating their breakfast of dry bread. ‘It isn’t right for an able-
bodied man like you to be lazing about, and his wife and children
on the brink of starvation. I know, if I was a ma‘n, I would
find. work somehow, if it was at sweeping the streets.”

Hints, broad hints, had before been given; but they had dono
no good. Latimer would make some ill-natured response, and
declare that he had looked the town over for work, without
being able to get any thing to do.—With an angry imprecation
he now arose suddenly from the table, and left.the house.

I'he rebuke of his wife smarted lum, becanse he felt that it was:

%
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justly merited. Under the impulse of his feelings .he called at &
shop and asked if they did not want a hand. -

¢ Yes, a steady, sober band,” was answered.
 “Won't Ido? Thereisn’t a better workman in town.’
 « We want a sober, steady hand, upon whom we can depend,”
said the person to whom he had applied. “ Do you call yourself
such?”

“T do,” returned Latimer.

¢ Then your looks very much belie you; that’s all.”

« Will you take me?” ‘

«No, I believe not. We want a steady, sober hand — we

employ no other. There is not a customer ‘of old Morrison’s in

our establishment.”
Latimer turned away, feeling rebuked and humbled, cursing

hlmself old Morrison, the bottle, and every thing else; and took
as straight a course to the tavern of the man who ?md lurt'ad hu.n
on to ruin, as he could take. Moxrrison was standing behind his
bar as his victim came in; but, now, he did not Ieok smilingly
upon his old customer, nor move forward.and assume that attit’l:de;
and expression which says so plainly, < What’ll you take 7 ’—
but remained leaning with his back against the shelves upon
which were arranged his decanters, each with a lemon between by
way of orngment, and to suggest the idea of punch.

“ Give us some brandy, landlmd " said Latlmer as he came up

to the counter.
But Morrison did not move from where he stood.

“ Give us some brandy, I sap, old fellow! Why don’t you
move? Is that the way you serve a customer?”’

Morrison, without moving from where he stood, pTaced his
hand upon a door that opened towards him, and moving it so
that -the back became visible, pointed, meaningly, to Sundxy
chalk marks thereon. . }

“ Never mind; put another brandy down. I’ve just got %
job of work, and will pay off the whole score on Saturday.”

“Work ? - Have you got work at last?” enquired Morrison,
his face relaxing a little ﬁom its sternness,

«DBe sure T have. A first rate, steady job, at good wages.”

“T am very glad to hear it.” And, as the rum seller said this,

he handed over the brandy bottle “ But take my advice, Lati-

mer, and don’ t steam it qmte so hard as you have been daing. .
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~ Ease up a little, or it will be all over with you. I’ve been 'most

afraid you were a gone case, as it was.” -

“Me?” And Latimer laughed low in his throat. “Don’t
be afraid of that, landlord; I’m as good a man as ever I was.”

“I don’t know, but you are. Call and see me again. Do n't
forget your ol friends.” :

“I never do that landlord,” sald Latimer, ﬁlhno‘ a second
glass of brandy, and then takmg a seat by the stove, where he
soon fell asleep under the influence of the strong potations he
had indulged.

As Morrison stood and thought, after his victim had p]aced
himself by the stove, he began to doubt the story of his having
got a job of work. When he saw his head begin to fall Ioosely
from its equipoised position on his neck, his doubts confirmed
themselves, and he came round from his usual place behind the
bar, and taking Latimer by the shoulders, roused him up with a

- rough shake. The man awoke swearing profanely

¢ Why don’t you go to work, if you’ve got a job,” said Mor-
rison.  “ Do you expect to pay off your score by sleepmg inmy
bar room?”’ '

Latimer’s mind was too much in oblivien to understand whal; '
the landlord meant.

“Work?” he said, in a tone of bewﬂderment

“Yes. Why don’t you go to work.”

“Work? I've got no work. Wish to Heaven T had.
Work? You’re joking, landlord. You got any work? et
take half out at the bar.”

“Haven’t you got a job of work?” asked MOI‘I‘ISOD, in an
angry voice.

“Me?” replied Latnner, still but half awake. “Me? No,

' mdeed I’ve looked the town over. I can't get any work.”

“You lying, cheating rascal ! exclaimed Morrison, in a sud-
den, ungovernable fit of passion, dragging the half-intoxicated
man from his chair, and throwing him towards the door. As he
staggered away, he followed him up, and opening the door,
pushed him with a torrent of caths into the street. Latimer

" fell upon his face, but like many drunken men who fall, sus-

tained little or no injury. _
Instead of returning to abuse Morrison, which was the ﬁrst

impulse of his mind, he went reeling home.
{
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qad work had been going on there, in his absence. His land-.
lord, whose repeated demands for money had not been satisfac-
‘torily answered, and who had already commenced legal proceed-
ings against him, to which no attention had been paid, had issued
and he found the officers of the

an execution upon his furniture,
part of his household goods to

law about removing the principal
‘gatisfy the arrearages of rent.
«Hallo! What does all this mean 99 Lie said, as he came im,

staring at the men who were executing the law’s behest, and

then at his weeping wife and frightened children.
« 1t meaus,” replied an impracticable looking old fellow,
¢ that we have seized, and are taking your farniture for rent.”
At this, the drunken man became farious, and swore that he
would knock them right and left if they dared to puta hand upon
any thing. Ile would see the landlord, he said, and malke it all

right. |

“Do you know,’
are interfering with the officers o
. of their duties?” '

«Who cares for the officers of the law? Every man’s house
is his castle, and no one dares enter it. Clear out now, in quick
time, or I'll make daylight shine through you.”

And as Latimer said this, he seized the post of a bedstead ; but
before he had time to lift it from the floor, the old fellow took him

by the collar with a vice-like grasp, saying as he did so—
«Youll go to prison for this, my lark. Come! We'll soort
-settle you.” ' o
© Seeing her husband in the hands of the officer, and hearing the
word prison, Mrs. Latimer started forward with a ery of alarm,

and Agnes and the other children crowded around the officer, seiz-

ing hold of him, and imploring him with tears not to carry off the

wretched husband and father. -

¢ Oh, sir1” pleaded Mrs. Latimer, ¢ let him go—Tlet him go !
He is not himself !—he did not know - what he was doing | Oh,
gir, let him go, and hie will not interfere auy more.”

After some parley, the poor wretch was released from the tight
~grasp of the officer, and he shrunk off and seated himself by the

fire.
While Latimer was away - that morni

her wedding ring and a small breastpin

* said the stern looking old feltow, ¢ that you
¢ the law in the regular discharge

ﬁg, his ﬁife had pawned
that had belonged to her
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mother ; and the instrument of’ all their misery was again full,
“This she bronght out, and while the agents of the Iaw stripped
the furniture from the house, she sat down listlessly. beside her
husband, and they comforted themselves with the bottle !

Poor chﬂdren !' It was a heart-aching sight to see them. No
mind-obscuring draught dimmed their perception of the misery
that surlounded them, Every thing stood out in its sharpest
reality. Even to little Lotty, they were all crushed down with a

" most heart-oppressing sense of evil.

At last the men who had intruded themselves, finished ':'hen‘
dreadful work, and departed. How sad and desolate was the
home they left behind ; sadder and more desolate to the little -
ones than to the parents, who still comf‘orted themselves with the
bottle ! '

»

CHAPTER 1IV. )

Tax officers of the law departed, and they were loft’ alone,
comforting themselves with the bottle; and so repeatedly were
draughts of comfort taken, that, in the end, entire forgetfulness
came, and in the arms of oblivion they sunk upon the ﬂoor,
unconscious that around them were gathered their hungry, weep-
ing children. Night came; the fire went out in the unreplen-
ished grate, and, in darkness and sorrow the little ones gathered
about their sister, and sobbed themselves to sleep.

~ After undressing James and Lotty, and putting them to bed,
Agnes tried, but in vain, to arouse her father and mother from
their drunken slumber. Their draughts from the bottle had been
too deep ; they still remained upon the floor, as insensible as logs.

For hours the child sat, grieving and weepmcr in the darkness

of that cold room, the silence of which was only broken by the

heavy breathing of her sleeping parents. Darker than even the

_room was her hearfa1 and its chilliness, more than the air of the

fireless apartment, caused a shudder to creep through her limbs.
At last, it must have been near midnight, the father aroused

up, and went groping -about the room, swearing and asking for a

-light. He did not stumble over the table nor strike himself

against the drawers. The landlord’s execution had saved him
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from such disasters. Agnes, over-wearied with Watching, had
fallen into a doze. She started up and spoke.

“ Where’s the'light? Why don’t you get a light, you goods

for-nothing little huzzy ?* said Latimer, adding to the sentence
a bitter oath.

¢ There is o candle,” replied Agnes, trembling.

“Why isn’t there a candle ? Didn’t you know the candles
were out? Where’s your mother 77

 She’s asleep on the floor, sir.”

% Asleep on the floor, indeed! Where ?”’

" The loud voice of 11e1 angry busband reached Mrs. Latimer,
the stupefying spirit imbibéd from the bottle having, by this time,
nearly exhaled itself away through the lungs and the pores of
her body.

“ Where ’s the light 2" she said, also, finding herself in- total
darkness.

“Yes : where is the light, sure enough ?”’ responded the gruff
voice of her husband.

¢ There’s no candle,” said Agnes, again venturing to speak,

“ Why did you let the fire go out, you idle creature, you ! -

replied the mother angrily.

“¢‘There is no coal,” sobbed Agnes.

This, the mother fremembered, was too true. And she also
began to remember other things that she had forgotten in her
drunken oblivion. No wonder that she became silent. The
miserable father’s memory also began to be more lucid ; and he
too ceased his angry, unreasonable demands

“ Where is James and Lotty ?”” the mother at Iength asked.

“ They ’re in bed,” replied Agnes.

“ Very well. It ’s time yon were in bed too.”

Agnes needed no second injunction. She went silently from
the room, the darkness concealing her tears.

Before retiring to their hard pallet upon the floor, which was
now their sleeping place, Latimer and his wife, by a kind of com-
mon consent, groped about for the bottle, and, before seeking

* -repose, drained its contents to the last drop.
- There was a cold and gloomy reality about every thing in that "
“wyretched house on the next morning. No fire in the grate; no

food in the house; no comfort in the bottle, All, alike, felg

- wretched.. \
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- Agnes was sent to a store nehr by to get trust for some coals
and a little food ; but she came home in tears. The keeper of
the store had denied her, with harsh words.

« We must have fire, and something for the children to eat,

.Polly ? - gaid Latimer, shivering, and glancmg involuntarily at

the empty bottle which stood upon the mantel-piece.— Is there
nothing in the house to sell or pawn ?”

Mrs. Latimer went to the closet, and after looking through it
for some time, selected an armful of dlshes, the coff’ee mill, and
castor. ‘These Agnes was directed to carry to old Moses, and
place in pawn for whatever he would advance on them. The
child got a dollar for them. "Enough coals for the day were
procured, some food bought, and the bottle again replenished,
With a shilling in his pocket, Latimer went, after breakfast, to
lock for somethmg to do; but he forgot his errand, staid all day
in a cheap drinking 110nse, and came home at nwht drunk and
quarrelsome. :

On the next morning, when he was sober enough to hear it,
Latimer was informed by his wife that the landlord had been
there, and left orders for them to vacate the house immediately,
or he would have them put out into the street. ‘

A few more of the few things that remained to them were dis~
posed of in the way they had already parted with so many
articles, and coals, food and spirits supplied for another day.
Latimer then went out to look for a.new home. He found a
room in the third story of an old, tottering house. The rent was
three dollars.a month, and he encacred it w1thont waiting to con-
sult his wife. - When he mentloned where it was, she had many
objections to make, but he angrily overruled them. Drink had
made a brute of the once tender and considerate husband and
father.

Into this comifortless place the family of Latimer moved with

" the miserable remnant of their hounsehold goods. One room held,

without difficulty, what had been the furniture of three.
Hopeless of getting work at any of the shops, the decrraded

man, in ofder to obtain money to buy. liquor, the thirst for Wl]lph

was daily on the increase, was now willing to do any little jobs

‘he could pick up in the streets ; such as throwing in and piling

up wood, puiting away coal, carrying home- baskets from the

market, or baggage from the car h%uses or steamboat landings.
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In this way he earned a two or four shilling piecé every now or °

then, which generally went to supply his own thirst for liquor.

The great evil in Mrs. Latlmer § case, was the fact of her hav
ma also acqulred a love for the bottle. Had her appetite re-
mamed untainted, neither herself nor her family could have sunk
into the want and misery that are now their unhappy portion.
She had resources in herself that would have been developed,
and pinching want and keen privation, if not sorrow, would have
been’ kept from their home. But, in seeking to throw . his toils
about one victim, Morrison had made two. In securinga cus-
tomer, he had ruined a whole family.
 Without any income whatever, five persons to feed and the
bottle to supply, Mrs. Latimer soon disposed of every valuable
article in their possession, even to the children’s bed ; and finally,
to keep from absolute starvation, and gain something by which
the insatiate appetite that was ever craving its unnatural stimulus
could be supplied drove Agnes and James into the street to beg.
The little they obtained by this means proved insufficient, and
the mother, too, at last went forth with poor little Lotty in her-
arms to solicit that for which mtemperance had unfitted her to
- gain by honest labor.

Day. after day, in cold and heat did she go forth with her
children, to itnplore charity. The exposure proved too much for

the youngest of her children. The wind blew too roughly, the -

rain fell too chllhnrrly, the sun shone too hotIy upon the child,
Lotty ; and disease began to lay hold upon its tender form.
1J’V'earllvsr, for many a mile, was it compelled to drag its yleldlng

limbs by its wretched mother’s side, until, at last, it could go no_

further. At first, it drooped by the way, after having kept up
for hours, and then scolded and dragged along, it bore up still
longer; but, at last, it conld not support its weary limbs, and the
mother was forced to take it in her arms. On each succeeding day,
the period for which Lotty held out became shorter and shorter,
until, at last, the child could no longer stand alone, and then it
was taken out, and its pale, suffering f'zce exposed to the view of
strangers to excite their pity.
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CHAPTER V.

Poor little Lotty ! Once & loving, beautiful and happy ehild
—now wan and wasted; and with'a face so full of sadness and
suffering, that those who gave to the sick mother for the sake of
the sick babe in her arms, sometimes felt unhappy for days, as the

-image of the child arose up to haunt them.

No one seemed to care much for Lotty, but Agnes; and when
she came in at night, with the money she had plcked up through
the day, she always took the child in her arms ; and it would Iay
its emaciated face: down upon her breast, and look up at her with -
its large, glisteriing eyes, and not move them for minutes and min-
utes at a time. Agnes loved her little sister more and more
tenderly, as the wasting disease at its vitals went deeper and
deeper ; and she often plead for it to be left at home. But no—
Lotty must go out every day ; in cold or heat; in rain or sun-
shine. Agnes did not understand that it was the pale, thin face

B of her little sister that brought her mother so many sixpences and

shlllmds, while she was 1a1e]y able to get more than a penny at
a time; nor did she know that the brutalized mind %fg Her
depraved mother, was pleased rather than distressed, as s

~ the face of Lotty exhibiting deeper and deeper marks of suffer-

ing, for these gave her a more certain hold upon the sympathies
of those to whom she appealed for charity,

Shocking as this is to think of, it was yet too true. -Agnes
often b_etrged to have the doctor sent for; bhut the mother was
content to get medicine without advice, fr({m patent nostrum sell-
ers, who too often recommend any thing for the sake of the money,
and often as certainly destroy health and life as the rumseller
himself. Many, many nauseous doses were forced down the re-
Tuctant throat of the poor child by the passionate mother ; and
many were the blows it received because its weak stomach made
it turn from, and with cries, resist the cruel infliction. "And all
that it took was poison to its weak body; for it excxted the dlS-
ease and made it incurable. -

One morning—the sleepless child had moaned all night in pain.

- —the mother rose from her hard mattress, thrown upon the floor, . -

and after preparing some breakfast, ordered Agnes and James,
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who were crouching by the few sticks that blazed feebly upon the
hearth, to go out to their day
was in the arms of Agnes, and her face lay close against her

sister’s bosom. She was breathing'quick and gaspingly, and with
every breath, uttered a low moan. - - L

¢ What shall T do with Lotty ? ”* .asked ‘Agnes. _

- “Put her down on_the hed there,” replied the mother, in a
fretful, impatient voice, while the child shrunk closer to her
sister. : :

“ Bhe is very sick, mother,” said Agnes. :

*“She’s no more than she was yesterday.. So put her down.
You just want to sit there, idling your time. Put her down, I
tell you,”

—; The child began to cry as Agnes arose and went towards the
mattress that lay on the floor. ~ :
“Stop that crying!” exclaimed the father, angrily. He sat
smoking his pipe by the fire-place, his feet upon the mantle, |
But Lotty cried on, though feebly,
“Stop, I'say!”  And the brutal man took his feet down, and

turned half round to give force to his words by a threatening
look, '

int you going to hush up there ? 7
tarted up and went toward the grievi
- O, father!” exclaimed Agues, moving between him and
the bed upon which Lotty lay,—¢ Don’t whip her. Indeed
she ’s very sick this morning. . There, Lotty ! she added, in a
soothing voice, tumﬁng toward .her'sister,—.—“'th'ere, dear, don’t
1(:13’-."’ o o

-~ The interference ‘only made Latimer more ang
“Agnes by the arm, he throw her w
of the room, cursing ler hitter

As he said - this, Lati.
ng little one,

ry. Seizing
ith violence against the side

Iy as he did so; and then stooping
over the shadoivy form of the sl fretting child, struck it two or

three stanning blows. It ceased crying. He again took his
seat by the fire-place, and turned hjs back upon his family.

- gnes went out weeping, to renew for another: day, her mis-
erable employment. But the low moan of little Lotty was in
her ears, and she heard it, as she stole along the crowded streets,
above the rattling of wheéls and the discord of many voices,

For the very saduness of her young face, many stopped and gave
their pittance, who would otherwise have passed on.

y's employment—begging. Lotty
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When Mrs. Latimer was ready to go out with Lotty, and
went to take her up, she found her in a kind of stupor—merely
asleep she thought. But it was the blessed prelude to a sweeter
sleep than the little sufferer had ever known.

Wrapping up the light form and lifting it as if the weight
were little more thaii' the weight of so much down, the mother

“went forth again—but with a dying child in her arms, At one

of the corners in the city, past which the onward passing crowd
of men and women flowed in one continuous wave, she sat down,
and exposed the death-stricken face of her youngest born. . The
mother’s eyes were too dim to perceive the signs that were not
mistaken by others, : '

“Take that child home, good woman! It is dying!” said
one, i : ' -
“ That child is too sick to be exposed on a day like this,” said -
another.. ) '

And words of similar import were repeated over and over.
again, but the mother saw nothing more than she had seen for
weeks. Sometimes a little crowd would gather around her, -
attracted by the ghastly look of the unconscious one that lay in
her arms, and many hearts being tduched by the spectacle of
misery, many hands tendered the alms she songht.

‘At last, the mother was aroused by the startling exclamation—

*Good Heaven! That child’s dead!?” 4 '

And it was too true. In the cold streets, its head against the
colder bosom of its unnatural parent, the child had died. But
its death was peaceful. From the midst of the restless, eager -
crowd, it had gone home. And it was better to die any where

- than to live. Up to the last moment of suffering our hearts go

sadly with gnch a one, and we feel like weeping at every step;
but when the heart ceases to beat, when the eye becomes dark, -
and the ear sealed forever to earthly sounds—then we breathe” ~
freely ; our sadness is turned into a feeling of relief and thank-
fulness. _
Well might. the mother start at the strange words! Well
might she shudder, when she looked down upon the image of
clay that she held in her arms, and saw that it was but the efficy
of her babe! | - -
" Btarting up, with a low cry of horror and fear, Mrs. Latimer
covered the face of the dead child with her shawl, and turned,
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with hurried steps, homeward. The mother’s heart was now
reached, and it throbbed with anguish.—Trooping back upon
her mind, came memories of neglect, wickedness and cruelty.

She understood now, why the child had moaned all night, and.

why it had lain panting upon the breast of Agnes. " The cruel
blows from its father’s hand, she felt upon her own heart.
These were, perhaps, the 'bitterest moments of her whole life.
As she went with rapid steps back to her house, her thoughts
retraced, hurriedly, the last few years, until it came to the
pleasant days she spent before the bottle entered, like a demon
of evil, their happy home.—Lotty, with her bright eyes and
waving curls, was before her, and she even heard, in memory,
the gay langh of the gladsome creature. Then a thick darkness
seemed to shut down over her—and then she felt the dead form
of Lotty in her arms.

All day Agnes was nupon the street with her brother. Towards
evening, she turned her steps homeward, tired, and with a troub-
led spirit. Hardly for a moment at a time had the image of her
. sick sister been ont of her mind, James was crying with cold
- and fatigue, and as they walked along, he said that he wished he
could die. Agnes made ne answer to this; for she felt, young
as she was, that it would be better to die than to live, -

At last they reached home, with thirty-five cents, the result
of their day’s solicitations for charity. Thirty-five pennies!
How many hundreds of cold repulses, harsh words and threats,
had they endured in that weary day, before even so small a sum
came into their hands! As Agnes entered, she went first to
the bed on the floor, where she saw that Lotty had been laid, to
look at and speak to the little sick one. DBefore her mother
conld prevent her, she had turned down the sheet that lay over
the corpse, and the white face of Lotty was exposed to her eyes.

She had never locoked upon death before; but, no matter—she

knew the ghastly signs too well; and with a bitter cry, let the
sheet full over the marble features, and sank in a passion of grief,
upon the floor.

The father and mother were sitting by the fire. With them,
Ahe bitterness of the first shock of n‘rlef was, for the time, over.
They had consoled themselves w1th the Dbottle, and now felt
much better. And ever and anomn, during the evening of sof-
row that followed, they tovk new dranghts of consolation, until
all was forgotten, and they fell asleep upon the floor.

w
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A lonely watcher by the dead throughout that never-to-be-

* forgotten night, was the little girl who had loved the child so

well. Of all she felt and thouo-ht as the silent hours ‘moved
slow]y away, no one but helself can know. Too far do such

' ezperlences come; but all who pass through them as young as

she, receive impressions which nothing in aﬂ:er life can efface.
Day at last began to come dimly and cold]} in, and then, with

" her head lying near that of the departed ohe, Agnes fll asleep

and ‘dreamed of the old and happy time. DBut her sleep was
“and her waking full of sorrow. . ;
While the father and mother again sought consolation in the

" “Tiottle, Agnes was sent to the houses of people in the neighbor-
“hood, to whom she related a sad tale of poverty, suffermcr and -
- fdeath | Some gave her grave clothes, some money with “hlch

coffin, others smd they would call round and see if her
s'true,’and one man, to whibm she applied, on ascertain-
‘in’ thie case, buught a plain coffin at an undertaker’s
d it sent home. ~Into this the dead body was placed, and
orning’ that: followed, it was buried at the pubhc charge, -
Potter’s Field.”

11 ‘through the night precedmcr the, interment, Agnes again
ched mth the corpse, and watched alone. The bottle lmd

locked up the souls and senses of her parents, = With the morn-

“light she again slept; but was soon aroused from sweet for-
Fu]ness by the lLiand of. her' mother. The bottle was empty,
ist Hldmo' it under her apron, she de-

-'__f‘were wware of her sister’s death, she felt unwilling to go into
‘any lig or:selling store mear at hand, and so went off‘ for two or
“three blocks. - The drinking house she entercd was that of Mor-
. rison, and the bottle she held in her band was the same that had .
"contalned the tepipting cordial gwen as a bait to her father.
‘Morrison knew. hér.

“ Well, what do you want?” he sald grufﬂy, as she came up

:to the counter.

.

I 'want a pint of gin.” ‘ '
“ How much money have you?” asked the landlmd “Let .

e see.”’

$gnes handed him a two-shilling piece, and said she wanted.
chauge.
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Morrison tock the money, and stepping back to the door upon
which sundry small accounts were kept, pointed to a group of
chalk marks, and said— -

“ Gro home, child, and tell your father that I have passed the
money to his account.”

¢ Yes sir,” said Agnes, not comprehending what he meant;
and she remained standing by the counter.

“ There, run home And Morrison nodded his head towards

the door.

“ But you have n’t given me the gin,” said Agnes. _

“ No, nor don’t mean to give it to you. Run away home and
tell your father that I have kept the money in part payment for
‘what he owes me.”

Agnes understood this perfectly, and seeing by the expression
of the man’s face, that remonstrance was hopeless, took up her
bottle and went away, B

When she told her mishap at home, even the presence of the
dead child could uot repress the sudden anger of the father; but
he happened to be sober, and the few better feelings that remained

»

in his bosom, arose, and soon controlled him. More money was

given to Agnes, and this time she had better success. The bottle
wasg replenished and the parents sought in that the consolation it
were vain to lock for in their own thouwhts.

At ten o’clock the dead cart came; and they looked their last
look upon the face of Lotty.” A rough man entered, screwed on
the coffin lid, and bore the body carelessly away. Agnes felt as
if she would suffocate with the struggling angnish pent up in her
young breast, and little Jimmy wept as if his heart were break-
ing; but the parents consoled themseclves with the bottle.

CHAPTER VL

Latimer and his wife had sowed the wind, and were now reap-
‘ing, indeed, the whirlwind,- They had tarried long at the wine,
and it was biting like an adder. Strong drink had burnt out
from their hearts all the affection that once glowed there. The
death of Lotty, whom both had neglected and abused, made a
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‘wider space between them. They disagrecd oftener; used
~ harsher words to each other and the children; and when mare
" excited by drink than usual Latimer would sometimes throaten
his wife with blows. ‘

’ Months passed, and Agnes and her brother, who lived upon the
eet, egan to chancre for the worse, Idleness, the dally plac-

fétmhar with the new hf'e they were leading, they began
' ents of vice, and to yield to them, a Httle and-a

I_jég had ]6st its strangeness, and she could even
which when first heard her young heart shud-

ut’ she could listen to 1mmodest words with more of pleas-
n pam. James also was prmmg an apt scholar in the
- -“school of vice. Not alone by, begging did they obtain that for
whlch the idle and besotted parents had sent them forth. They
- their hands, if it could be done without too great an exposure to
“ithe danger of detection. In this way, they often obtained much
‘ 'tban they did by begging. :
 the vice of stea]mg, the children were ﬁrst driven by pun-
ishiment; for not being more successful in their begging e}.pedx—
tmns..--The sma]l plttance sometimes brouwht home at 'night,

_ 2 fhe c]ose of the day became less aml lcsq. Pun-
“jshment followed, although both the children earnestly denied
--the truth that was cllamed upon them.

* After this, the tempter suggested the crime of petty theft, and
they hearkened to his wou]s. Much more frequently now -than
before did they enter private lLiouses to beg. * The cold victnals -
generally received were thrown into the street as soon as they

. ‘were away from the premises of those who gave them. Ocea-

T )
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sionally, they:wdld find an area door open, and get into a house
without the trouble of knocking or ringing; and occasionally,
after thus gaining an admittance, they would find the: servant
out of the way, and be able to get possession of a spoon or
some other small article of no great value, and retire unperceived.,
Sometimes, while the lady of the house, or one of her domestics,
turned away to get something for them to cat, they would seize
the opportunity to get an article of trifling value into their hands
and conceal it, which would not be missed, perhaps, until hours
after they were gone ; it might be not for days. These they gen-
erally sold at certain shops, the owners of which were ever ready
to buy articles from children at one half or one-third their value.
But, sometimes their booty was taken home, and then they said
they had found it. -

One evening, Agnes brought home a pair of sugar—tongs which
she had stolen.

“ Why, child!” said her mother, in surprise, ¢ where did youn
get these from ? ”” She wasless under the influence of liquor than
usual. _

“T found them,” replied J}gnes.

“ What’s that? TL.et me see,” spoke up Latimer, his eyes
sparkling at the sight of the silver; and he reached ont his hand
to get the tongs, but his wife kept them out of his reach.

“ Why don’t you give them to me?” he said, angrily ; and
he caught hold of his wife’s arm, and after struggling with her for
some moments, succeeded in wrenching the article from her hand.

“You’'re a brute I exclaimed Mrs. Latimer, her face flushed,
and her eyes lit up with a ficrce exyression.

“Don't say that again!” retorted Latimer, in a menacing
‘tone, while his thin lips parted from over his teeth.

His wife muttered something in an under tone, and then turn-
ing to Agnes, who was little moved by the strife that had arisen
between her father and mother—she had witnessed such things too
often—said,

“ Found them, did you say ? ”

“Yes; I found ’em away up in Madison-street,”

“ On the pavement ?

¢ Yes—no ma’am.”

“ Yes—no ma’am ”— repeated Mrs, Latimer, mimicking the
voice of Agnes, Then, in a Jond and angry tone, she said—
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¢ Youlie, you little huzzy ! you never found them tongs. You
- stole them 7. :

Agnes, to enforce her pr'otestation of innocence, added a plenti-
fuI effusion of tears.

¢« If you found them, then, tell me where you found them ?n
said the mother, taking fiercely hold of the arm of Agnes, and
jerking her around.

“1 found them~1 found them, sobbed Agnes, “just by the
back gate of a house up in Pearl—no, Madison-street—where
they had been shaken out of a table-cloth, I saw the girl come
out, and shake the cloth, and when I went up to the place, I saw
the sugar—tongs on the ground ?

C “Tt'sa lie, you little thief! you stole them ; and I shouldn’t
wonder 1f' you were in the House of Refuge bef'ore to-morrow

o Because I kndw she did. Nohody is going to shake a pair of

. sugar-tongs into the street.”

% No, you don’t know any such thing! Look here, girl-—
Agnes! { come here. Now tell me the truth Did you find these

- - tongs?”

© ¢ Yes, sir, I did,” replied Agnes, ﬁrmly

«T know you dld . said Latimer. * '

“ It alie! she didn’t,” retorted Mrs. Latimer. ¢ She stole
them.” -
¢ See here, woman ! and Latimer again showed his teeth in
a manner that betokened no good—¢ Just see here ! now.take my
advice, and don’t call my child a thicf again, for I won’t stand it
—I won't ! ”

“I wonder what you’ll do!” rephed Mrs. Latimer, who
understood the threat. ‘

“ 1’1l knock your head off of you, that’s what-I’Il do.”

“Ob yes! I’ve heard that threat before. But, you re hke
some dogs, your bark is worse than your bite.”

“Shutup!” : -

Mrs. Latimer turned -away with an air of contempt, and re-
~sumed her attack upon Agnes. -
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“ You lying little huzzy, you!” she said. “ Now tell me the

truth, ‘or I’ limb you.” o

* Indeed, indeed, mother ! T found them!” answered Agnes.

“It’salie! you did n’t; you stole them, you little thief, you 1

Latimer was drunk enough to think and care little about con-
sequences. At these words, he started up, and, swearing furious-
ly, made towards his wife. Seizing her by the throat, he drew
back his arm, and with lis clenched fist struck her several severe
blows, while she screamed in terror, and struggled to free herself
from his vice-like grasp. :

A scene like this, the frightened children had never before wit-
nessed in their home of misery. Agnes joined her cries with
those of her inother, and opposed her feeble strength against her
father, in the vain effort to bear him back ; while the little boy
caught hold of him on the other side, and’ sereaming in terror,
struggled to drag the strong man away, The few articles of fur-
niture in the room were thrown about the floor, adding to the
noise and wild excitement of the dreadful scene. Not until other
occupants of the house came rushing in, did the infuriated man
cease torain down his heavy blows upon the shrinking body of his
almost senseless wite, As he released his grasp, she fell, with a
long wailing cry, upon the floor,

One of those who entered the room, or rather only came to the
door, seeing what was passing within, rushed down stairs and into
tle street. There was a police office close by, and an officer, to
whom this individual gave information of what was occurring, re-
paired to the house, and arrested Latimer while he was yet raving
and swearing like a demon. In the hands of an officer, e be-
came instantly as submissive as a child.
now sued with tears for his release, but their entreaties had no
effect. Latimer was taken off and committed to answer for his
conduct. In the morning, bis case Lad a liearing, and he was
placed in confinement for a menth. Here he was visited by his
wife, as often as she conld get admission ; and she managed, at
each time, to bring in unobserved by the keepers, a small quantity
of liquor.

On the very day of Latimer’s release from eonfinement, he be-
came furious from intoxication, and beat his wife so badly that she
was not able to go out for a week. Fearful quarrels and hrutal
violence were now of almost daily eccnrrence.  The debased huose

The wife and children’
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‘band, and equally debased wife, rarely spoke to each other, except
‘0 a way to provoke retort, and lead, perchance, to blows. ‘

. Home had, now, so little to attract and so much'to repulse the
t:hildi‘eh, that they kept away from it as long as possible when
" they went ont; and several times remained away all night—enticed
‘into densiof infamy and crime, to be plundered of the small gains
y’s efforts at begging and stealing, while they slept.
- their absence was never truly stated. But it mat-
so far as the 60nsequences visited upon them by their
ers concerned. © They were cruelly beaten each time
from-home all night. At last, so intolerable became
ition of Agnes and her brother, that they determined, aftex
Tored most dreadful beatings from their drunken parents,
nld ot teturn to them any more. An old wretch,
and permitted persons of the worst character to
remises; encouraged them in this, and for so much
o themia place upon.the floor, where they might sleep,
quilt to cover them. - They bad no better accommoda-

into de

hey were freed from the-abuse of their parents, and from the
aring: and sight of their fearful quarrels. But they saw and
nhig‘é in this den that their eyes should not have seen, nor
eir ears heafd. ' '

Tt- took: a weel for. Latimer and his wife to discover the

CHAPTER VIL

*“Gzapry would we throw down our pen at this point, and trace
1io further'the dreadful history we have undertaken to write. Bus
the whole fearful truth has not yet been told; and as a warning
to all, we must not shrink from the task of telling it.
Latimer and his family have been for some time, and still are,
_mere cumberers of the ground. They engage in no usefal
employments even for the means of supplying the bottle, the sad
instrument of all their woes. By false representations of misery
—heaven knows the reality needs no exaggeration—they con-
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tinued to extort from the compassionate, or from those who givs

their penny to get rid of the beggar, enough from common charity
to keep the fiery stream of ruin full to its herbless banks.  So it
is, and so it will continue to the end. . o

It was in vain that men, who saw the rapid strides taken by
Latimer in his downward course to destruction, came forward, and

sought in every way to rescue him from the hands of the demon _

vice that had, in a few short years, so horribly changed and
debased him. But he railed at them when they spoke of reform ;
and bitterly cursed them if they urged him to stop where he was,
and retrace his steps. During the day, he prowled about the
streets, or sat moping and stupefied with liquor in low groggeries ;
and at night, generally came home too much intoxicated to do a
great deal of harm in the drunken broils between him and his
wife, that always marked his return.

A long time had passed since his summary ejection from the
premises of Morrison ; and ever since, he had kept away from
the “ Man and Monkey.” But, about this time, in a half
drunken state, he took it into his head to visit the “ respectable
tavern of the veteran mixer of slingssand toddies. So he dropped
in upon him late in the afternoon, when there was a goodly
number of customers in the bar-room, and marching up to where
he stood behind his counter, addressed in a familiar, yet not very
flattering manner— ‘

“Hallo, old chap! How’re you coming on, my hearty ? If

brandy isn’t riz since I was here last, hand us over a horn.”

“Tom,” said Morrison to a bar-keeper, “put that fellow
out.” : ' .

“ Oh no, you don’t!” replied Latimer, as the man came for-
ward, and he continned to back away from him, putting bis
thumb to his nose in a sneering and defiant manner, until he had
reached the extreme part of the room, where he sat down on a
kind of locker that ran along against the wall. The bar-keeper

Jaid hold of him, but as he did so, Latimer slid from his hand,

and lay at full length upon the floor. Angry at being thus foiled,
the bar-keeper seized him by the feet, and was dragging him
away, when three or four of those present ordered him to desist,
or they would pitch him into the street. As the hint was given
in earnest, and so understoed, it needed no repetition. Tom
went behind the bar again, and old Morrison, fuming like a beer

.

#
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barrel, came out into the middle of the roomn, swearing that the

¢ Joafing vagabond ”* should go out of his hou.se.

"t What has he done 2 inguired several voices. .

 No miatter what he has done, he must go out,” said the lam%—

«8g here, my good fellow,” addressing Lati-

with you before I send for the police.” _

no good, old chap,” retorted Latimer. f‘I

iing, and here are my witnesses,’l" glancing
fﬁe’nc‘:e.

from the floor, and staggered back upon the

A5 2 pitiable looking object ; ragged, d‘irty,lu_n

‘n thmg upon his stockingless feet but a pair of slip-

voely vetained their places. . .

re, seems to have a grudge against you,”

mpany-that-had gathered about the wretched
s the matter ? ” : -

neph_e_ﬁf Latimer, “only he’s ashamed of his.

“"Well, landlord, what do you say? Dq you
ipeschment 2% ’ B
'ntlé’ul'eri,’.’ ‘'said Morrison with dignity, “I won’t he m-'
Tted in my own house.”” - o . _.
i Toud Izugh from those around showed how- ’much his words
vanrier had impressed his audience. _ .
¢You don’t Jook like a very creditable job, certaml_y,. re-
marked one of those' present, looking with an eye of -commisera-
on. upon :Latimer, - : _
i ]‘;11)11: b wafe.ilas;wéll dressed as you, sir,” repliec'l the dpunkard, _
nsmg mself up, as some thoughts of former. times came back
up n hita 5 and had money laid up in the Savings Bank, when
-3_".1ié'laridlb d here first took me in hand. He has m‘ade me what
you see.. T was as sober a man as was to be fou.nd in a hundred
tﬁiléé.round; when I was sent here to do a Iittl{a JOE_) of work, and
this vespectable; good citizen enticed me with his drinks, and. gave
me a bottle of his cordial to take home. Many and many 1s the
time .since then that he has filled that bottle with brandy; but
this was while my mbney lasted. After that was gone, I wasa
drunken, loafing vagabond, and must be kicked out if 1 showed
myself on his respectable premises.” ‘ S
" “That’s a hard story, landlord!”” remarked one of the com-

pany.
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“It’s an infernal lie ! replied Morrison.  When a Taisera~
ble, besotted loafing wretch Jike him debases and degrades him-
self with drink, he turns and charges-it all upon the tavern-
keeper. Geentlemen! This is my house, and I wish him to go
out of it, and that instantly.”

“ Give him'a glass of brandy, and I°ll guarantee his submis-

sion to your will,” spoke up, in a light manner, a2 person present,
““Hurrah! first rate ! Come, landlord ! try him with a strong

brandy punch,” climed in another.

“Yes, try me,” said the debased creature, who was the sub-
Ject of all this excitement.

“Go to the devil!” retorted Morrison.

“He’ll get there soon enough without any more aid from
you,” muttered one present, who had reason to believe Latimer’s o
story ; for he remembered very well the incident of the bottle,

He it was to whom Morrison had expressed himself so freely on
the occasion referred to,
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The pleasure manifested by the poor wretch
sition to treat him was made,

“just for the fun of it,
drink with them.

ing the invitation ;
himself to nearly ha

when the propo-
led one or two of those in the bar,
? to call for brandy, and invite him to
He did not hesitate a moment about accept-
but stepped forward to the bar, and helped
If a pint of the liguor set out for him.

“That’s nothing for you, I suppose,” said ong of the crimi-
nally thoughtless young men who were indulging in this  fine
sport.’”

© KoL L

tyagIod ¥V HIIM J3iM S1H STIIH

e

“Is that what you call a horn?” said another; and, “Try
another glass; it has no more strength than so much water,”
gaid a third.

In a matter like this, Latimer required no urging. He acted
upon the light word as if spoken in earnest, and poured another
tumbler full of the liquid poison down his

throat. '
*Come, try another,” urged one of the

party, thinking it
tare sport; but now several of those present interfered, and N
said that Latimer had

drunk enough, and had better take him-
self off home. In this the majority

of the company agreed,
and he was led to the door, and pushed out gently into the
street. But, even though this was done gently, he staggered
away from the “Man and Monkey,” and was only prevented
from falling into the gutter by the hand of a passenger that was
extended in kindness to save him. ’
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_ Tottermn' along, with htﬂe more command of his limbs than
|s;possessed by the infant trying its few first steps alone, Lati.
mer slowly worked his way homeward—now recovering hims-
self, as his body leaned over the curb-stone, and now $triking
against the side of a house, and standing there for a few moments
until he could steady his steps. He did not succeed, however,
“in his deswn of going directly home, for the pint of brandy,
added to the gin and whiskey he had taken previously, proved
too' much for him. It required a sleep of two hours, under a’
‘ ceHar door, to restore him to a walking condition, and then he
got up'and went swaggering away.

‘When Latimer got home, some time after dark, he found that
Agnes and James were still away, although he had positively told
them ‘that they must not remain out after night any more.

Vowmg, with an oath, what he would do when they came in,
0 and lighted hls pipe. ‘The mother ventured a word
_ for the children, when he turned upon her like 2 mad-
" than,‘and’ ec]ared if she interfered with him, he would knock
her brains ‘out. As he said this, the feet and voices of Agnes
*and James were heard upon the stiirs, and he got up and pre= -

pared himself to receive them. Agnes entered first, and her
reception was a violent blow from the open hand of her father,
which staggered her across the room. James was just behind
her, but before the hand of the insane man could be lifted te
strike him, the mother stepped between, and dashing both hands,
with all her strength, suddenly against the breast of her husband,
threw him so far back that he lost his balance, and fell heavily
‘upon the foor,
- Yelling like a madman, as he was, Latimer arose from the
floor, gnd ‘caught at the first object which presented itself to his
eyes. That object was the accursed instrument of all their
misery, the Bottle. Seizing it in his blind rage, he struck at his:
wife with the fury of a demon—f’m he was possessed by a
demon, and a demon mnerved his arm with wnusual power. - It .
was a fitting instrument that he used, in this awful work. The
hottle crashed against the head of his wife, and then fell in frag-
ments upon the floor. . For an instant, Mrs. Latimer stood, with
lifted hands, a wild expression of fear and pain upon her connte-
- mance, and then fell heavily, and with a deep groan, while the
“ blood gushed over her face from a frightful wound.
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Agnes ran screaming from the room, startling the inmates of
the house, and those who happened to be passing at the time, by
her fearful cries. A crowd rushed in; but they came only in
time to witness the few last dying throes of the murdered
woman.

He who had done this stood looking on, with a wild, horror-
stricken countenance-—now a madman mdeed' He was soon ir
the hands of an officer, and borne struggling and yelling away.
For him, as well as for his wife, the bottle had done it§ work, and
it might well lie in broken fragments upon the floor of that room

* into-which it had brought misery, desolation of heart, and crime.

CHAPTER VIIL

Wourp that with the murder of one and the madness of
another, the evil work of the bottle had ceased—that with its de-
- struction its dread influence had come to an end. But, alas! it
was not so. The grave and the madhouse received two victims;
but their children yet lived, now homeless, friendless, and de-
praved. ’
When the mother’s body was taken away in the dead cart
Agnes and her little brother went forth into the city, whose evil
‘but strongly pulsating heart, pours its corrupting current through
a thousand veins that are hidden from the public gaze, to sink
deeper in vice and crime. There was no one to speak to them a
word of good advice ; no one to care wheéther they did wrong or
right. The means of subsistence were in their own hands, and
they went on for a time, in their old vocation. Their resting
place at night was upon a bundle of rags, or upon the hard floor,
in some abode of vice, where their minds acquired a matarity in
evil, that would have shamed their elders by many years. For
a long time, growing worse and worse, sinking lower and lower,
they went on, until they attracted the eyes of the Police, and:
were taken up and sent to the House of Refuge, where they re-
mained for many years.
At the age of fifteen, Acrnes was taken from the institution by
a family some fifty miles f'rom the city, who used every means in
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thelr powar to nake her useful and respectable ; but the seeds of
vice had been, alas | too thickly sown, and had felt, too intensely, '
the mﬂux of mfernal light and heat. They had alrcady begun to
than a year, she ran off and made her way
here, by a change of name she succeeded in
g the efforts of the Police for her arrest as a

en’ 1_13 was but‘a chlld,lnow he was a stout boy.
_im'self alone, and withoit money in his pocket

' _'than remembered ; and, hardened as he was, and full of 1mpulses
to wrong, he felt that there was misery in evil courses, and he
" more than half repented the unwise step he had taken, in running
' away from a comfortable and virtuous home.
~“'While passing, thus, slowly and thonghtfully along, he met a’
gaily dressed yonng girl, and before he recognized her changed
d #?pea,rance, Was startled by her familiar voice and the

f What are you doing here?”

t wa Agnes. But in her gay attire, and more womanly ap-
p‘earance, the, sistex - of the lad no longer appeared. It was
Agnes; and yet not to him the Agnes of old—the sister he had
loved. for her tenderness to him in the sad and evil days of their
unhappy chﬂdhood He took her hand, and grasped it tightly—
but it did not feel like the hand of his sister.

‘Agnes saw what he felt, and . comprehended all that was in his
mind ; and the regrets of that moment were the most painful she
bad ever felt since her wide and almost, hopeless departure from
virtue,

Had it been otherwise Wlth her than it was, she might have

‘:I
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again united her fortunes with those of her brother, and in the ' ' .
bond of fraternal affection helped each other to do right and be
happy. But this was hopeleéss now-—and bitterly did she feel
that it was so.

For hours they walked the streets together, and talked of the
past, and made some, but few allusions to the future. When
James asked his sister where she lived, she refused to tell him.

“It is better that you should not know,” she said, and her
voice was sad as she spoke. He understood her, and depraved as
his own heart was, it felt cold and shuddered.

On making enquiry about their father, James learned that he
still lived, and was still an inmate of the mad house. He pro-
posed that they should visit him. Agnes at first declined, but

when she found that he meant to go, she changed her mind and .
accompanied him.
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They found an old man, shivering by the fire, and shrinking
as from some object of horror, There was little about him that
reminded them of their father. They did not linger long to lock
upon an object so painful to behold. When they left his gloomy
<cell, there was no emotions of affection in their hearts ; but a bit- _
ter remembrance of that neVe'r-t'o-be-forgotten night when his | _ T
hand imbrued itself in their mothér’s blood.

As they turned from the cell, they saw, crouching upon the

. ground beneath a grated window, an old man, with terror-staring

eyes. " The lad paused a moment to look at him, and then said
to the keeper,— ‘

NY ‘;I-‘EIE'E.ES AL 0L 9EIHDAVI ORY
fgUANILYY IS HEIMA 'ZIIQAL SI1 ANOA BV

PRy
-
“Isn’t that old Morrison who sold rum at the  Man and
Monkey ?7
The keeper nodded assent, and they passed on. It was nearly
night when they parted. Agnes gave her brother some Ioney,
- and promised to sbe him at a certain place on the next day ; but
they never met again. A horrible murder was committed thag !
night in a house of ill-repute, and Agnes was the victim !
Verily, the bottle had done its work !

seFIAd0H ¥V dAHLYVI HHL L3ad sVH d
UNY LNVANI 9HI Q{i091s8d SYH &I

008 2607 — DVINYK

x0y AEL LHDOUE BVH &I tHUALON SLT

.




THE BOTTLE AND THE PLEDGL. 301

' CHAPTER IX.

-+ AFTER "pértin’o' with lis sister, James Latimer walked the
“strects for an hour, and then sought lodgings in a low tavern
"mterwew with Agnes, and the visit to hlS wrefched father,
:hls fee"hncrs and when, that night, he sat alone in tho
smaII chamber to which he had heen asswned his reflections
“were sad arid painful. Depraved as he was, a thought of the
" still ‘lower deep into which the sister whose love for, and care
~over him during a part of his wretched childhood, had become,
.as. year af'ter _year went by, a dearer and dearer remembrance,
disturbed’ him deeply, and he strove, but in vain, to drive the
- thought from his mind. It haunted him like a spectre, and
made a low shudder at times, go thrilling to his heart.

During the night he had troubled drearns. He saw Agnes in

* peril, but had no power to save her. He awoke, twice, with her
fearful ‘cries ringing in his ears; and slept again, to dream of
kindred horrms. Then came, too, in that mcrht of dreaming
misery, the wild, horror-stricken face of his f'ather, and De could
not turn from the blasting sight.

The blessed day at last came ; and when James Latimer met |
at table the few boarders who congregated in that low haunt of
vice where L had taken up a temporary abode, they spoke of a
horrible murder that had been committed during the night upon
* the body of an unfortunate girl. But it did not once oceur to
him:; that the victim was Agnes; for they spoke of the girl by
name, and it wds not that of his sister.

+ After breakfast James went out to meet Agnes. accorduw to
appmutment. Bat although he remained in the nemhborhood
where she had promised to see him, for two hours after the time
at wlngh she had agreed to be there, she did not make her ap-
pearance, and . James wandered off to other parts of the city,
with an oppressive weight upon his feelings. Two or three
times duoring the day, he came back to the pIace where they had
agreed to meet ; but she was not there. Night came without his
again seeing her, when he retarned for lodwmrrs to the tavern
where he had spent his first night in the city after an absence of
many years. - -Again the conversation among the boarders turned
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upon the murder that had been committed ; still it did not occur to
James that the wretched victim might be no other than his fallen
sister, until one of those present happened to say that of course
the name by which she was known was not her real one. ‘Then
the fear came thrilling upon the heart of James, that the mur-
dered girl might be Agnes.

“Did you see her?” he asked, in a voice that was calm only
as the result of an effort, speaking to one who seemed to know
more about the affair than the rest. :

“Yes,” he replied. ‘T was at the house to-day.”

“ Was she very young;” inquired James.

“Yes; guite a young thing.”

“ What kind of eyes and hair ?”’

- Very dark.”

“Is she buried yet?” asked James, evincing some agltatmn.
and rising up as he spoke.

“No; I believe not.”

* Where is the house ?”

The man gave him minute directions, and James started off
with a trembling heart. One glance at the mangled body suf-
ficed to tell him the dreadful truth. He looked at it but for a
moment, and then, with a feeling of horror, turned away. And
even as he did so, while yet the terrible object he had looked
uponr was distinetly before his eyes, the feeling he could not
uiter in words, nor even let form to itself a thought, accorded
with this sentiment—< It is better for her to die than to live as
she was living.’

From the house where his murdered sister lay, James went
back, with a sad heart, to his lodging place. He had three
shillings in his pocket, the balance that remained of the small
sum of money given him by Agnes. After that was gone, he
knew not from whence the means of living were to come. To
none of the rough occupants of the boarding house he had
selected, did he mention the dreadful truth he had discovered,
though some who neticed him more closely than the rest, saw
that something painful was on his mind. He passed another
unhappy and ‘almost sleepless night, and appeared, on the next
morning, evidently.exceedingly disturbed in mind.

“ What are you going to do with yourself, my 1lad?” said one
of the boarders to James, as he walked out into the street with
him after breakfast.
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_ "Ijégin, by opening a new avenue
ody and soui to destruction.
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pared with his age. What hope was there, then, for the son?
Tt was but as a feeble, glimmering light. During the first year
of his downward course, James continued to serve customers at
the bar of the man who had opencd the new drinking house;
but he had become so debased, kept such vile company, and was
so quarrelsome in his temper, that even this drunkard-maker was
compelled to threaten him with adischarge from his employment,
if he did not mend both his habits and his manners.

Before the second year had rolled round, this threat was put
into execution, and James Latimer was again adrift. For a fow
months Le Imtered about the city, harbomw in dens of infamy,
and consorting with wretches of the vilest and most degraded char-
acter, Sometimes he had food, and sometimes went f'or days with
scarcely enough to sustain natare,  Amid all, he managed to get
liquor, and was for more than half of his time, in a state of par-
tial or complete intoxication. One so young and so fallen, could
get no employment. His very appearance caused all to whom, in
more lucid moments, he applied, to turn from him' with a quick
denial. He was an outeast; and there were times when he felt
this bitterly. But, even if a fecble desire to reform, arose some-
times, there was no friend at his side.to fan the llttle spark into
a ﬂame, no one to take him by the hand and lift him gently
upow his f'eet, and hold him there until he had power to stand
alone,

One morning he crawled out of a miserable hovel, where, for a

“few pennies he had procured a night’s shelter, and was moving

aimlessly along the street, when a voice called out,

 Hallo, Ilm ! Isn’t your name Latimer ?”

He looked across the street, and replied to a staggering crony
who had thus hailed hnn——-

“Id no. Blieve it is,”

“Well, if it is, somebody advertises this morning that he

+

wants to see you on some very particular- business. I saw itin-

.the Suln.”
“ Wants to see me ?”
“Yes, if your name is James Latimer.”
“ What does he want to see me, for?”
“Doesn’t say.
one,”
A Sun was bought from a newsboy who was passing, and there

But you’ll see it in the Sum, if you’ll get
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advertisement, earnestly desiring him, if in the
a certain xumber in a certain street, where a
see him on a subject that particularly interested

catch thxs lark in that way,” said James,_

atlmer s first decision. He thouabt of the
d-of the master from whom he had run

Isement over and. over again, and re-
es in an honr. After all, it mwhl: not be
d take hirh back to the country or the
ght came next. He studied over it, and
f the matter a dozen times, and, finally, de-
would go and see who it was that wanted him,
anng the number stated in the advertisement, was
atter. James passed- and rfepassed it almost
efore he ventured to'go in. Behind the counter
k, a middle-aged man, with a benevolent, pre-
e.  Several times the man looked at him as
ought, fixed his eyes somewhat intently
ed m, and sald—-

qmckly‘. "spoke up the man, ¢ Is that

the ‘hatter in a voice of sympathy,
*y

dness and real 8y mpathy in the tone
th tlns was uttered, that James was affected

I ":afn'ldi'v‘ and miserable enough: Heaven

-

e_least doubt, but that this was a move- .
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- « And Heaven alone can help you, my young friend,” replied
e man earnestly. *But I will tell you at once what 1 want
with you ; for no time is to be lost. Your father has been very
ill, and has saddenly recovered his reason. He wants to see you
and your sister before he dies. You both called to see him, he
has learned since he became lucid, nearly two years ago, and he
supposed one or both of you might still be in the city. Where
is your sister ?’?  James leaned against the counter to support

himself, e folt his knees tremble.

¢ Dead,” he replied huskily.

« Ah1 How long since ? ”

«She was murdered on the very night after we called at the
Hospital.” :

“The raan lifted his hands in painful surprise.

s This we had better conceal from your father; the shock may
be too great for him,” he said. And then added—* But we
must get into the stage and go out immediately. His life is
Hanging on a thread. He was alive I ascertained this morning.”

The man came from behind his counter, put on his coat and
‘hat, and started off in company with the miserable looking crea-
ture who had answered his advertisement. Young Latimer’s
clothes were worn and dirty, and his whole appearance of a most
disgusting character. His face showed the marks of evil courses
as strongly as did his garments.

On their way to the hospital, but little passed between the
young man and the benevolent individual who had him in charge.
When they arrived at the hospital, they learned that old Mr.
Latimer was still alive, though.sinking rapidly. Without any
delay they were ushered into his presence. He was lying upon
a bed, supported by pillows, and the hospital physician and nurse
were standing near him. As James entered, his father raised
himself up and looked at him for a moment intently ; then sink-
ing back, he shut his eyes and groaned aloud. The son under-
stood the meaning of this expression of pain j and the groan of
his father was like the entrance of an arrow into his heart.

‘Old Mr. Latimer soon recovered himself, and, as his son, who
was almost forced to the bedside by the person who had accom-

panied him to the hospital, came and stood near him, he again,
by the assistance of the nurse, arose up partly from his pillow,
and, extending his hand, grasped that of James, while the last
tears, and the saddest his eyes had ever wept, fell over his face,
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I’“ Mypoblboy I v.he murmured in.a low tone, that was trem- ‘.
tlous. with 'gl_;lef: ‘His voice choked, and his head sunk upon his
. bosom. In a little while he recovered himself and said, more

sce you 80 ‘wretched, and with so m
yon_,_(;rushes my heart to the earth ; ;ci-ylstrz?i::
1 ;Ig an accursed ‘hour, when you were a youn

hild, hg "b‘_’,.ttle ‘entered, by my hands, our pleasan%
S_}‘IOJ.‘)I:{ years destroyed your mother and little
dian gf-:eyour father—for I know whete I am
nd Agnes friendless upon a wicked and cruel
Aggy?” the father asked in a changed

ittle -while, and then replied—¢ She is
3 .f_étct_a with his hands and was silent for a

] bth murmured. “Dead! Itis well. God
rors, }f she have committed any, for she must
mptation.”

. ed thg father ar'o_using himself .ﬁ'om a state of
nto__w_hich he had again fallen. ¢ James! T see too
f the f'acl;, that you have fallen already into the
ster ‘evil, intemperance, which cursed your
hmfe:_but-a little while Jonger to live, my son
es may be all that are left to me. With my
plore you.to.let the work of evil which I began,
urn, oh turn, from the path in which you’
0 the right way. Oh! my boy—my poor

oice}. choked again, and the hue of death
ice.. " The nurse laid him back upon the pillow
.uls»,_‘_ g]ytfor some -moments, and then became;
xtb his eyes closed, and his breath coming feebl '
0vé,.and .he leaned closer to hear. - T
ne- hope—the pledge. If he would take

m(fElzefgon-.,‘l]egrd.,and.understood the meaning of the words. . The
mazlglrilt this-thought came whispering from the lips of the dying
an, he started up eagerly, and groped about with his hands,
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¢« James! James!™ he said, as he grasped hold of his boy.’
¢ The pledge ! the pledge ! They say it is all-powerful to save.
It is your only hope!”’ '

The death rattle choked all further utterance, and old Mr.
Latimer fell back, heavily, upon his pillow. His spirit had gone
to its reward.

¢ Sign it!” said a voice, in the ear of the sov, as he raised
himself up from the dead body of his father, over which he had
bent in a passion of grief. James turned, and saw the benevo-
lent individual who had taken so much pains to find him out and
bring him to his father, standing with an open pledge in one
hand and a pen in the other. '

¢ Sign it 17 he repeated. « Your father said truly, it is your
only hope.”

James took the pen in his trembling hand, subscribed his name,
and then, bending forward, with his face down upon the table at

which he had seated himself, wept and sobbed for a long, long

time, like a guilty but repentant child.

CHAPTER X.

Mgr. ArviNeToN, the person to whose good offices James Lat-
imer was indebted for the interview with his father, as just
related, was not the man to lift a poor human being out of the
mire and filth of moral pollution, inspired by a momentary im-
pulse, and then let him fall again, to sink deeper than before.
No. Benevolence, with him, sprang from a religious principle.
He was one of those temperance men who act not from mere en-
thusiasm, but from a deeply-grounded and ever-living desire to
benefit mankind.

When James left the building where he had witnessed the
death of his father, he was not permitted to wander away and be
left to himself again, with all his evil desires and appetites strug-
gling to regain their mastery over him.

“ What are you going to do now, my young friend?” asked
Mr. Arlington, as they walked away from the hospital.

“ Going to do?”  The question had not of itself occurred to
James, and he was unprepared to answer it. '

,
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Afre you engaged in any kind of employment?’
can ’f get any thing to do.”
n you do ?°" asked Mr. Arlington.

jroix a trade 77’

g. Eead.
he asked.

ome with me,” said Mr. Arlington, after -
hile, +“ and we will talk this matter all over,
is best to be done.” S

t his miserable apparel, and then shook

s kind friend. _

o'into a decent person’s house.” C
derstood, very well, that clean and decent
:r;'ecéssary for James as a means of sustain-
good resolutions he had formed. He knew
would not hold him up, if his person re-
his, garments unclean. And he felt it to be

pply this absolute want, as to take the initia~

formation. He therefore provided him with an

oarse, but good clothing ; and then took him

ouse that ‘he might thoroughly cleanse his per-

duced him into his own family and kept

iim fgra few days. During this time James

he'sliop; but Mr. Arlington was careful not

on errands, except occasionally for fear that

h some of his old companions and be led off by

Tt is not - too late for V‘you to learn a trade, and I think you
d better set about it immediately. There is nothing like regu-



310 THE BOTTLE AND THE PLEDGE.

lar employment to sustain the mind in its good resolutions. Be-
sides, you will soon be a man, and must then have the ability to
support yourself. I have an old friend residing in Newark, New
Jersey, who is a very kind man. He carries on the cabinet-

making business, and, I know, wants an apprentice. IfI g’i\'re-‘

you a letter to him, he will take you. What do you think of
this 77" ‘ :
4T am ready to go, sir, was James’s prompt reply.
«Very well. To-night I will write a letter to my friend, Mr.
Seymour, and you can start for Newark in the boat to-morrow

bR

mornine. You will have a good place, and be removed from the
o L= p bl

temptations of a great city like this.”

Gladly did James Latimer embrace this opportunity to get
away from the city and obtain a good place. Since he had taken
the pledge, and been introduced among pure-minded, virtnous
and intelligent persons, his mind had felt an earnest desire to be-
come as good and as respectable as those around him. The offer
of 50 good a place as Mr. Arlington represented the one to which
he- wasgoing, to be, and the prospect of acquiring an honest and

“profitable trade, elevated the spirits of the young man, and made
him feel happier than he had ever been since that first innocent
period of childhood, ere the bottle came in with its companions,
sin and misery.

© Mr: Arlington accompanied James to the boat on the next day,
and after paying his passage to Newark, most earnestly and affec-
tionately admonished him not to forget the pledge he bad taken,
per to lose sight, for a moment, of the fact, that if he would con-
tinue steadily tolook up, he would certainly rise into respectabil.
ity, and become a prosperous and happy man. James promised
every thing, and parted with his benefactor with tears in his
eyes. '

Tt was a bright and beautiful day, and as the boat went rush-

ing through thL sparkling water, James experienced a sense of
Xlulamtlon and buoyancy that excited his wonder. He felt like
a new being. True purposes, and the effort to act from these
purposes, mtroduced him into a new and purer spiritual associa-
tion. Passion, evil lust, and debasing appetite, were at rest, and
right thoughts and feelings were ruling in his mind.

“T can and I will 1eqd a better hfe,” he said to himself, reso-
lutely. ¢ The way is now plain before me, and I will walk in it
with a firm step.” ‘
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When the boat landed at Newa1k James made mquxry for Mr,

_he thought a much graver man than Mr,
did: not at ﬁrst feel very comfortable in his

aid Mr. Seymour, at length, looking up
“intently, ¢ What my good friend,
past life doesn’t promise much for
"whxch he says you have taken,

'mﬂly on that day
the only reply made to this by James-

‘Let me introduce you into my shop,

ur-up stairs into his workshop..

» cabinet-maker to his foreman, ““ has
day, and I have agreed to take him
A him the business, Make him as useful
n; and’ put him forward as fast as possi-
willing and mdustmous, and as qmet and

ft_ James w1th the foleman.
“the pledge had become apparent. Industry
in. the place of idleness, and order -of disorder. There
good promlse for the future. :
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CHAPTER XI.

WuexN Mr. Seymour became acquainted, more minutely, with
‘the history of James Latimer, he had some fears about the conse-
quences of introducing into his family one who had been so
familiar with vice, and who ‘had fallen so low in the scale of dee
gradation. He understood well the force of the precept, ¢ Hvil
communications corrupt good manners ;" and he felt, for a time,
uneasy, lest the evil of the lad’s heart should break over all re-
cently applied restraints, and others be injured by coming in con-
tact with him. Fortunately for all, no such unhappy consequen-
ces followed. The entire removal of James from old scenes and

companions, a total abstinence from that exciter of evil and cor-"

rapt passions—strong drink—daily useful employment, and new
and virtuoussassociations, sustained him in his good resolutions.

And yet he was, by no means, free from temptations, and they,
at times, strong and almost over-mastering. Often, the labor he
had to undergo for so many hours in suecession, proved irksdme,
and his thoughts wonld turn to the freedom of other days, while
his heart pined for the liberty to do as he pleased, which he once
possessed. Mr. Seymour, whose watchful eyes were rarely with-
drawn from the youth he had taken into his family, noticed his
changing states of mind, and was careful to meet them in such a
way as best to sustain him in the hour of temptation. He early
introduced him into one of the temperance societies, and managed
to get him interested and actively engaged in the cause. James
needed some excitement of mind, and this furnished just what was
wanted. Mr. Seymour also sent him to night school, for his
education was extremely defective, where he rapidly improved
himself.. There was a very good library in his master’s house,
and there were also several weekly literary and temperance papers
taken by Mr. Seymour; these furnished James with the right
kind of occupation for leisure hours, and gradually made impres-
sions upon his mind deep enough to obliterate, in a good degree,
the marks left by passion, vice, and debasing sensuality.

A year in the family and workshop of Mr. Seymour, wrought
wonders for the young man.. The distorting marks left upon .his
countenance by a long course of evil indulgence, were fast disap-

Y
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pearing, and gwma place to a manly, open, benevolent, and ele-
vating expression. He was industrious and faithfal in his work,
and quiet, orderly and respectful in the family of his master. His
zeal in the cause of temperance was a gfadual']y progressing im-
pulse ; and from simply beéing a partaker of its benefits, he be-
came an active promoter of the cause, and a warm advocate of its
doetrines. Wherever there was work to be done, yon would find
young Latimer standing ready to enter into it, and with an earn-

. estness that ensured success to his efforts.

There was, in the family of Mr. Seymour, a young girl, not so
old by a year or two as James, whose kindness hiad, from the first,
caused him to 1'egard her wx_th feelings of gratitude and good wxlI '
All that James knew about Mary, was, that she was a niece to
Mr. Arlington, of whom she sometimes spoke in terms of affec-
tion. Gradually, the young man became interested in Mary Ar-
lington. He regularly accompanied her to and from church on

' Sundays, and sought every convénient and proper opportunity to

~

be with her durmo the week. .Mr, Seymour observed this, and
felt it to be his duty to notify Mary’s uncle of the fact. The in-
telligence was not pleasing to the latter. He knew little more
about the young man, than that he had been raised under the most
corrupting and debasing influences, from which he had only been
removed a short time, Durirfg that time he had, it is true, con-
ducted himself with great propriety; but he felt that the risk
would be too great to permit anything more than an ordinary
intimacy to spring up between the young man and Mary. And
he wrote to Mr. Seymour to this effect. '

The cabinet-maker felt that he was in an unpleasant dilemma.

© The mtercourse between the young people was so prudent, so

open, and so free from anything that gave him the smallest excuse

- for interfering with them, that he could neither do nor say any

thing on the subJect His wife, more shrewd than either he or
the uncle, in matters of this kind, warned him, that he had
better let them alone ; for if he attempted to interfere, he would
be sure to fan even the smallest spark of love into a flame.
Several comnrunications passed between Mr. Seymour and the
uncle, which resulted in the determination of Mr. Arlington to
remove his niece to the city, and take her into his own _family.
This was approved by the cabinet-maker. Both Mary and
James heard of this decision with pain; though both were igno-
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rant of the cause which led to it. The natural consequence that
followed the thought of separation, was a revelation to the heart
of each, that a deeper interest was felt in the other, than had
heen supposed. They had not been lovers before; orf rather,
had not known that they were interested in each other to any
very great extent. Now, they not only acknowledged the fact
to themselves, but mutually confessed it. : :

On the afternoon of the last Sabbath Mary was to spend in
Newark, James asked her to take a walk with him, and they
went out together. They were moving ‘along slowly, in the
pleasant suburbs of the city, and had fallen into an earnest con-
versation, when all at once Mary started with an exclamation of
painful surprise. The eyes of the young man had been upon the
ground, but he looked up quickly and saw, approaching, and
close to them, a wretched-looking object, in the person of a mis-
erable drunkard, with mean and soiled attire, who was stagger-
ing along, just able to maintain his balance. _

Mary stood, like one petrified, while the debased creature ap-
proached. But he was too much intoxieated to know any one,
and passed on without seeming aware that he had attracted at-
tention. After he had passed Mary turned and looked after him

for some moments, while the tears came into her eyes and fell .

"> . over her cheeks. :

“ Who is he?” asked James, whose liveliost interest was
awakened. ‘

“My poor father!” murmured Mary, in a sad, quivering
voice. . :

James was silent. The sympathy he felt for Mary was too
deep for expression.

¢ Let us go home,” he said, in a moment or two. And they
walked back, together, nearly the whole way in silence.

“Does your father live in Newark ?” James asked, before
they reached home.

¢« Sometimes,” said Mary, in a choking voice.

The young man said no more. But he resolved that he would
Yearn, from those who could tell him, the history of Mary’s
family ; and he also resolved, as he walked silently by the young
girl’s side, that he would devote every power he possessed to the
reformation of her father. :

¢ To-morrow she leaves us,” he said, to himself. ¢ And to
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row evening I will seek out this: wretched man: and reform -
, if that be within the power of liuman. action. -

A}

That evening Mary spent alone in ker own room, with a sad

ds "‘fdwﬂ:l heart. And the next day, she left for the city, to

o into the family of her uncle. Before going to his work inthe

ought an interview of a few moments.

. as they were about parting, speaking with

“{eY will séarch out your father, and never

ti1'1 restore him: to you and to his family,
it mhind.”

ot forishe: could not trust herself to reply to this;

, der thankfulness that was in her tearful eyes,
her drooping countenance, gave the heart of young

w inspiration‘and was an earnest of the high reward

ficcess in what he had resolved to accomplish,

power of man.

HAPTER X1I.

er.proposed to do, he did not mention-to.
“biiefly informed Mary of what was in his
co:-'ding;to.previous arrangement, on Monday
to work with soberer feelings than hie had
His. thoughts -were, for the most of the
“whose. influence upon him had been for
er 'circ‘umstances than his life had known,
gether in the same family, He could not
for. this experience, that so much that made his
#1¥, had’depended upon her. S
that very evening, James, without mentioning to
“any one the purpose that was in. his mind, went outand proceeded
to that part’of the:town where the largest number of Jow grog
shops and eating-houses were situated. He entered thfa first that
_ came in his way, and going up to the bar, behind whlc.h stood a
man, waiting to mix his liquid - poisons for the destruction of his

~fellow men, said— . , .
" #Do.you know a man named Arlington ?7 &
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“Don’t I!” replied the man, facetiously,

“ Have you seen him to-day ?

“I guess s0.” .

“'Was he hepe ? :

“ Yes.” : .

“ At what time ?

 About an hour ago, I reckon. What do You want with
him ? 7 ' :

I should like to find him.” : )

“He’s a rum customer ! 7 said the man, with & vulgar langh,

“ Who’s that ?” asked a person, who was sitting in the bar-

-room, getting up and coming forward.

“ Arlington,” was replied. .

“Oh! yes. Pretty much of a bruiser. Is ho about in these

parts again ? *? -
“Yes; he’s been loafing about Newark for several days,” re-
plied the rumseiler. ¢ He’s been in several times to try and get

a dram without the money ; hut I know him of old, and have wet
his whistle too often for nothing.  Poor devil! It’s most time he
died off.” ' _

James had been familiar, at one period, with such coarse, un-
feeling allusions to poor, fallen and degraded men, by those who
had a large share of the responsibility of their ruin; but now the
words of the rumseller fell with a painful shock upon his ears.
He waited to hear no more, but turned away and left the grog-
gery.  Onlya few doors off, he came to another sink of depravity
and vice, into which he entered, and asked the same question,
As he mentioned the name of Arlington, a voice growled out from
the corner of the room—- '

“ Who wants me, ha ?

Latimer turned and recognized the person he had seen reeling
along the street on the day before, He had been lying upon a
bench, and was getting up as the young man’s eyes rested upon
him.

“ Who wants me, ha ? " was repeated,

“Ido,” replied Jawmes, going up to him, =~

“Youdo! Pray, who are you?”?

“ A friend, I hope.”

“Indeed! Then,if you are a friend, just treat for the sake of
old acquaintance, I°d treat you—upon my word I would—but,
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vb my honor, I ’ve not got a sixpence to bless rpyself

ot said this, he turned his vest pockets inside
sseption,. o |
treat now,” replied J ames. . “ But come
thing very particular to say to you.”

. “It’s a very good place. But do, for
ouple of glasses. We can go into a box
a~comfortable time of it. That’s a

ature looked imploringly at James. The fact
copper:in his pocket, and as no grog-seller
ood or drink, he had neither eaten any
wdf-]iqu"'or since morning. The conse-
Triost mad from an fnsatiate desire fog
ames saw that his band, which in his earnest-
pon his arm, was trembling nervously.

hat T will do,” the young man said, after re-

én anything to-day ? )
t-a mouthful. But I don’t feel at all hungry. ‘
N maétér'if.you don’t. You must ‘eat, or you will die.

isappointed voice. ‘ '
ed coffec and oysters, and asked, at the same time,
% a room i which they could be alone, as he had
“particular to say to Arlington. The bar-keeper
showed them to.a foom up stairs, to which the cof'f'ee and oyster;
came in diie time. ‘Tt was not until both had (-hsappeared, and
the man’s mind was in a calmer and more Tatlonal statfa,'that
d ames'sought to make some impression tpon lnm., , A
 «You feel better now, a great deal, I am sure,” he said famil-

iarly.
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. “ There ’s no doubt of ¢hat, But, yonng man, whe are you ?
and what do you want with me? never saw you before,” said
Arlington, his face becoming serious,

% Nor I you, till yesterday,” said James,

“Till yesterday ! Where did you see me yesterday ? »

“ Staggering 'along the street, too much intoxicated to sep’ or
heed any one.”

“Humph! But who told You my name ?

“ Your daughter Mary.”

The whole manner of Arlington instantly changed. He Jooked
surprised, and there were evidences of the passage through his
mind of painful thoughts,

“Did she see me ?” he asked, in a subdued voice.

“I was walking with her, when you came suddenly reeling
past. Ah, sir! If you could have seen lLiow she was struck
down ! If you could have witnessed the darkening of her inno-
cent face, as the shadow of your presence fell upon her, you
would curse the cup of confusion, and throw it from you forever,”

An expression of anguish came over the countenance of Arling-
ton, and his frame trembled violently,

“ Poor Mary ! pursued James, It was like a heavy blow
upon her heart! Ab, sir! How can you turn away from one
who would love you with the fondness of such a child ? IHow can
you keep forever dark, the home that was once made bright by
her presence 7
- “Young man!” exslaimed Arlington, suddenly rising up,
“ Who are you, that comes to me with words like these ?  What
do you mean? I will not suffer such language.”

“Iam one who would save you from ruin,”- replied James,
in a soothing voice. & Ty s for this that I have sought you out.”

“Itis in vain, young man,” said Arlington, resuming his seat,
“1 cannot reform,”

“Have you ever tried ? » asked James.

“Tried! Heaven knows how often I have tried,” replied the
man in a sad voice, “ Byg it ’s no use. I have been a drinking
man so long that I have lost all power. over myself.”

“Olno.  You err there, Thave seen men who were as far
80ne as you are, reform and become perfectly sober.”” ,

“I've tried, sir— I’ve tried ; but it’s no use,” objected -
Arlington, «Ip] thought there was any hope ”
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Y-fbu.'.hav:‘e evefything to hope!” said James in a
e “/Clome with me ; and I will show you that there

here. There is no hope for yon'in a plac.:e
‘breathie a purer and better atmosphere, if
vér the dreadful -appetite that has
with'a most direful curse.”

vards the door ‘as he thus spoke,
attraction towards the young man,
| him down stairs and from the house.
put-his hand upon. the arm of the
ng ‘to rescue from the hands _o.f th.e
it ‘of the human form remained in his

e ‘are some friends of mine, who have
“and means of helping men like you to
o.;with me.”

say., But even if this were so, you had
‘0 a year to be made a sober man, than
rly- every thing you can earn, in order

“that,” said Arlington, a little staggered
ument, - : .

'iai;gwsay of looking at the matter. And. as .

or temperange societi s-being got'up for the purposelof' put’mi:g-

inoﬂnéjf-:‘int'b'i-the'-pogkéts of the few at .t’,llf) expense of the many -

tis a base'slander, Temperance societies really put‘mon}:a_y mlf

he i)o'ckets’d'f ‘the many. The drinkmgl man who umtgs imse
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with men banded together for their own good ‘and the good of =
' their fellows, saves money by it. At the end of a year, he i3

astonished at the result,” :

“Y donw't think I would Iike to sign apledge. I am afraid I
would break it.” ' . :

« Never mind any thing 'about the pledge, man. Come with

me to this temperance meeting, and see and-hear for yonrself.”

“1°d rather not.” And Arhno'ton ‘held back. i

‘ No matter then.  But walk on with me. I have a good
many things to say to youn.” v )

And they moved slowly along, young Latimer taklno* the direc~

tion of a temperance hall, and using all the means that presented
themselves to his mind, in order to beget in Arlington a willing-
ness to go to the meetmcr that was held on that nwht Happily,

his efforts proved successful, and the miserable eﬂicry of humanity,
whose race, had he continued longer to drink, was nearly run,’

went in with him, and sat down near the door.

There happened to be a lecturer from another place there that
evening—a man who had great power as a speaker to interést the
common mind. His address, which was begun soon after Aﬂmo'-
ton came in, was mostly made up of narrations by experience_ of

a deeply pathetlc character. Some of the incidents he related

came home to the mind of the poor drunkard with startling effect.
In more than one picture, drawn with graphic power; he saw
himself so plainly, that there were moments’ when he felt that he
alone was meant. ‘

All the while, the eyes of James Latimer, who sat 2 little

apart from him, were fixed upon him with anxious interest.  He

saw that the mind of Arlington was reached, and he felt his
bosom glow with the hope of saving him. Particularly did
the ]ecturer dwell upon the power of' the pledde—-upon the

strength given to the mind by association—and related many

instances where drankards, who had fallen almost as low as a
man could fill, had been reclaimed, and were now happily united
with their f'amlheq In closing his address, he described a case
wonderfully similar to that of Arlingfon’s; and drew a sun-bright

picture of the family re-union thai’ tpok place, soon after the-

husband and father signed the pledge. Latimer saw that the
father of Mary was deep]y moved by this. When the lecturer,
after holding up a pledge, urged tne poor drunkard to come for-
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“ward and with the stroke of a pen emancipate himself from the -

power of evil, he saw Arlington move, as if urged by a strong

~ impulse to go up and declare himself free. In a moment the

young man was at his side,

“ Come ! he said in a gentle yet earnest voice.

Arhngton arose as if by instinct, and went forward W1th James
by his side. A deep and solemn stillness pervaded the room,
There were many present who knew the history of the repentant
man, and ‘those who did not, read a sad enough history in his
marred countenance and miserable garments.

W:th a-trembling hand he took the pen, and subscribed the
pledge that Latxmer had taken hold of and held firmly to the

- fable..

-4 Thank God!” burst mvoluntam]y, from the lips of the
young man, as the pen dropped from the fingers of Arlington.
And many a pmusly—uttered “ Amen,” answered to the fervent
ejaculatlon* ;

CHAPTER XIII.

ArHOUGH Mary Arlington was kindly received by her uncle
and his family, the change made her feel anhappy; and she un- -

~derstood well that this was in consequence of her absence from

Jathes, and the prospect of seeing him but rarely, if at all, for
the future.* The cause of her removal, at so short a notice, from
Newark she did not understand, and she had many conjectures
on the subject. But a suspicion of the real truth did not cross
her mind. Her daily thoughts were of James, and she would
lie awske at night for hours with his image in her mind. The
separation of the young man and maiden, was the very way to-

~ render permanent any impressions which their hearts might have

received, ayd this the uncle ought to have known, and would
have known, if he had given the subjeet proper reflection.
Mary had been in New York for nearly a weeck, when her

-uncle brought her a letter. Mr. Arlington had not broken the

seal, aIthoucrh he had debated for some hours the propriety of

doing so; as the post mark was Newark, he more than suspected.

the writer of it to be young Latimer. When Mary received tha
20
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~Iétter, hér ‘uticle ‘noticed that her face suddenly lightened up.
*Bhe retived with it to her chamber immediately. -
Thie 'young girl had been-away only a few minutes, when sha
came bounding back into the room where her uncle and aunt
were sitting, with ‘the open letter in her hand, and tears of irre-
“pressible joy upon her cheeks.
«Read that ! read that!” she exclaimed, thrusting the letter
“towards her uncle and-then sinking down by ber aunt, and hiding
“iher“weeping face in her lap. Mr. Arlington read aloud :—

«Dgar Mary :—I have done as I promised to do. On the
“gvening of the very day you left, I went out in search of your
father, and happily found him. He was exhausted from want of
“food, and the absence, through lack of money to obtain it, of his
accustomed stimulus. I bought him a good supper, and the hot
‘doffee warmed and sustained him better than liquor.  Then,
through earnest persuasion, I got him to our Monday night meet-
ing, where he signed the pledge, and he is now, thank Heaven,
in his right mind. Mr. Seymour has been very kind to him.
He gave him clothes, took him into his house, and, although not

R [ P . " .
really in want of another joirneyman, gave him work in the

shop. I told your father that I was going to write to you. He
~getids ‘his love to you, and to your uncle and aunt; and hopes
you will forgive him for all the wretchedness you have suffered
on his accoint. He says he wishes that you were only here.
"vAnd I am sure I do. I am certain your presence would be a
great help to your father. Ask your uncle if he does not think
“80. '
¢ And now good-by, Mary. I will hope to see you soon.
< ¢« James LariMeR.”’

“The voice of Mr. Arlington failed several times as he read this
-gladdening letter ;-and when he had finished it, he got up and
“walked about the room for some moments, stlugcrl}rng to keep
down his feelings. When he had regained his self-possession, he
went to his niece and raising her up from where she was lying
with her face still buried in the lap of her aunt, kissed her ten-
derly, and said—

¢ Yes, dear, Jamés is right. You had better go back.” Your
prosence will beevery thing to your father. Can you get ready
to return in the afternoon boat ?* :

.
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" ¢T am ready to g go at a-moment’s notice,” replied Mary, in a
qumk volce. :

Then, as if conscious that there was, in her manuer, a too evi-
dent wish to leave the family of her uncle and aunt, she added—

“Not that I do not feel your kindness; but ought I to be

away from my father now 2.7

+¢No, Mary, not for a day. He needs all the sustaining power
we can give him.”

* After Mr. Arlington signed the pledge, James Latimer’ managed
to. keep near h1rn all the while. When work was done in the
evening, he would devise some means of interesting him, and he
found the easiest way to do so, was to read aloud temperance.
stories, or the doings of temperance men as gecorded in the news-

papers devoted to the cause. Often would® the unhappy man, in

whose bosom conscience was domg its reforming work, weep over

the recital of incidents so like those that had occurred in his own

life, that he could hardly persuade himself that he was not .
pointed at in the story. :

James had come home from his work, in company with Mr.
Arlington, on the day after he wrote to Mary, and they were sit-
ting torrether'and tallurm~ when the door was suddenly thrown~
opén, and in bounded the very one of whom they were Just
speaking. e

C“ Mary!” exclmmed both Mr, Arlington and James at the
same instant.

In a moment the happy gnl was in her father’s arms. James
with an instinctive feeling of delicacy, withdrew and left them
alone.

Tt was soon understood in the house that Mary had come back -
to remain, and it was pleasant news to all. Mr. and Mrs. Sey-
mour could not have given their oin' child a more cordial wel-
come home. And as for James Latimer, his efforts to conceal his .
delight were so poorly successful that Ins troe feelings were
lmlden from no one. :

“The mother of Mary Arlington tiad been compelled, three years
bcfore, to go liome to her f'mends in New-Brianswick; where she
Wwias now. 1e51dmrr Two young children were with her. She
had borpe want, nerrlect ill- treatment, and . all manner of priva-
tion, until lsealth and spirits failed, and she was taken away from

" her brutalized and’ unfeeling husband, almost by force. Since
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that ’cim:g; he often came where she was, saddening her heart with
his presence. Sometimes he came only to vent upon her his
drunken abuse, and sometimes to get money from her to gratify
his insatiate appetite,

Two months from the time of his reformation, of which fact no
word had reached the ears of Mrs. Arlington, for it had been pur-
posely concealed from her, the dejected wife and mother was sit-
ting with her youngest child, a boy five years old, on her lap, and
a daughter ten years old, standing by her chair and leaning
against her, when a well dressed man opened the door, and
stepped in. Several moments passed, and still Mrs. Arlington
looked earnestly at him, bat without speakmcr :

“Don’t you know me, Mary!”

The voice swept all doubt away, and with a cry of joy the Wlf'e‘

sprung forward and threw herself into the arms of her husband.

“ Dear Mary!” said Arlington, disengaging himself from the
clinging embrace of his wife, and lnssed ﬁrst one child and then
the other. ¢ All is well. Two months have passed since I
signed the pledge, and I have been at work for Mr. Seymour ever
since.”

“ Heavenly Father! I thank thee!” murmured the wife,
with clasped hands and eyes turned tearfully wpward. By this
time, the children were in his arms.

¢ Yes, to Iim be the praise, Mary; for it was His hand that
digged me out of the deep pit,” replied Arlington.

“And Mary,” said his wife, recovering herself, and looking
with a glad smile into her husband’s sober face, ¢‘is she at Mr.
Seymour’s ?

«Yes. And I have been living in the house ever since I
signed the p]edcre

¢ And it is two months since this happy change took place, and
I did not know it! Why have you concealed it so long?”

¢ That neither doubt nor fear might accompany its announce~
ment. Two months of sobriety and industry have conﬁrmed my
good resolutions, and given me internal strength. I am not tem-
perate now, because I have taken the pledcre, but because I feel
intemperance to be an evil, and shun it as a sin against God.”

“And God will give strength in your weakness, if you ever. :

look to him.” _ _
T feel that he will. But, Mary, I have come to bring
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gtill further good news. My brother has furnished me a little

housein Newark; I have fifty dollars alreddy laid by from my

earnings, to begin with, and enly wait f3r you to join me once

more, and in a happy, temperance home! Mary took possession

this morning, and is now waiting to receive you. In two hours,
the train of cars will be along. Can you be ready to go down by

them ?

¢« Oh yes!” returned the wife. I will be ready.”

A little while after, she asked, in a changed vome, while a
shade of sadness passed over her face—

¢ Have you heard anything of John?”

Arlington shook his head. - :

« T wonder where he can be. I think of him every day,
almost every hour.” '

« Heaven only knows. But, if there was hope for me, Mary,
there is hope for him. I trust in God that he will yet be:re-
claimed. My next work must be to find him, and use every
means to get him to take the pledge. It is the only hope for

" him.”

In the mean time, the happy daughter, who had taken posses-
sion of their new home, was busy with many preparations for the

“reception of her mother, whom she had not seen for more than a

year. As the time for the cars to arrive, drew near, Mr. and
Mrs. Seymour came over to join in the happy welcome ; and
James, feeling an equal interest, and privileged, now, from his
agency in the reformation of Mr. Arlington, to show what he
felt, left his work, and putting on his best suit, came also,

The' little parlor where they all assembled, was neatly and
comfortably, though plainly furnished, with a mahogany table,
half a dozen chairs, and a good carpet. There were no pictures '
upon’ the wall ; but . conspicuous above the mantle hung the all

+ potent pledge, which Arlington had handsoraely framed w1th his

own hand, and hung full in view that it might be to him a daily

. remembrance.

Sooner by a quarter of an hour than they had been expected—
for the very locomotive seetned to have been inspired by its happy
burden—Arlington and his family arrived.

To describe, adequately, the joy of that family reunion, were

impossible. The mother rushed, weeping, into her daughter’s .

arms, and they stood locked ina close embrace for many minutes.
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Then Willy and Jane received the caresses and listened to the
glad words of their happy sister. All was, fora time, sweet con=
fusion, in which hearts overflowed without restraint; and then a
deep peace succeeded. , Mr. and Mrs. Seymour now uttered their
heart-warm’ concrratulatmns' and James was presented to the
niother of Mary as the active instrument by whom this great
good had been wrought. Muys. Arlington took the young man’s
hands in hers, and holding them tightly, prayed, audibly, that the
blessing of Heaven might rest upon his head.

How sweet a reward for a good deed! The heart of James
Latimer bounded with a feeling of intense delight. All present
were softened into tears.

There have been few family reunions, franght with such joy
as this. :

CHAPTER XIV.

TrERE was o impediment, now, in the way of James keep-
ing company with Mary Arlington, who remained with her
mother, Mr, and Mrs., Arlington always welcomed him to their
house with the utmost cmdmhty, and Mary never looked coldly
upon him. .

Time wore on. Months flowed into months, and still the re-
formed man went daily to work, and came back to his family at

“evening, cheerful and contented, bringing light into his dwelling

wlienever he appeared. Association with those who had the
good cause deeply at heart, removed him from all temptation.
There was no one to put a block of stumbling in his way—no
cne to draw him aside by any allurement. And at home, all
was so happy, that the bare thought of any act of his by which
sorrow and distress should again cross his threshold, made him
shudder,

But, notwithstanding the blessings which this re-united famﬂy
en_]oyed and thankfu[_ly acknowl edged, there still existed a cause
of grief. John, the oldest son, had, like his father, fallen a
victim to the great Moloch—strong drink ; and after leading, for
some years, a dissolute life, had gone off, and they had not heard
from him for a long time. The father believed him dead, but the
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_ 'mother clung to.the hope that he was yetalive. John was, in his
'twentv-thlrd year when. he went away, and he had been gone for

© over two years:

“If we crnly could hear- sometluno of John,” Mrs. Arhngton

0. in; the hearing of James Latimer, who was a con-.

dmgfy, obtamed ‘the names of leading and active tem-
men in all the ‘principal cities,” and wrote, earnestly
them . to, ascertmn, if possible, whether the person he
de%ci;bed ras.in their nelrrhborhood To these communications,
‘he recexved maiy answers, but none of them satisfactory. He
‘dld not mentwn to any one what he was doing, not even to
Mary To raise hopes, that might be all in vain, he knew would
than to leave all as it was. But he did not relax his
re distant cities he sent off his ]etters of i mqmry,

shour retamed bim as a journeyman at good wages, _
Soon :iFter this, Latlmer apphed formwlly, to Mr. Arlmcrton,

her heart is with you, my youno- friend,” replied the
ather, “ you have my fullest sanction. I owe you almost every
nd make this teturn with gladness. I meed not tell you
gn'l Mary is. You Lnow all her exceilenmes. May
npon your love!”

' There as now a smooth sea for the bark of their love to sail
‘upon, and’ favoring airs were ready to waft it over the glassy
waters. But Latlmer had resolved not to ask for the consumma-
 tion-of thelr love in marsiage, until all hope of finding and re-
claiming the lost brother was at an end. Nearly a year went by
after he had attained his majority, and still no- word had come
from the wandering member of the re- -united family, and James
was about- adopting the opinion of Mr. Arhnofton that he wasg
dead, when a letter reached him from a témperance lecturer in
Pittsburg, to whom he had written. - It was as follows:
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“ My DEar Sir: I have learned that a person by the name of
Axrlington, who answers, in most respects, your descrlptlon, spent
the last winter and spring in this place, working in a coach
factory.” But he indulged in drinking so freely, that he was dis-
charged a month or two ago, and left here in a flat boat for some
place down the river. No doubt he is in some of the towns be-
tween this and the mouth of the Ohio.

Respectfully yours, -

With this letter Latimer went over to see the uncle of Mary,
and to him declared his determination to go out West and search
out and seek to reclaim the young man.

“ I have two hundred dollars laid by,” he said, “ and that will
bear my expenses.”

A proposition that evinced such generous and noble self-
devotion, touched the heart of Mr. Arlington, and he instantly
replied—

“If you are ready to give your time, James, I am ready to
bear every dollar of the expense. Let what you have lain by
remain untouched. Providence has blessed my mdustry with a
good retwrn, and if T can use any part of what he has given me
in saving a soul for his kingdom, it is my duty to do so. Have
you mentioned this to my brother ?”

¢“No. I wish to create no false hopes.”

“ Nor to Mary ?

“No. When I bring home the reclaimed son and brother, it
will be time enough.” :

¢ What excuse will yon make for going away ?

“X have not settled that; it s the smallest thing to be consid-
ered now, Even if my excuse is not at first deemed a good one,
it will be differently estimated in the end.”

% True.”

“I must start at a very early day. No time is to be lost. In
the downward course of a drunkard, there is no- telling how soon
the end may come.”’

¢ Go, noble-hearted young man 17 rephed Mr. Arlington with -
warmth, “ and He who has filled your heart with so generous an

enthusmsm In a good cause, will give your efforts, I feel an assur-

ance in my heart, the most perfect success.”
In a week James Latimer started for Philadelphia, whence he

I 1
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intended proceeding direct-to Pittsburg, He failed in satisfying
any one of his friends in Newark in regard to the journey he was

about taking. Mr. Seymour looked very grave about it ; Mr.
Arlington said nothing, but was sober; and Mary parted from

~ him w1th a sad, tearful, and half-rebuking face. All this was
' pamf’u] to James, but he was self—sus’camed in a good purpose,
-and left expressing a hope to be with them all again in a very
ghort’ time, :

In Plttsburu La’nmer found the shop at whlch the brother of

*Mary ‘had’ worked and from inquiries among the journeymen

who had been most familiar with him, fully satxsﬁed himself in
regard to his identity, He also learned that when the young

~man left he had declared his intention of going to Cincinnati,

On 'the day fo]]owmg his arrival at Pittsburg, James leftina .
down-river boat, and at ever v town where they stopped improved.

‘the short perlod the boat remained at the landing, in making

mqmrles from those likely to know, touching the object of his
search But no one could impart any information.
¢ Atlength Latimer found himself in the Queen City of the

,’West But he had no eye to admire any thing he saw; he

stopped to look at nothing with wondering interest. In half an
hour after the boat touched the wharf, he was abroad in the city,
on his errand of mercy.

As young Arlington had learned the trade of a coach-maker,

o ‘James went, first, to every estabhshment of this character in the
: p]ace to make inquiries for him. But the search was fruitless.
7 'f‘f'He then spent two days among the grog-shop keepers and boat-

s men, but with no better success. He was about relinquishing his
eﬂorts to find the one he sought in Cincinnati, when a man in

‘oni of the . hquor stores at which he had called, hearing him

" mention ‘the name of Arlington, said— - ¢
L EWES
e Yes,"s

“Jack Arlington do you mean? ”?
1eplled Latlrner “ Do you know where he is?”
“ He’s in rather a hot place by this time, I should think.”
“ Why do you say that ?” anxiously inquired Latimer.
“T saw him in Natchez- under-the-Hill, three weeks ago. But
as Ye]]ow .Tack had hold of him,. I rather think it’s all day with
him now.” . :
“ Yellow Jack ? & sald Latimer inquiringly, He did not
%mderstand the term. '
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«Yellow fever,” replied the man ; “ and the way it was taking
Lold of him was a caution to sinners. When I left him, I
would n’t have given the snap of my finger for his life.”

But notwithstanding the slender hope this information gave tc

Latimer, he made particular inquiriés of the man where he had
seen John Arlington, and took passage in the next boat that
started for Louisville. At this place he found only one boat up
for Natchez, and that was advertised to go in the afternoon. At
five o’clock, the time mentioned in the advertisement, Latimer
went on board, and waited impatiently for the boat to start, but
waited in vain. ‘FTowards sundown he received information that
she would not leave the landing until the next morning. Vexed
and disappointed, he left the boat and walked up into the town.

As he was strolling along Main street, he passed a man in whose

appearance there was something that particularly arrested his
attention, but why, he could not tell. Involuntarily, he turned
and locked after him. The man was miserably clad, and walked,
either from weakness or intoxication, with an unsteady gait.
After standing and gazing at him for a short time, Latimer
moved along in the direction the man was going, and followed him
until Le saw him enter one of the many drinking dens that lined
a cross street, near the river. FPassing on, he walLed as far down
as Water street, still thinking of the man. There he stood and
looked back toward the house into which he had disappeared.

. After thinking awhils, Latimer made up his mind, he hardly
knew why, to see more of this miserable creature, and, accord-
ingly, walked back and entered the drinking house. He found
about half a dozen persons, in a small room, with a low ceiling,
the atmosphere of which was scarcely respirable, so loaded down
was it with tobacco smoke and the fumes of liquors. The person
who had attracted his attention, he found seated at a table, play-
ing cards with a man whose appearance was little better than his
own. Theamount of the stake was a quarter of a dollar. Lati-

mer took up a newspaper, and sat down under the pretence of -

readmg, but, really, that he might observe the man without draw-
ing attention to himself. The game procrressn,d in silence, yet
w1th evident eagerness on the part of both to win. The hands

of the one in \vhom Latimer - felt interested, trembled” as he¢
played his cards, and he leaned heavily, for most of the time, aé*é‘&

he sat at the table, evidently for the support it gave him.

RS e
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"t wagithe esuntensmee of: this person that most: interested Lati-

'm ryain. for the tlme’and the placé.

8 wddenly the trath flashed upon him. It was the bl other of
5 the object of his search ! He saw the likeness
m and his' sister as clear as a sunbeam. Just as he
dtscovery, the game terminated, and the man with.
een’ playing, e*{claamed angrily— .

J k'Arhncrton ! 'you cheated me!”

A bitter’ oath fell from: the thin, quivering-lips of Axlin gton, as
“he E’diew back bis fist and made a pass at his opponent. DBut the

heavily on the floor. Before Arlington could recover himself,

in the f'ace but: Latimer sprang forward in time to prevent this
. _cruefty by graspmcr him tightly and drawing him back with a
_sudden I]Bl‘ix._ The mian endeavored to free “himiself by violent

icoxds. :
As soon .as-the prostrate man had*recramed his feet Latimer

"_ﬂl‘éleased hlS adversary, saying to him in a kind voice as he did
'-,...30-—' ‘ :
‘  ”“ Forglva me; sir; but I could not see jom injure one in whom
1ave a deep interest.”
is:wasi mterrupted by a volley of oaths and threats. But
had felt the ‘strength' that lay in. the young stranger’s
did ot care to come into personal collisjon with hnm
. - Who are you, pray ? *’ ‘said Arlington, a little surprised
at'the mterference, and still more so at an: expression of interest
i hlm' - There were four or five ‘boxes,"as they were called, 1
_ the room; to which persons retived to’eat or drink. Latlmer
glanced to one of these in which a ‘candle was burning, and said,
as he nodded towards it— :
« Clomé aside with me, and T'will tell you.”

“site 51des of a small table, each lookmg’ intently into- the other’s

' “that filled the company with somethmrr like respect and though

Tatter stepped nimbly aside, and let him stagger forward and fall -

+ “the man drew baek his foot and was aboué kicking him brutally i

©gtrd goles, sweating dreadfully as he did so ; but he was in power- ¢
jful hands, that held him as securely as 1f' he had been bound with-

Arlmo'ton followed him, and they sat down together, on oppo- _

face. There was that in the appearanee and manner of Latimer .

" yiwér.. Bhe iover earnestly: he: looked at him,:the more certain
s he that he had seen him Lefore, but he searched his memory :
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they still kept their eyes upon him, anxiously, as he retired with'
.Arlington, no one came near or attempted to interfere with him'
in any way, : ' i
© “You ask who I am ?” said James, as soon as they were thus
alone. : ‘ _ '

“I do. But, before you answer me, let me thank you for
having saved a sick man, who is almost as weak as a child, from
brotal violence. And now, let me inquire who you are, and why
you feel any interest in a poor wretch like me, who does no good
for Limself nor any one else ?7 i

.. ““Your name is John Arlington, is it not ?** asked Latimer.

IR VB AL
A

“ Yon are from the East ?

“ Yes.”

“ You have friends living there 7

“I presume so. But I left home some years ago, and have
heard nothing from there since.” '

% Why have you not/'f;vritten home ?*

“ Because I could write no good of myself, My poor mother
had trouble enough close at hand, without having any sent to her
from a distance. But she may be dead now.”

“ No, she is not dead. X saw her only a short time ago.”

“ My mother!” exclaimed the young man suddenly, much
agitated, and leaning over towards Latimer.

“ Yes.”

“ My mother ! And was she well ? :

“ Yes, and happy, but for the thonght of her wandering son.”

“ Happy ! How can she be happy ? Is not my father——.”
The young man paused and set his teoth firmly together.

“ Two years-ago your father signed the pledge, and, since then,
has been industrious, provident and kind. But for your absence
and errors, your mother’s heart would be happy.” '

“Signed the pledge? Oh' no! That is ton good hews.”

And the young man shook his head doubtingly. _
“TItis true,” replied Latimer, firmly. I saw him signiit, and
have since worked in the same shop with him, for two years.”
“ Where?” '
“In Newark.” :
“ Is my mother in Newark ?” asked Arlington, in a low voice,
“Yes. And your sister Mary is withker.” ‘ i

S

r

S

me go on as 1 am.

=Y

“®-it is not, as I well know; for_ I sought him out, as I have now

8y
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"¢ And my younger brother and sister ? *’
% They are at home also.” .
¢ And I only am a wanderer and an outcast. Oh! if ¥ only
were at home again, and in such a pleasant place as home must now
be, I am sure I would be a better man. But that is impossible.
T have not the means of going back ; and if T had, T would not
sadden my poor mother’s heart with so miserable a spectacle as I
present. She thinks me dead, no doubt. ' Let her remain in
ignorance.” . ‘ :

“ No—no. She believes you still alive, and mourns your ab-
sence and wrong doings with unavailing sorrow. Hundreds of

A

times have I heard her say, ¢Oh! if John were only with us, ahd, -7,

a sober man, my cup would be full,” ” :

The young man tried to make some answer, but his voice"
choked, and he sat, silently struggling to repress his feelings.

¢ For her sake,” continued Latimer, “make one more resolute
effort to lead a new life. To-morrow I will leave for the East.
If you will go with me, I will bear all your expenses. 'Let me-

o,

not go home to Newark with only sad tidings for your mother’s .

heart. Rather, let me present you to her as the returned prodi-
gal. What do you say? This may be the last appeal God will
ever make to you, Do not-disregard it. The way is plain before
you—plain even to the: Hémq where your eager mother is waiting
to receive you. Do not let her wait in vain.”

The young man looked fixedly into the face of Latimer. There
was a wild struggle going on in his mind. ‘

¢ But one thing holds me back,” he said, in a voice of sadness.

% What is that?”’ ‘ . »

“The fear that, after making glad my mother’s heart, this.
cursed thirst for liquor, which has for so many years held me in a
dreadful bondage, will again overmaster me. Better that no hope
should fill her heart, than that her joy should be turned into sor-
row.. [ fear, sir, that itis vain for me to attempt a new life, Let
In a little while it will all be oyer.”

“ Vain for you to attempt a new life ! ”* replied Latimer, with
enthusiasm. ¢ It is never too late to make this attempt. I have
seen hundreds, who had fallen lower than you are now, who have
renounced at once and forever the cup of cogfusion. Look at
your.own father. Ts your case more hopeless than was his? No,

=
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sought you out; and I found him so low, that life would not have

remained had he sunk much lower. = From the liour I met him,
up to this day, now two years, not.a drop of poison to soul and
body has passed his lips ; nor does he have the least desire to taste
the accursed thing that wrought such ruin to his hopes and happi-
ness. John, the same means of rescue that saved® him are at

hand.  Will you not avail of them? Will you not clutch them
eagerly 77 '

““ Yes I”” replied the fallen man, speaking with a strong impulsé."‘

“ But what am I to do ?” _ .

“Do as your father did. Sign this document of freedom—this
charter of liberty.”

And Latimer drew from his pocket a pledge and held it up be-
fore the penitent son and brother. . '

“ It is all-powerful I he continued. It saved me—it saved
your father—it has saved thousands and hundreds of thousands—

- and it will save you, for though it imparts strength to all, it loses

none of its blessed virtue. Sign it!” :

And he laid it on the table before the young man, and drawing
a pencil from his pocket placed it in his fingers. ;

Arlington did not hesitate, but clutched eagerly the pencil, and
dashed, rather than wrote his signature to the pI.edcre. '

“Free! Thank God ! exclaimed Latimer so lm?d and joyous-
Iy, that all the inmates of the polluted den, attracted by his words
and manner, came pressing up to the box where he sat. In the
enthusiasm of the moment, he eloquently exhorted all present to
do as Arlington had done, and so effective were his words, that
three poor, fallen men snbscribed - their names to the pledge, and
noe one present let a word of ridicule or disapproval pass his jfps.

Even there, the sphere of good was, for the time, powerful enough
to hold evil in abeyance. ' o .

CHAPTER XV.

TaE sudden departure of James Latimer, for which 1o satisfaca
tor_vl explanation was given, caused Mary, notwithstanding Trer
confidence in her lover, to feel sober. He had said that Le was

. . A
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~ satlistening to the thrilling scream of the whistle.
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‘going ‘onan errand of merey ; but why should the particular ob-
ject in view he concealed from Aer? This she could not keep
from thinking. And the fzct, too, that he had studiously con-

cealed from her and from every one else the probable extent of
"his journey and time of absence, troubled her mind whenever she

thought of it. : ‘

‘One, two, three weeks passed, and not one word of intelligence
‘¢ame from theabsent one. - :

"¢ Jtis'strange !’ said the father of Mary.

"¢ Tt i3 strange | ” “said the mother. ' ‘

% It is strangs!”’ thought Mary; and the pensive maideq
“would lie'awake for hours-at night seeking, anxiously, in her own
thoughts for an explanation of her lover’s singular and prolonged
'absence, but in vain. Still her confidence in him was unimpared.
‘She believed, as he had said, that his errand, whatever it might
be, was one of mercy. '

It ‘was Saturday night, and Mr. Arlington had come home

_ from his work, bringing his week’s wages and placing the money,

as usual, in the hands of his wife, who was a good economist, and
always managed to keep expenses considerably within the limit
of income. : ‘ -

) After tea the family gathered in the little parlor, and the father
read aloud while Mary and her mother sat sewing at a little work-
table. -While thus engaged, the whistle of the approaching steam-
car was heard ; and Mr. Arlington laid down his book and lis-

stened. Sinece the departure of James, every member of this fam-_:'_"
ily had felt a new interest in the daily trains of passenger-cars

‘that went sweeping through their town, and would pause, almost
imvoluntarily, when the noise of whéels, or the shrill sound of
escaping steam disturbed the quiet air.

¢ I-iish that boy was home again,” said Mr. Arlington, as he

“ And so do L, answered Mrs. Arlington in a concerned Yoice.
“¢What. could have taken him away ? o
% Heayen only knows,” said Mary. ¢ It is now three weeks

* “since he went away, and not one word, to tell us that he is even

sdlive, has come.” ;

L 5Pe.rhhps he will be home to-night,” said the mothér of Mary.
41 have felt, all day, as if ‘I should see him enter the door in the
next momeint.”
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And olary had experienced similar feelings, but she did not
say so. Her voice would have trembled too much.

¢ Let him come when he will, and my word for it, he brings a
good account of himself,” said Mr. Arlington, confidently.

There was thankfulness in the eyes of Mal}, as she looked her
response to these words.

T wish he were home to night,” remarked 1\'Irs Arlington.
“J feel as if I could not bear the suspense of his absence any
longer, without being unhappy. And something says to me, that '
he will be home ; that he is in the cars that have just arrived.

Do you know that I have been thinking of John all day, and that
I have had the same feeling in regard to him? If they should
come home together!”

#Don’t think that way, mother,” said Mr. Arlington ; ¢ yon
will only be fated to disappeintment. John, T am sure, has -
found a grave long and long ago.”

“ And who knows, excla:med Mary, *who had not listened to
her father’s reply, clapping her hands together as the thought
flashed through her mind—* but that James went in search of
brother John!”

Mr. Arlington shook his head doubtingly ; but a flush passed
over the face of Mrs. Arlington, and a light flashed in her eyes.

“ It may be so,” replied the latter, in a trembling voice. o

¢ He has been receiving a good many letters from all parts of
the country for some time,” said Mr. Arlington, “as we know.
Biut never has he spoken to any one of their tenor. Ie has also
written and sent a good many away.”

« It must be ! broke in Mary, speaking with confidence and
enthusiasm. “ Oh! if they should both return to-night !'”’

“Don’t —don’t conjure up hopes so fallacious, to die, as they
must, in disappointment, and render the return of James, when
it does take place, less happy for all than it would otherwise
bhe!”——

And even while the father was speaking, the sound of rapidly-
approaching feet was heard. The door flew open as the last word
fell from his lips, and in rushed the absent ones. Oh! what a
happy. meeting! What tears; what words of joy; what
moments of speechless thankfulness followed the first glad wel-
coming ! The son and brother was restored; the lover and
friend had come back! And the fulness of joy was in every
heart. ' '

CHAPTER XVI.

Bur little more remains to be told. The pledge has done tfs
work. Eow well we need not here repeat. '
After John Arlington bad signed the pledge, James Lat1mer
went with Lim to a store, and_procured a fall suit of clothing.
The trunk of the latter was then removed from the boat that was
t0 sail down the river in the morning, to one that was to leave
on the next day, for Pittsburg; and to this boat the young men
repaired and spent half the night in conversation upon past mis-
deeds, and future hopes of a better and happier life. r
_ As swiftly as rushing steamboat and hurrymnr car could bear
-them homewadrd, did the} pursue their journey, and arrived un-
announced, formally, but not unannounced, as has been seen, by
the hearts’ true instinets.
With what a gushing thankfulness did Mary pOur out her feel-
ings to James, when they were first alone, after his return.
“You jgave me my father,”” she said, with the glad tears
.springing to her eyes.” "¢ You restored to us our home; and now
you have brought back my wandering brother, whom wesall
mourned as lost I can never repay you for all this—never,
- never!” '
fondly.— And you will. Name an early day for our union ; no
hmdrance now remains. Your brother’s absence weighed heav- -
ily upon you all. The thought that he wasa wanderer and an
outcast, would have marred the joy of our wedding-day, and I
resolved, long ago, that our pledge of love should not be made
at the altar, while I had a reasonable hope of finding and re-
claiming your brother. No impediment, therefore, now remains..
‘80, Mary, dear, name, as I have > just said, an early day.”
“ How early ?” and the happy gitl smlled ¢« Six months
from now?”
¢ Bix months’ Six weeks will be a long time. It must be -
carlier than that; Mary. - And why not ? What impediment s
there? Why may not the union to which we have looked so
long, be ,the crowning joy of thls blessed time. If you do not

21

“ You can more than repay me,” said James, kissing her lips




8388 THE BOTTLE AND THE PLEDGE.

say °no,’ there will be nothma to hinder the happy consumma-
tion.”

The face of Mary, covered with blushes, was turned partly
away.”

“ Do you say no?” The ardent lover pressed for a decision.

"¢ Let it be as my father and mother tth best,” marmured
the happy maiden.

1 know they will be on.my side,” joyously fell from the lips
of James, as he drew the sweet glrl towards hnn, and almost
smothered -her with kisses. )

And be was right. It was only for him to express a wish for ”
Mr. and Mrs. Arlington to approve. Space sufficient to give
timely notice to Mary’s uncle in the city was permitted only to
elapse before the marriage ceremony was performed in the pres~
ence of the reunited family, and a few intimate friends.

“ To you, excellent young man!” said the uncle of Mary to
James Latimer, as they all sat together that evening,  we owe a
debt of gratitude that can never be paid. May you be as happy
as you deserve to be ; as I know you will be.”

“ Not to me,” quickly replied James, ¢ but to you is the de‘nt

owed of which you speak; and I, with the rest, am an equal
debtor. H#d you not reached forth your hind, and saved me
when there was no one to care whether my life were evil or good,
I would have been now in all human probability, if alive, a mis-
erable outcast. Al, sir! there are times when my heart burns
with a gratitude that I cannot express ; and when T think of you
with feelings of unutterable thankfulness. It is to you—to you,
that all the happiness we feel this evening must be ascribed !’

¢No, not to me, but to the pledge,” replied the uncle of Mary.
“I only presented the pledge ; and that sustained you.”
~ “ And not to the pledge,” said the minister who had performed
the nuptial rite, ¢ must we really ascribe the good that has been
done, but to God. Were he not present in every good resolu-
tion—the inspirer and sustainerthereof—no pledge could be kept.
To God, therefore, let us ascribe the praise. We are humble in-

- struments in his hands, and for every good act we perform, he

* rewards us amply. In the present instance, how great has been . .

the reward I#
"‘Unspeakably great it must bel!” said the father of Mary.

I can realize, in some sense, the happiness that must fill the
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heart of at least one who is here this evening, while he looks
“around and sees such a harvest as the crowning glory of his
labor. May God bless him as he deserves, for 1t is mot in the
power of man adequately to reward him !’
A Jow but fervent ¢ Amen ” fell audibly from every lip.
" We have né more to add. The “Bottle ” has done its work
and 80 has the ¢ Pledge.” But, what different work!

THE BOTTLE AND THE PLEDGE.
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THE CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS.

THE .FIRST CHRISTMAS.
BRANDY EGG-NOG.

Bawe '—Bang!—Bang !—Bang ! ¢ Hur-r-rah —Hur-r-r-rah!

Hur-rr-rah! A merry Christmas to all 1’

It is scarcely peep-o’-day, but open fly the doors, and happy
faces and welcome words greet the gay group of young men who
have come thus early to tender, in their wild way, the compli-
ments of the season. A table has already been prepared, with a
_super-abundance of pies and cakes, and in the centre stands a
large punchibowl, wreathed with evergreen; full to the brim with
a creamy treasure of delicious egg-nog. ‘Near this table arc five
persons ; a man somewhat past the middle age, and a woman of
matronly aspect, with their three daughters just on the blossomy
verge of young womanhood.

« A merry Christmas! Mr. Sandford!” ¢ A merry Christ-
mas to all!” ¢ Miss Lucy, a merry Christmas!” “A merry
Christmas, Mary and Jane!” ¢ Ah! Mrs. SBandford, a merry
Christmas, and a hundred happy returns!” Thus passed round
the compliments, for some minutes, mingled with jests and run-
ning chit-chat, and such nonsense as happened to come first to the
surface and flow over.

Meantime Mr. Sandford had commenced filling a dozen-glasses
- from the inviting punch bowl. '

¢« Come, my boys!” he said,—“ We will now return your
salute, Iere are our guns, and you will find them all charged.
Come, take hold. A merry Christmas to all]”

A dozen brimming glasses touched as many lips, and were in a
moment emptied, Pie#and cakes and other good cheer were next

(340)
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" éervéd around to the frolicsome lads Wh.é'}lad welcomed the advent
. of good father Christmas in the old fashioned way, and then their -
glasses were again filled to the brim with stiff egg-nog,and again

s ptie ‘

« First rate, that

1 sald ome of the company, as he set his

16 gable: - ¢ I'never tasted better egg-nog.
ever taste as good, my boy ?”’ returned Mr. Sand-
ride myself on my egg-nog.”’ :

' was 'gihsive;;ed, and then it was voted round that

dford made the best egg-nog of any one.in the neighbor-

pies, cakes, donghnuts and crullers of Mrs. Sandford
came in alfo for their share of praise, and they deserved it.

'« Now for a song, Charley Graham,” said Mr. Sandford, after
lass-of his egg-nog had begun to quicken the pulses
f song and a chorus in which all can join heartily.”
~ % Charles Graham, 2 fine looking young man, who was whispering
* ) go'mgthiﬁg firit'of_the ear of the smiling J ane Sandford when the old
yoni {nvitation reached him, stood forth"at once, and after
&o@ée,' sang the following, in the chorus of ‘which all

"OLD CHRISTMAS. -
.. #Ho for old Christmas! For merry old Ohristmas!
He cometh to us all with his wealth of good cheer.
' " Ho for old Christmas! For merry old Clristmas!
he-mirth-loving, hearty old fellow is here.

ip the bowl! - Let us drink to his coming: ;
Fill up the bowl with the rosy-red wine: -
Fill up the bowl and around its bright surface
S ';‘he ivy and myrtle and-evergreen twine,
& Fo for old Christmas! For merry old Christmas?

He cometh to all with his wealth of good cheer.
Ho for old Christmas! For merry old Christmas|
< S - The mirth-loving, hearty old fellow is here.

Merry old Christmas! We hail him with gladness;
‘We pile up the board and we welcome each friend ;
Deep in the heart-warming brimmer we pledge him, '

That, true to him now, we’ll be true to the end.

« Yo for old Christmas! TFor merry old Christmas!
He cometh to all with his wealth of good cheer,
Ho for old Christmas! For merry old Christmas!

" The mirth-loving, hearty #ld fellow is here.



249 THE FIRST CHRISTMAS.

© #Y¥ho Is afraid to be merry on Christmas? ’

Who with cold water each heart-throb would chill?
" Shame on the eatiff who libels the season I—
. We, the deep, life-giving beaker will fill. '

“Ho for old Christmas! Hor merry old Christmas?
He cometh to all with his wealth of good cheer.
" Ho for old Christmas] For merry old Christmas}
- : - The mirth-loving, hearty old follow is Liere.

“Come! Let us drink again, deeper than ever,
The gods give us nectar—Aall up to the brim!
Old Christmas has come, with his smiles, jokes and laughter;
Fill up ithe bright ecup—we will drink it to him.

“Ho for old Christmas! For mer ry old Christmas?

He cometh to all with his wealth of good cheer,

Ho for 0ld Christmas! For merry old Christmas!
"Tke mirth-loving, hearty old fellow is here.”

“Hip! hip! Hurrah!” rang through the room, as the last
words of the chorus died away,

“ Well done, my boy !”” said Mr. Sandford, « Right bravely
done! Tt has sent the blood quicker through my veins. True
enough ! "Who, with cold water, each hemt throb would chill ?
none here, certainly. Let us have another song, Charley.”

“After you, Mr. Sandford,” returned young Graham. “ Yon
have not yet lost your voice,”

All joined in Charles Graham’s request, that old Mr. Sandford
would favor them with a song,

“Well, if I must, I must, o said Mr, b'mdf'ord and at once
began, but not in such -clear and mellow tones as had rung

through the room a minute or two before. Years had takcn
from Lis voice a good portion of its melody.

A WELCOME,

“ A hearty welcome to all , my friends,
A hearty welcome to all;
P I pledge you cach in the ﬂowmo‘ cup,

X pledge you both great and small,

Up to the brim, the genercus wine
Comes mantling bright and clear;

8o risetli for you, my welcome friends,
My warmest feelings here.

“Qld Christmas has come thls way again '
And the gayest of all is he; ‘
’Tis the merriest time of all the year,
‘When his smiling face we see,—
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Well drink to his heatth in a bumper fair, °
We Il pilé up the board with good cheer;
- And all who come in the name of friends,
Shall find a welcome here,”

“Bravo!l Brave! Bravissimo! Who would have thoughs

there was so much melody in our old friend ?”. .
%Qld? Do ‘you call me old, Harry Lee?” said Mr. Sand—
: raightening himself up. I am as young as any of you.”
“As any of us?” replied the young man. ¢ I did not know
;])efore that I was over sixty. Hal ha!” -

¢ No matter ; sixty or not sixty, I can. be as merry on Christ-
‘mas day-as any one here. Now Char]ey, you ean come in after
. e, as yousay. Give us another song.’

AL Yes, Graham, we must have another, ran round the circle,
)The young :man sang, ‘without hesitation, Another and another
song were called for and given, and then the glasses- were filled

T once more and: emptled

7By this time the sun had thrown his first bright glances upon.

- the frosb—fretted windows, warning the visiters that it was time

ctoigoi 4 _ : . _
A partmg salute, bovs said the leader of the company;

* the heaviest our guns will bear, Don’t spare the powder—let

-t be fall 1 nme fingers deep.” ’

‘The guns were loaded, and nine ﬁno'ers was the gauge. The

- hoise they made was more like cannon than guns. The .well

tried pieces bore this severe test of strength; not, however, with-

out.a recoil of , sufficient force to lay two or three of the lads

upon their backs. A wild hurrah followed, and the merry com-

' pany retired, somewhat lighter in the head from the potent influ-
enices of Mr. ‘Bandford’s dehemus egg-nog.

" ‘Before reaching the house of Mr. Sandf’ord three morning
salutes had been ﬁred by the party which has been briefly intro-
duced, and on each occasion,  hot-stuff,” egs-nog, or apple-toddy

) had_ﬂowéd_f‘ree]y as water. Two of Mr. Sandf’md’s sons were in
the company, and also three young men, who were suitors for the
hands of Lucy, Jane and Mary. Nearly all were in the habit
.of drinking freely, but the deep draughts pf the morning were
rather more than they could bear.

Our story opens twenty years ago. There are not a few living _
who remember how Christmas was spent as long ago as twenty
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years, especially in villages and country places. Morning gimns
double-charged, and morning glasses of egg-nog and “ hot-stuff,”
ged, g8 55 o L

were indispensable attendants upon the advent of the happy day. -

To get drunk on Christmas was no disgrace—to keep sober, was
a.matter of wonder. ‘ _

Mr. Sandford was an intelligent farmer in easy circumstances,
He was known as a free liver, and one of the most hospitable men
in the country. Every body liked him, both young and old.
His side-board was stocked with the best liquors, and these were
offered to all who came to his house. From a young man, up to
his present age of fifty eight, Mr. Sandford had taken his daily
glass of brandy and water. There were two reasons why this
habit did not lead to drunkenness in his case. One was, his
liquors were of the very best kind—not drugged and poisoned as
nearly all sold at the taverns were then, and are now, creating in
a very short time a morbid desire for something stimulating.
Another and stronger reason was, that Mr. Sandford was a man
of great self-control, and pressed forward in his life-pursnits with
a purpose that left his appetite but little chance of gaining the
mastery over him. He indulged in good eating and drinking ;
but his ardent mind and active Body made his digestion easy, and
prevented any ill-effects from becoming apparent. So far as him-
gelf was concerned, the drinking of brandy wasnot a very seri-
ous matter ; but its free use at home was any thing but good for
his sons, who too early in life acquired a taste for stimulating
drinks, that was far more frequently gratified than Mr. Sandford
supposed. He had two sons and three danghters. The sons
were eighteen and twenty-three at the time of which we are now
writing. The elder, named William, had studied medicine, and
had been practising in the neighborhood for about a year
James, the younger, showed more inclination to become a
farmer, which inclination was encouraged by his father. Both
were young men of good principles, and favorites with all wno
knew them; but their ardent temperaments, social feelings, and
fondness for good eating and drinking, and an cccasional frolie,
made their position a dangerous one.

Lucy was older than William by rather more than a year.
The oldest, she was the most thoughtful of all the children, and,
to her mother more like a friend and a companion than a child.
Jane was a mild creature, and very beautiful, just entering her
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twenheth year. The soft tints of the rose were not more deli-
cate than the bloom upon her cheeks; nor were the birds that
sung around the dwelling more graceful in their movements, or
ISWeeter in the me]ody of voxce and song, than Jane Sandf‘ord

ve and regard of every one, that minor f'mbles were
5y moment and qu:cl-:ly forgotten. - Charles Graham was
'her accepted lover, and approved of all. Mr. Sandford was
: 'much attached to the young man, and felt almost as tender a

regard. for him as he did for his own children. The youngest of
all was Mary, a gentle, quiet girl, fond of being alone, and in
¢comumunion mth hét own thoughts. The face of Jane was ever
' - succession of srmles Every feature seemed to
, eyes, lips, chin and even the very ringlets that

o ﬁrst meetmar with agy one.
ther of' these “children was a Woman of some decxsmn,

o priety of ah}thnw that he approved If she had suﬂ"m ed herself
to reflect upon the consequences likely to occur from a free use of
‘wings.and 6th'er'1iquo'rs'amoncr the children, she would have seen
the dangér that was incurred, and have opposed its introduction
as a beverage on all occasions. A fow times William, the
Dogtor, had come home from a dinner. party, or from a visit to a
friend’s more than half intoxicated. These occurrences dis-
tressed, move than they mortified Mrs. Sandford. They filled
her with a vague apprehension of something she had not the
courage to picture to her mind distinetly. Feelings such as these
did not haunt her, however; very often, or very long at a time.
All that met her eys was too fair, and the future promise for her
children too bright, to perinit her long to be troubled with imag-
inary fears.
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Like the rest, Mrs. Sandford had entered heartily into the fes-
tiveé jovs of Chustmas morning ; still, she could not he]p wishing
~that the three young men Who had cla1med her daughters’ hands,
and her two ‘sons, bad shown fewer evidences of having drunk
too freely. She was not entirely alone in this; Lucy also no-
ticed, and with, perhaps, a clearer perception of danger than her
mother, the condition of intoxication towards which the young
men were verging. N :

“The reason why Lucy’s eyes were mors opened than the rest,
arose from this cause. The old temperance reformation, as it ia
sometimes called, had begun to make some slight advances, and
to obtain a few advoeates here and there whose warning voices
were heard, at times, by one and another whose ears were un-
stopped sulﬁcxenﬂy to hear. The brother of one of Lucys
young friends had become a temperance advbeate, and some of
his arguments in support of the cause had reached her ears
throuoh the din of ridicule that was cast upon the movement.
These arrested her attention, and caused her to reflect—not very
deeply, it is true, but.enough.to make her regard the too free and
frequent use of hquoxs with uneasiness.

Lucy was under an engagetent of marriage, and had been for
over a year, with a young man of good family, named Watson,
who owned a mill about a mile from where her father resided.
“From some cause or other, the marriage, which the young man
desired to have cclebrated, was delayed. The fault, it was be-

lieved, was Lucy’s. But the real cause, if any of moment ex-
isted, was not known. Watson was a constant visitor at Mr.
Sandford’s, and a very welcome one to all:—and he and Lucy
were upon the best terms. Thus matters stood at the time our
story opens, Iinough has now been said to enable the reader to
understand all that follows. ‘

The Christmas dinner at Mr. Sandford’s was always a matter
of importance ; and none the less so on this occasion, from the
fact that the lovers of Lucy, Jane, and Mary, were to be added
to the family circle.  All the morning was spent in busy prepara-
tion. It was after one o’clock before the girls could retire to
their chamber to dress.

“Oh dear!™ exclaimed Jane, throwing herself across a bed,
“I am almost tired to death. It is well that Christmas comes
only once in the year. But I mustn’t lic here. We are to dine
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at two, and it will take me &ill then to dress. I hope our compa-~
, ny-havé*g’ot father’s egg-nog out of their heads by this time.”

" «Tt will be as much as the bargain,” said Mary, quietly.
“Tt wag of double strength, and they all drank a double quan-
nder what good it does them?”* remarked Lucy.
ut you would ever havé thonght of asking ‘such a

t{uo‘hmo‘ly returned Jane. “It tastes good and

o ;

w v do you know, sis? " -
“ Do 3 you ‘think T have never taken a glass of egg-nog ? "
ey tasted ‘good, and made you fpel happy, did it e

Tt 15 not at ‘all bad to take, as brother William says. For my
* part; T do n’t' worider they all like it. I think egg-nog delicious.
" I'drank so much this morning, that my head has feIt more hl\e a
i “half: bishel ‘than-a head ever since.”
ost: déelightful sensatlon, no doubt. That is what you
: ppy, I suppose,” retorted Lucy. ’
xactly, said Jane, laughing. - ¢ But T-did feel as
ark for half an hour. after I bad turned off my

‘off!  For mercy sake! sister, do n’t say ¢ turned oft’

,-':11: ached ”?

ittle.” - ' .

“If your head ached a very little, and felt like a half bushel
“'measnre after drinking one glass of egg-nog, how must the heads
‘of "the jroﬁﬁg.men who gave us our morning salute feel? As
fafge’ as molasses” hogsheads, I should say.”

“I am sure I cannct tell:how they feel now. There is no
doubt; that they were happy enough this morning. As I said be-
fore, 1 hope they have got the egg-nog out of their heads by this
time. 'We have got & Splendld dmner, and want them to enjoy
it

*
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¢ If they have got it out of their heads,” said Mary, *they
will get it in again, for I saw father making another bow! full as
1 passed through the dining-room.” '

« Indeed ! cjaculated Lucy, in a tone that did not express

pleasure at the intelligence.

« Certainly ! Why not, sister 7” spoke up Jane. “Did you
siippose we were going to have a Christmas dinner, and not
sharpen the appetites of the company with a bowl of egg-nog ?
You have forgotten the time-honored custom of our house.”

i A eustom more honored in the breach than in the observance, .

T am half inclined to think.”

¢« For shame, Lucy! What would father say if he were to
hear you talk so?”

¢ He would think strange, no doubt. And perhaps I am a
lisde foolish. But the fact is, sis, it somehow or other goes
against me to see sensible men pour so much liquor down their
throats as to make—what shall I say ?—fools of themselves?
That is a pretty hard speech, I must own; but is it not true?
For my life, when I see such things in those I esteem and love, I
cannot help thinking of poor Frank Carlton, who has become a
miserable sot. I can remember well enough when he was as fine
a young man as is to be found any where.”

t The more shame and disgrace to him, say 1,” returned Jane.

« A poor weak creature he must be, not to be able to enjoy a
pleasant glass with his friends, now and then, without becoming
o drunkard. I should think it no compliment to those I esteem
and love to associate them in my mind with Frank Carlton.”

Jane spoke warmly, and Luey, feeling that she had said
enough, and more than she had intended to say, did not reply.

«“Jf we spend the time in talking, we shall not be dressed for
* dinper,” Mary remarked, on perceiving Lucy’s disinclination to
say any thing more on the subject. .

« Tyue enough!” returned Jane. ¢ Hark! They are setting
the table now.”

As rapidly as was consistent with order and neatness, the sis®
ters proceeded in their work of dressing for dinner. The com=
pany had arrived, and been served with a stiff bumper of egg-nog
to whet their appetites, before the young Jadies descended to the
parlor. Charles Grabam, the betrothed of Jane, was there, and

also Edward Pryor, who had won the heart of the guiet, thooght-

=@ye
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ful Mary. But the ej'e of Luey sdught for the form of Henry

Watson in vain. S
"« Where is Harry?” asked old Mr. Sandford, soon after the

“girls came down.

A At ghﬁiWen?. round the room at this question : it arose from
- such of the company as had helped to give the morning salute. .

hy do you laugh, boys? Where is he ?” said Mr. Sand-

“He is not sick, I liope?
« You'can call it sick. Heisin bed, and has been there since

| mornmg T called to see him as I came along, and asked him if
‘-"._‘h,é would come; but he said his head felt as big as a molasses’

d would surely strike the floor as quick as his feet, if
d to rise from the bed. Hal hal” ' -
Oh t:}z_atfw'ill never do. I thought Harry could stand a
s any of you. But I°1l take care to provide a weaker
Ehi;::n.nexl: time.” '

A chill passed to the heart of Lucy as she listened to this con-

v.e_:r_;s:atif)_p, and it was with diffculty that she could control her
. feelings sufficiently to appear indifferent, particularly as almost

ry eye in the room was turned upon her. Some one sitting
_h_é_lj ide;made a jesting remark to ber about the condition in
ch Watson'was reported to be lying ; but she could not reply
. was a subject on which she was not prepared to jest.

;lel_:h;_was' soon after announced, and the company gathered

i BLO nd. the well-filled table ; and it so happened that Jane sat by
; the.side of Charles Graham, and Mary by the side of Edward
. Pryor.. This' made the absence of Watson still more apparent
- and annoying to Lucy, who was the only one who did not enjoy
. the luxurions repast at which ' wine and wit flowed more freely
' “tHan water. - .- . :

- Henry Watson was a young man highly _esteefned by all. He

was deeply attached to Lucy Sandford, and had promised himself

much pleasure in taking his Christmas dinner with her. DButa

 glass too much had robbed him of this pleasure, and cast a shadow

upon the heart® of her he loved. After Charles Graham, who
called on his way to the house of Mr. Sandford, had lefs him, the

[ ]
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A

. young man arose from the bed upon which he had thrown him-
self, and staggered, as best he could, to the wash-stand, for the
purpose of bathing his head and face, In the hope that cold water
freely applied would enable him to throw off the stupor caused by
his too early and too liberal potations. The effect desired was
obtained to some extent ; his head felt clearer and he could walk
more steadily. The ablution was repeated again and again, and
each'time with decided benefit. The juice of 4 lemon helped on
the work of restoration. At the end of ten minntes, Watson felt
so much better that he began to think.about the Christmas dinner
at Mr. Sandford’s. and of his engagement to make one of the
party. Without reflecting that it was already the hour for dining
~—he was not in a state to tInnl\ very clearly on any subject—he

commenced dressing himself for the occasion. As his beard had

not been removed since the preceding day, it was necessary to
shave. In performing this operation, his unsteady hand drew the
blood in over half a dozen places—as a styptic he used patches of
fur from his black hat. There were three cuts upon his chin, one
on each cheek, and two or three about his throat. The fur was
applied clumsily enough, and in several places was not entirely
effectual in stopping the flow of blood, This fact his eyes were
not sufficiently clear to detect, although he consulted the glass
very frequently. Finally, the work of dressing was completed,

and in the full belief that no one could discover, from his appear-

ance, the fact that he had been drinking too freely, Watson sallied
forth for the purpose of joining the dmner party at the house of
his intended father-insdaw.

Meantime, the dinner had progressed as far as the dessert, and
the young man’s absence had been forgotten by all but Lucy,
who could think of nothing else. During the dessert a young
man opposite to Lucy proposed taking a glass of wine with her.
The compliment was accepted. Lucy had smiled and bowed, and
was just raising the glass to her lips, when the door opposite to
which she was sitting, was suddenly thrown open, and her lover
entered the room. The glass fell from her hand, and broke in
her plate with a sharp, quick crash that startled every one at the

table, and drew all eyes npon her. Her fixed, painful look of -

surprise, that was directed towards the door, turned the general
attention upon the object that seemed for a moment to have para-
lyzed her. No wonder that the sudden appearance of Watson

7.
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. ad.produced this effect.  His face was 1ed and disfigured with
re, Jrregular patches of f'ur, from two of' wh:ch patches, one on

. him that! : Look at him, }n ! ha!” burst from
Ohatles- Grabam. “It’s all your fault, Mr. Sand-

g—nog ‘was too much for him. Your morning

ver.”. But he’can ’t complain; you warned
1 charged.”

Ir. Sandford. I am glad to see he has so soon recov-
elf.* Here, Thomas,” (to the waiter) bring back the
d help Mr. Watson ;:in the meantimé let us drink his.

t was"the gIass of Lucy Sandford, Young Graham
nd Was about remarking on it, when he observed-

4 Miss Sandford !+ Ts it pOSSIble you can 't drink to that?”

Poor'ELucys feelings, for some time scarcely within her con-'
1t.roI could be restrained no longer. The tears gushed over her
‘cheeks; ‘and she arose in confusion and retired from the table.
There was a dead 'silence for nearly half a minute, The whole
company was disturbed. * Watson, whom cold water, lemon’
juice, etc., had "partly sobered, was made clearly sensible by the
sudden and unexpected withdrawal of Lucy, that his dppearance
~2nd condition had , affected her uhfavorably, arose, likewise, from
* the table, and hurried without a word of apology, from the house.
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Mr. Sandford loved his children tenderly,—whatever pained
them, gave him pain. The withdrawal of Lucy under such
circumstances, and evidently much disturbed, threw a damper
over his feelings and took away his power to entertain his com-
pany with the freedom, vivacity and hearty good will for which
he was dlstmgmshed The sisters, too, were disturbed ; in fact,
there wag not one present whose spirits were not in some measure

depressed by what had occurred in spite of the elevating influences -

of the wine they had been drinking.” The consequence was, that
the dessert was finished in silence, and the party arose from the
table half an hour earlier than would have been the case had not
the unlooked-for incidents occurred.

The feelings of Lucy were so well understood that no ene ven-
tared to say any thing to her on the subject of her withdrawal
from the table. Watson’s appearance was considered enough to
shock her severely and to preduce all the pain of mind she ex-
hibited.

After dinner, first one and then another of the company with-
drew until, at length, only Mr. and Mrs. Sandford and the
daughters were left at home.

Mr. Sandford took a long afternoon nap; — Mrs. Sandford
found enough to occupy her attention during the time that elapsed
before the hour for tea, in seeing that her silver and other choico
articles used on the dinner table were returned to their various
appropriate places of deposit, and the girls read, sewed or slept
as best suited their fancies or peculiar states of mind.

When the tea bell rung and the family assembled for the eve-
ning meal, only Jane and Mary appeared at the table.

¢ Where is Lucy ? 7 asked the mother.

¢ She does not want any tea,” replied Jane.

“ Why?”

¢ She says that she doesn’t feel very well.”

¢ What is the matter ? 7’

T believe her head aches a little.”

Mrs. Sanford sighed, and the sigh was unconsciously responded
by her hushand,

Mr. Watson had no right to come here in the condition he was

;”’ Mbrs. Sandford remarked, after all had sat silent for some
mmutes.

] do n’t suppose he knew What he was doing
hnshband. :

”

replied her
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. “Perhaps not.” But it is really disgraceful for a young man to
ndulge as f'reer as he has done to- da.y There is no excusé for
:t »

T am not so sure of" that The day itself is some excuse.”

“ Some excuge to drink_ miore freely than usual, but not to
get drunk,” " returned “Mire: Sandford. For that, no time nor
season is an excuse. You never made it so0.”

e True, but every one has not the self-control that I have ; nor
- can every one drink as much without being affected.”

“Is it not, then, somewhat dangerous for all who have not
“your self- contlol to mdu]cre very freely.in drinking ?»’

“Tt may be for some. But I don’t see that the fact of a
young man’s getting- lus heels tripped now and then is a matter
of much consequence.” -

“Some young men become drunkards.”

% Not.one in twenty, The cases are very rare.” !

“8till, they do occur, and there is no telling who is the one
that will next fall,”- '

“Trie)?

" Mr. Sandfokd sighed. The image of William his oldest son,
‘came up before him. William had indulged himself during the.
morning almost as freely as Watson, and had appeared at the
dinner table scarcely more sober. Two or three times during the
past year he had got on what is called a frolxc, and new]ected “his
* patients for several days on each occasion. This had alreaay
caused Mr. Sandford some uneasiness, and had led him to warn -
~ his son against permitting himself to drink more freely than be .
was able to hear. : :

It has occurred to me more than once, to-day,”. said Mrs.
Sandford, in a, ‘musing tone, *that getting half intoxicated is
rather a strange way of keeping Christmas. - No one feels any
better for it, afterwards ?

“ No one feels any better for eating too much mmce pie and
turkey, but, on a day like Chrlstmas, it is bhard to keep to the
golden mean. It is the same ‘in drinking, only, still hayder to

know when to stop. You wouldn’t bamsh good liguors alto-
" gother 17 ‘ '

“QOhno!”

“ Then I do not see how some trifling excesses are to be pre-

~vented, when there is so much to tempt thie appetite.”
22

H
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« T suppose,it is hard for young men, encouraged on by one
snother, to keep from indulging too frecly on a day like this; but
if it stops there, I don’t know that any great harm is done, al-
though, to my-eyes, the sight of a man who has been drinking
more than he can bear, is a disgusting one. In fact, spite of all
I can do, I never feel the same afterwards to any one that I have
seen partially intoxicated. ‘ _ o

¢ If that is the case, you \vill.ne\?er feel the same again towards
at least half a dozen I could mention, who had the honor of dining
with us to-day,” said Jane, smiling, -

« Perhaps I never shall,” the mother gravely replied. “Itis
wery certain, that more than one young man has fallen in my esti-
mation, never, I fear, to rise to the high place he once occupied.”

“ Why in your estimation?” said Mr. Sandford. ¢ A glass
too much, on a day like this, does not affect a man’s principles.”

4 Although it may show him not to possess that manly strength
of character which we all so much admire, and thus affect the -
estimation in which we had held him ?”

« If all judged with your severity, I am afraid that few young
men would stand very high in the general regard.”

« Perhaps if all expressed what 1 do, and which all must feel,
young men would be more gnarded.” '

. «Why do you say that all must feel this ?° :
. 4T do not believe that any man ever appeared among his

fiiends in a state of partial intoxication, without falling in their

and

wstimation. This effect follows as a natural consequence,

comes without. reflection. And when we think about it, we shall

not be surprised that it is so.”
¢ Peyhaps yon are right,” said Mr. Sandford.
‘own, that the fine edge of my respect for a mau is ta
I see him in liquor.
him to be thal muck less a man.”
Jane and Mary listened in silence td these remarks. The
formet could not help remembering that Charles Graham had ap-
peared less like himself at dinner time, than she had ever seen
him. The expression of his face, so changed from its usual

«] can but
ken off when

" aspect, she had not been able to get out of Lier mind all the after-

noon. Until now, she had not asked lerself the reason of this

change. ; As her mother had declared, a measure of respect for

her lover had been taken from her feelings ; and she had been in<

wardly troubled on this account,

Tt is a betrayal of his weakness. I shows

~
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At_% 'thm}:lg]\'lltf'u] silence stcceeded to what Mr. Sandford nad said
. ength Mrs. Sandfor : in j i i .
_nest__b - d remalfked, half in ‘]est., and half in ears
f“ ?eal]y, these things cause me to be more than half in favor
of the ultra-temperance : i s
N p anee movements that begin to disturb
1t does no good to re
go from one extrem ,,”” return-
ed her husband. © ‘ oo another ki
:“ %tﬂl it is 2 question as to which extreme is the worst ? 7
<. es, I suppose it is. ‘ But how are we to decide that? .
Ir?te men eat to excess, and destroy their health by becoming
?1_1 ons. ;Becau_se—--th:s is 50, shall we all do without éating f'o?
ea:: ofi being .tempted to indulge in like manner? It-wo,uld
:;;'11 azl ¥y be- nicer fo enjoy our meals temperately, and to warn,
. who are in the habit of eating too much, of the dangers of
their course. And T think ‘the same is trne of drinkinrrb Be- -
cause mly nel%‘hbor gets intoxicated, shall T be deprived of? a gen
erons glass of wine ? i i j .
i or brandy ? I see nothing right or’just in
“And I suppose: there is nothing i j A
“A othing right or just in i
drinking to excess is a great evil.” 5 ! v Bt
¢ e
) (; The 'closmg up of .2 merry Christmas day, does not seem fo
“nI you in as good a state of mind as usual,” said Mr. Sandford.
remember th.at we had several friends to tea with us last yea‘r‘
and that you enjoyed a fine flow of spirits.” ’
11 3 o
| I believe,” she replied, “that I never enjoyed a Christmas
ess than I have done this one. Last year we had a large dinner
pa;]rty, and I was a good deal fatigued; but I was happy the -
W ?Ie day. In fact, Christmas I have always enjoyed.” |
‘ : i :
Lo So hav.e I; but, llke you, I must own that the day’s decline
ois not bring the pléasant state usual to me on these occasions.”
Why not ? 7 asked Mrs. Sandford, . o
“Your remarks ha 1 ide the
ve made me notice the fact; I have not yet

" considered the cause.”

¢ There must be a cause.”
13 , ' |
Obl of course. Every effect has a cause. And how is it

‘with you, girls?” the father looked at Jane and Mary and

smiled. '
“As for me,” promptly returned Jane, I can’t say that I

feel particularly bright, or very dull. I promised myself a good

* -
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deal of pleasure to-day, and when we do that we are frequently
disappointed. Everything has not gone off exactly as I could
wish,” o :
“ What has been wrong?” _ _
“T think it was very wrong for Mr. Watson to come here as

he did. He should have had wit enough at least to have staid ag

home.” ™ . B p—
“ You know the adage, Jane,” said Mary, smiling, en.
wine Is in, the wits are out.” _
o T i in wi gh to drown his
¢ But he had no business fo pour in wine enoug
wits out,” returned Jane, speaking with warmth.

“There you are right,” said Mr. Sandford. “He bad ne

. . »
business to drink to excess. : - »

% To this drinking to excess, then, if I am not mistaken,” re-
marked Mrs. Sandford, “ we may trace the cause of our dullness

‘this evening.” .

“Indeed!” said Jane, laughing. ¢ Why mother, I did not
know before that you had been taking too much.” |
“Nonsense ! child,” returned Mrs. Sandford, good-humoredly..
“ But it may be all true as you suggest. T_hat gls.isé of your
father’s egg-nog that T was almost forced to drink this morning,
has been in my head ever since.” : o y
« Father’s egg-nog is delicious enough and terr{ptn}g enpugh,
said Jane, * but it is very apt to stay a good while in the head.
I don’t think mine is going to be very clear before to-morrow
ning.” - o e
m(:f meeﬁ are oo wealk-headed for egg-nog,” retorted Mr.
Sandford, smiling. - R
¢ And some men, too,” said Mary, in her quiet way. ¢TI be-
lieve more than half of our dinner party were more than half
drunk.” . .
“Edward Pryor, not excepted,” said Jane, glancing mis-
chievously at her sister. y ‘
The color flew to Mary’s fiace. “I beg pardon ! she return-
ed quickly,—¢ Edward Pryor was perfectly sc‘)ber.” N
“Oh, T forgot,” said the merry-hearted girl, “he has joined
the Temperance Society. . ,
This playful retort annoyed Mary. Pry(.)r, the young man
who was her acknowledged lover, had but little taste for drink-
ing and frolicking, although nof a member of any Temperance
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Soclety. When in company where wine or brandy was intro-
duced, he always drank with the rest, but did not cave enough
- for it to-visit the tavern in order to gratify his taste. .In fact, he
looked upon the visiting at’ drinking houses as no credit to a’
young man. Mary replied to her sister’s ironical remark by say-
ing—
“If he even thinks it right to
shall never object.” :
“ Won’t you indeed ?” said. her father,
‘surprise, :
“No, father,” answered the gentle girl. % Temperance is a
cardinal virtne, Few men give pain fo their friends when per-
fectly sober; but the kindest-hearted may hecome brutal and
cruel, under the influence of liquors.”

“But there can be temperance without total abstinence,
Mary.” _' ‘

“So it is said. - But, for me, I must confess that I should feel
safest from danger under the total abstinence system.”

“But why deprive ourselves of the enjoyment of drinking

Join a Temperance Society, I

speaking in a tone of
I

: good liquor, when we may do 80, moderately, and without dan-
-ger? I believe that our health requires us to use wine or brandy

at least once a day.” - .

‘It may be so,” replied Mary ; “but you know, father, that
we girls do n’t drink wine or brandy as often as once a month,
and I am sure we are in good lealth. And I don’t helieve
mother touches them once in three months.” _

Mr. Sandford hardly knew how to reply to this, .It hore too
strongly on the position he had assumed. He was about making
some kind ofs an answer, when a visitor was announced, and they
all arose from the tea tableé and went into the parlor. :

The visitor was an old friend of M, Sandford’s, namfd Jewett,
He came in to chat an hour. )

- “Is’nt there a glass of that egg-nog left, Jane? . said Mr.,
Sandford, as soon as he had welcomed his friend, ’

¢ I'N see, fither,” and Jane was about leaving the room, when
Mr. Jewett said— .

“No—no, I thank you Mr. Sandford; please excuse me, I

“do n’t care about drinking anything.”

“Don’t care about drinking a glass of egg-nog with me on
Christmas!”  exclaimed Mr. Sandford, in surprise. « Why,

13
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man, what has come over you? I would just as soon think of
not offering you my hand. Go, J ane, and bring in a couple of
glasses 3 you must drink with me.”

¢ Indeed you must exciise me,—I— B g

“7, “hat, man? Are you sick?”

113 NU :

¢ Tave you been drinking so much already as to be afraid of

another glass.”
“No—I haven’t tasted anything stronger than tea or coffee

to-day.” :
- % The deuce you haven’t! ”‘
“ No, nofchirig stronger.” _
Mr. Sandford looked at his friend with surprise. It was some-
time before he could comprehend the meéaning of what was said.
“A thought flashed across his mind, and he said, smiling—
“ Has Saul been amono' the prophets ? ”
« What do you mean ?’
« It isn’t possible that yow have been caught by these temper—
ance men ? ”’
“ 1 have espoused temperance pmnmples.
“You?”
“Yes, I am one of the number who. have renounced all
alcoholic drinks as a beverage.’
¢« Then you are not a tee-totaller?”
““N§; they are the temperance new lights. I only renounce

distilled liguors.”

« Jane,” said Mr. Sandford, ‘“never mind the egg-nog. A -

bottle of wine will do. = Bring in the wine.”

To this the visitor made no ohjection. The wine:was brought,
and Le took a glass with his old friend, and enjoyed it.

“ A temperance man! Well, I dec]are, Jewett,” said Mr.
Sandford, after the glasses had been emptied, ¢ this is something
of which I should never hawe dreamed. .What under the sun

‘has induced you. to join these folks? I thought you a man of -

smore sense.”
“ Do you think joining a temperance society indicative of a
want of sense?”’
“I do.”
“ Then you and I differ very Wlde]y
¢ But you were not in dancrer of becoming a drunkard.”
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“ Every man Who drmks brandy, habitually, is in that dan-
ger b .
“ Then I must be in danger, for I drink brandy every day
But if any man were to tell me so, I should consider myself in-

~ sulted.”

¢ An insult is always given with 1ntent » remark(,d Mr. Jewett
in reply “Now, as I do not intend to insult you, you cannot
receive as an insult my reply that I do think you or iny other
man who drinks brandy habltually, in danger of becoming a
drunkard.”
“ What in the world has come over you, Jewett ? What has
put this erotchet into your head ?
© ¢« The fact is, Sandford,” replied the friend, “I have long
thought the habit of using intoxicating drinks as a beverage, a use-
less and dangerous one. I do not beheve the human system needs
habitual stlmu]ants Dut think, on the contrary, that all stimulants,
regularly used, are injurious.  Of late, I have read a good deal on'
the subject, and attended many tempelance lectures ; and my mind
is fully made up that for me there is but one right course, and I

~have taken that course, deliberately.”

“ Well, it is surpusm " said Mr. Sandford. ¢ I, for one, can-
not see why it is necessary to join a temperance socxety, and

. totally abstain from all spirituous llquors, in order to Jead a tem-

perate life. If you think brandy injures you, why, abstain from
it, in the name of all that is good! But you need n’t go and.
connect _x,ourself' with a canting set of pseudo—ref‘ormers, whose
only aim is to get some kind of notouety, little caring what it may -
be.  This temperance question is a capital hobby upon which these
persons can ride into notice.” :

“I rather think, from what you say,” remarked Mr. Jewett,
¢ that you have never looked at the affirmative side of the ques-
tion. To do it justice, you must hear something from its fueuds

. as well ag its enemies.”

“ Well, you are ofie of its fiiends, what have you to say in its.
favor [
“I could say a great deal, if I thought it would do any good
but of this I Kave my doubts.” -
“Don’t be so sure of that. You might maI\e a convert of me,”
said Mr. Sandford, jestingly.
“1 should be very happy to do so, but of this I have no ex-
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pectation.  So far as you are concerned, I'suppose there are few
men who drink as freely, that are in less danger.” .

¢ And therefore the less necessity for my joining a temperance
society.”’ .

“ For your own sal\.e, the necessity is not so great as it is in the
case of a very large number.. But when your infiuence upon
others is consulued the aspect of the question changes mate-

&

rially.”
“ Why do you say that 27
« You can drink with little danger of becoming the slave of an

inordinate appetite ; but it is not so certain that all who are en-

couraged by you to drink, will be in as safe a condition. Your
inflnence, as a man in society, if exerted in the cause of temper-
ance, would be as saluta}y as wide-spreading ; the same cannot
be said of that influence if thrown on the other side of the ques-
tion—the danger is, that it will be exteedingly hurtful, and that
when it is too late to recall the past, you will mourn the conse-
quences with unavailing regret.”

¢ Your words sound strangely in my ears, fiiend Jewett,” said
Mr. Sandford. I don’t understand them.”

«T mean,” was the reply, ¢ that very few young men in the
present day, can drink habitually without being in great danger of
falling. This being so, it is of the first importance that they be
made conscious of the fact, in order that they may avoid the im-
pending danger. You have it in'your power to influence very
many young men either to contmue drinking or to abandon it."”’

“I have?”

“ Certainly, you have. Isaw three young men to-day, per-
sonal acquaintances, very much intoxicated. They belong to
good families, and are esteemed by all who know them. To one
I said—¢ This is not right, my young friend ; you hurt yourself,
and mortify and wound the feelings of your friends.” ¢Don’t
blame me, he replied—and I thoucrht with some bitterness—
¢ Blame old Mr. Sandford’s egg-nog ! 30

“ What! Who said that?” asked Mr. Sandford, speaking
quickly. :

“ A young man for whom I understand you have a strong

regard. He was in a condition that I call disgraceful for any
one. In attempting to shave himself he had cut his face badly in
several places, and these were covered with large patches of fur
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-from a black hat, giving him a ludicrous appearance. I found

him sitting in front of Maxwell’s tavern, nodding in his chair,”

“Ts he there now ?” asked Mr. Sandford, half‘ rising as he
spoke, angd seeming quite disturbed.

“No, 1 mduced him to go home, and I hope he is now safe in
his own room and sound asleep.”

Mr. Sandford sunk back in his chair, and cast his eyes thought-~
fally to the floor. While he sat musing, Mr. Jewett resumed.

“To another of .the three young men, who was just getting
into a quarrel with a man about as drunk as hipself when I came
by and prevented the dernier resort of blows, I said, ¢ There are

- better ways than this to celebrate Christmas ; I am sorry you did

not choose one more creditable to yourself.” ¢ Go and talk to
Mr. Sandford,” he replied, ¢ he made me drunk.” ¢ How could he

~make you drunk ?* I asked. ¢By-double charging his egg-nog,
- and making me drink a deuble quantity,” he answered.”

"¢ You are trumping up a good story, friend Jewett,” said Mr.
Sandford, trying to langh with affected indifference.

¢ Heaven knows I am not!” replied his visitor. * What I

say is the solemn truth. I had not gone far, after this, when I

“met a man leading another young friend, who was not able to-

walk straight, from . having been drinking too freely. I asked
some questions about him, and was answered by one of a group

~ of two or three who were making themselves merry at his unfor-

tunate condition, that he had been. dining at Mr. Sandford’s, and
partaken too freely of his good wine.”
‘“If that is the way my hospitality is returned,” said the old

“gentleman,  With a good deal of warmth, ¢“T will take good care

how I 1epeat my invitations to certain individuals on another
such o®casion: Why should I be blamed ‘because a young man,

~ who is weak enough to get drunk, happens to take one of the

glasses-at my house which helps to knock him over. He would
have got drunk any how. But I will know better next time.”

* I sincerely hope you will, friend Sandford, and when Christ-
mas comes round again with his cheerful face, that yon will be
prepared to give him a hearty temperance welcome.”

“I shall be prepared to pledge him, as I have not once failed
to do in the last thirty years, in a stiff bowl of egg-nog.”

% No matter what may be the consequences to others ? "~
“# For other men’s weaknesses and follies, T am not _"Ifgs'p_onsi-
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ble. If a man gets drunk from drinking my liquors, it is his
fault, not mine. Am I to refrain from tendering the hospitali
ties of my house, for fear that some one will abuse them ?”

“To be hospitable, is to be kind to, and considerate of the
welfare of those who visit us. If this be a correct definition,
then I do. not think it is true hospitality to place temptations in
the way of our friends.”

To find a perfectly satisfactory answer to this form of arga-
ment was not a very easy matter for Mr. Sandford, and he,
therefore, met it by saying—

¢ Upon my word, Jewett! you have got your lesson well, and.
would no doubt make quite an impression as a temperance lec- -
turer. But it won’t do here. I am too old a bird to be caught

by that kind of chaff. I have always had a good glass of liquor
for my friends, come when they may, and I hope to have it as
long as I live.”

“No matter what may be the consequences to them.”

“ As for consequences, let every man take care of himself;
that is his dwn business. How am I to tell whether a man is in

danger or not? Shall I first say to my friend, before asking him’

to take a social glass—¢ Are you in danger of drinking too
much?’ Humph! Wouldn’t that sound well? No-—no.
Good liquor is good for all who will use it temperately. If any
abuse it, to them be the consequence,and on them rest-the re-
sponsibility.  If I ever turn out a drunkard, be assured that I
shall not blame you or any one else. It will be my own fault
and mine alone. But come, let us change the subjeect, it is too
personal and condemnatory, and tends to interrupt the harmony
of intercourse which I always like to have with an old friend.
Let me fill your glass again. This wine is delicious, " I have
had it in my cellar for ten years.”

“ It certainly is very fine,” said Mr. Jewett, raising his glass
to his lips, and sipping it with the air of a connoisseur. ¢ Pardon
me for saying, that wine like this is in bad company when
placed beside a bottle of brandy.”

“ Why so?”

“ Wine is only a fermented liquor, like beer or cider. But
brandy is distilled, and .contains the alcoholic principle in a
highly condensed and active form. It effects upon the stomach,
Iike all other distilled liquors, is deleterious, and the continued

"
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use of it tends to weaken man’s control over himself, while it
makes his appetite for stimulating drinks inordinate.”

“ A man can get drunk on wine or beer, as-well as upon rum,
or gin, or brandy ; and what is more, men do get drunk on fer-

_ mented liquors, and they are known to be the Iowest and worst
~ class of drunkards.” :

% The cases are e‘{tremely rarg, and I am sure it will be found
that distilled Ilquors wrought the downfall at first. Wine is gen-
erous and nourishing, and so is good beer ;—it takes a large
quantity to pr oduce intoxication'; much more than any one feels

~inclined too take.”

“ Drink your wine and beel friend Jowett, and I will continue

© to take my glass of brandy when I feel 1nclmed to do so; the

argument for its use seems to me to be quite as good as for the

- use of the other. Next Christmas I will have to manage things

differently, I suppose, as by that time at least half of my friends
will have joined the Temperance Society. I will have a glass of
egg-nog for you then that you will not refuse.” '

“ T have taken my la’ét glass of the villainous compound,” re-

© plied Jewett.

“Come! come!, Don’t abuse good egg-nog in that way.

- You will drink it with me on next Chmstmas, 1f' we are both
- alive and well.””:

¢ Ne, sir!”
« You will, if you hold to your present wews
¢ T -will not, if I hold to my present views.’
- “Don't be too positive. Next Christmas T shall have a bowl
of wine egg-nog for my Temperance friends, and brandy egg-nog

. for all who prefer something stronger. Won't you drmk thh

me, then, to merry Onrlstm'ts 27
“QOh! Ah! That alters the question, . T/V'ne egg-nog, did
you say ? **
“ Yes, and it’s not bad, let me tell you.” ,

“ No, I should think not Wine egg-nog! That is some-
thing new under the sun.’ 4 ‘
«Next Christmas you shall test ite quahty, and you may
bring a whole temperance society along to help enjoy the joke.

If1 do n’t make you all drunk, it won’t be my fault.”
“ Do n't flatter yourself. You will not find that such a very
easy matter.”
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- ¢ We shall see !”” replied Mr. Sandford,
TFrom this point the subject gradually changed, and matters of

%
more gcneral interest engrossed the attention of the two old

friends.,

Mrs. Sanford had listened in silence to this conversation.
Some things that were said, coming as they did while the inci-
dents of the day were fresh in her mind, caused new light to break

in upon her. She could not think with her husband, that we .

should be altogether indifferent about the Weaknesses of others,
or careless whether we placed temptations in their way or not.
Until this time, she had felt contempt for all temperance people,
but now an involuntary réspect for their principles took posses-
sion of her mind, The object in view was, evidently, the good
of others. Mary’s views were already on the side of temperance.
But Jane thought and felt with her father, and saw ‘much more
force in what he said than he really saw himself. -

Thus matters stood at the close of Christmas day. Not a
single member of Mr. Sandford’s family was as happy as in the
morning, nor had realized one half the enjoyment that smiled so
pleasantly in anticipation.

When Lucy Sanford retired from the dinner table, overcome
by her feelings at seeing the revolting condition of her lover, she
went to her chamber and wept there for some time bitterly.
This was not the first time she had seen Watson under the influ-
ence of liquor. Its occurrence always gave her pain,—not that
there was in her mind a distinct fear that he would ever become
a drunkard ; but the condition itself, in one she loved, shocked
and pained her. She had been under an engagement of martiage
with Watson for over-a year; during that time he had frequently
urged her to name a day for their union to take place, but she had
not as yet done so.  The only reason she had was an unconquer-
able disinclination to get married, growing out of the fact, that
seeing Watson slightly intoxicated on two or three occasions, had
produced an inward repugnance towards becoming his wife.
The sacredness of her marriage contract, whenever she thought
about it, caused her to strive with herself to conquer this repug-
nance.

Three or fonr months had elapsed since Watson had appeared
in Lucy’s presence at all under the influence of drink, and during
that time, the feeling just alluded to had grown weaker and
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weaker. She had almost made up her mind to name an early
day for their marriage, when he again pressed her on the subject.
Christmas was a holiday occasion, and on that day she. had ex-
pected to bea good deal with her lover. The thought had crossed
her mind that he would, in all probability, again urge her to ap-
point the time for their marriage to take place ; and she felt much
more than half inclined to meet his wishes.

This was her state of mind, when her heart was chilled by the
Jjests that passed around the dinner party, on the condition in
which Watson was said to be lying at home, and then deeply dis-
tressed by his sudden appearance. When she left the table, un-
able longer to control herself, it was with the solemn internal con-
viction, that she counld never become his wife.

For a woman of a calm, thoughtful, loving disposition, such as
Lucy Sandford possessed, to be forced to a conclusion like this is
no frifling matter. She did not lightly bestow her affections
upon Henry Watson ; but, when she did do so, she loved him
earnestly, fondly and conﬁdmgly Like a chill wind over & pure
spring blossom, just opening itself to the pleasant sunshine, came:

" the first:impression made upon her heart by seeing him, shortly

after their engagement, so much intoxicated as to act and talk
very. foolishly, and make himself a mark of ridicule to others, who
Jjested with him in a way to wound her deeply. It was no idea
of consequences that produced this revulsion in her feelings ; she
had no fear of his becoming a drunkard. No, it was not that.

To love'a man traly, she must respect and honor him in every act
and condition ;—but she could not do so in this instance. There
wag something in his manner and appearance from which her
whole soul revolted. From that moment he was not the same to
her, although she still loved him, and still hoped.to become his
wife at some day ; but she could not give her own consent to name

that day.

During the afternoon of Christmas day, she endeavored to
hide from her sisters as much as possible the pain she was suffer-
ing. Jane,on leaving the dinner-table, joined her in their cham-
ber, where she had retired, and commenced jesting about Watson’s
ludicrous appearance,and her weakness in taking it muach to heart.
She, however, quickly saw that Lucy was in no state of mind to
bear jesting, and forbore her light speeches on a subject that
appeared to give her sister, as she thought, unnecessary pain. In

[ .
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order to hide from observation, as much as possible, the deeply

disturbed state of mind produced by the incidents of the dinner .

table, Lucy read, or rather permitted her eyes to run over the
pages of a book, for the most part of the afternoon, while Mary
occupied herself in some fancy needle-work, and " Jane slept off
the two or three glasses of wine she had taken at dinner. '

Mrs. Sandford had been so much engaged daring the after-
noon, as not to have found time to see and talk with Lucy,
although she was on her mind all the while, During the time
that her husband was engaged In conversation with Mr. Jewett,
after the subject of temperance had been waived, she spent with
ber daunghter, alone. She found her, on going up, quietly, into
her chamber, sitting by the bed, her face buried in a pillow,

« Lucy, dear,” she said, tenderly, Iaymw her hand upon her as
she spoke, ‘““are vou not tdking the little occurrence of to-day
too, much to heart?”

The whole subject of her relation to Watson had been passing
through her mind, and she bad again come to the distinet conclu-
sion that she could never become his wife. This was not arrived
‘at without a powerful struggle with herself. Her heart was full,
full just to overflowing, and the words of her mother, and the
tender pressure of her hand, made her feelings gush forth into
weeping.

“ It was but a trifling occurrence,” said Mrs. Sandford, after
Lucy had recovered some little control of herself. ¢ The day
must excuse it. He was not the only one who was tempted to
go into too deep waters,”

Luey heard what her mother said, and answered only by a
long, quivering sigh. :

“Is the fact that Mr. Watson came here to-day in so sad a
plight your only cause of unhappiness?”’ asked Mrs. Sandford.

¢« Mother!” said Lucy, speaking with a sudden effort—¢ what

happened to-day has deeided me not to fulfil my engagement

with Henry Watson.”

Mrs. Sandford started in surprise. For a moment or two she
could not believe that she had heard aright.

“If you have come to that conclusion, on such slight
grounds,” she- replied, gravely, “T must say, that you have
erred serfously. The cause is not one of sufficient weight to
warrant consequences of such vital moment to both yourself and
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the man to whom you have solemnly affianced yourself. Reflec-
tion, I am sure, will produce a change in your state of mind.”

¢ No, mother. The conclusion to which I have come, is not
one formed -entirely and hastily from What took place to-day.
It is not the first time since our engagement that I have seen
Henry in liquor.”

“ But that is not a reason why you should break your contract
with him.”

“ Mother I—that contract is a hFe-contract ' It' involves a8
whole life-time of happiness or misery.”’ '

“ Buot it is made, Lucy. Have you a right to violate it ?

“If made in ignorance of circumstances that would have pre-
vented it, I believe that I have; especially if those circumstances
are such as to threaten the entive destrnction of my happiness.”

“Y do mot think any such ecircumstances eXls’c,” said Vhs.
Sandford.

¢« Aud yet, they certainly do exist,” replied Lucy. ¢ No wife
can be happy if she do not love her husband, truly,—no woman
can truly love her husband if she cannot respect him,—and no
woman can respect a man who drinks to intoxication.”

%1 believe with you, Lucy, that no woman, ¢an truly respect
and love a man who is an habitual drunkard ; but this Mr. Wat-
son is not; nor do I heheve him in any danger of becommw
one.” R

“I never thought him in danger; and yet I have seen him

“very much past the line of strict sobriety at least four times since

our engagement has taken place; and at each time there has .
been a fa]lmﬂ in my mind of respect, and, consequently, of

affection. I could not help this. It was as natural for me as to .

breathe. I have struggled against it; but I would have been
just as successful if I had endeavored to hold my breath., Had
it not been for this, we would have been married months ago.

" It has been for this reason, that I have never been able to yield

to his oft-repeated importunities to fix the wedding-day.”
Mrs. Sandford listened to this declaration with surprise and

* pain, but with an internal conviction that her daughter was not

so far wrong as she had at fivst supposed. But thxs she was not
willing, as yet, to admit. She replied, in a less positive tone
than the one in which she had been speaking,—

“This is a very serious matter, Lucy, One in which all



368 ) THE FIRST CHRISTMAS.

hasty decisions are wrong. *'T am very sure that your declining -

to fulfil your engagement with Henry Watson will not make you
happy.. I am not sure but that it will produce more unhappiness

" than. your marriage possibly could, under the worst aspects in

which you have viewed that event.”

The tears filled into Lucy’s eyes as she made answer—

“T have not been thinking of happiness, mother. I never ex-
pect to be happy. All my best hopes in life have here made

shipwreck. What T have considered is, the thing it is right for -
me to do. Now, I do not believe it is right for me to marry a

man, the tendency of whose course in life is gradually to destroy
my respect for his character. It would neither be good for him
nor myself. The final result would be misery to both, conse-
quent upon a perversion of the holy state into which we had en-.
tered.” :

¢ Would it not have been better for you to have spoken to him

on the subject, before coming to,the conclusion just avowed?” .

asked Mrs. Sandford. .
«No, mother, I think not. And, indeed, I could no more
“have opened my lips to him on that subject, than I could have

flown. I would have grown crimson with shame at the first

word, and become speechless.”

¢ Your father could have done it for you, and perhaps it would
have come better from him.”

“ No,” was the maiden’s firm reply.
done for the world. I wish the man who has sought for my hand
in marriage to be pérfectly free to act as he thinks right. I swish
him to do nothing simply with the end of gaining my favor, for
that would not show me a phase of his real character. No—no.

Let me see him as he really is, and then I can accept or reject

from good grounds.”

“ But you must remember, Lucy, that you have already
accepted Henry Watson.”

« ] do remember it, mother, and that is what makes my position
so painful, difficult, and embarrassing. DBut I accepted him in
ignorance of the weakness since developed, and now, as a wise

woman, looking to all the consequences of my actions, I feel my-

self in duty bound to break that engagement. In doing it, you
cannot know how much I suffer. T think of him and feel for
him as well as for myself. I believe that he loves me devotedly.

N

«T would not have that
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I know that I love him. Oh! mother, can it be a good thing
;;_lgat? ,r’ises up between us to make us both wretched, perhaps for
ife '
“ Might not that thing be put away, ;ily child ?
: “ To asle him to quit drinking, éltogéther, would be felt as an
: :'msu]t. - If he continues to drink, he will, as before, be 'tempted to
indulge too freely. Here lies the diffien]ty.”
+‘Mrs. Sandford saw the difficulty as cleévly as Lucy. but she
did not think it best to say so. As a woman she felt ,that her
daughter was right;but she did not clearly comprehend the mode
of reasoning by which others could be convinced of ‘the same
thing. - LT
On the morning after Christmas, Henry Watson awoke quite
early. He felt as he had several times felt before, after late hours
and‘ “free indulgence in the pleasure of drinking. Among his
varied _disagreeable sensations, a throbbing'headiche stoo:i: out
& pre-eminent.. It was ag if a hammer were beating in his brain
i -.lfls:.te?.d of the light pulsation in the thousand minute and thread-’-
i llke arteries that spread themselves throughout that delicate
2UiTTorgan, ‘ ‘ -
It was some time after his eyes were open hefore he remem-
“bered with.any distinctness the incidents of the precedihlé day
Gradq‘ally his memory restored them, dimly or vividly, acc:rdin :
to the impression made at the time of their occurrence. CIea%
‘-?n‘d-_di‘stfncl:- above all the rest stood out the scene at the dinner
_":table.“-' He $aw Lucy’s glass standing untouched before her, after
al'had drunk to him. He saw the tears- gushing over her, face. -
He saw: her rise in confusion and retire from tlt;e room. The:
reason he too clearly comprehended. ‘
.“ Iir'u‘i’xst have been in a worse condition than I imagined,” he
said, .1'1sihg up suddenly, As he did so, he saw hims'e]f'bin a :rlass
%nu}gln'g opposite. The Llack patches of far were still therebgivz
ing his face a singular and disgusting appearance. - ’
o Can it be possible T went in this way ! he murmured, sink-
ing back upon the bed. “No wonder Lucy was 'éhockedf No
wonder she retired from my presence in tears.” |
After lying for some minutes in a most painful state of mind
he arose from the bed and commenced dressing himself, He wa;
nearly ready to go out, when Chailes Graham threw open his
* door, exclaiming, as he stepped into the room— ' '

23
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“ A merry Chrlstmas, Harry |—IHow are you, my boy ? Tam
fglad to: see there is something left of you. Oh! those horrid
patches of fur; do for melcy s sake! take them off of your
face.””

“Don't say merry Christmas to me,” 1'eturned Watson:
« Qonfound the day! Iam almost tempted to hope that I may
never see another.”” . -

¢ Hush ! man. * Are you mad ?” responded Graham.

«T have been, that is certain; and whether I am now in my
right mind, or not, is more than I can tell.” ~

« Hut, tut, my boy! don’t talk in that way. You were only
8 httle merry yesterday, and so was I, and a dozen. more I could
. name.’

1 trust you did n’t make the fool of yoursell that I did, ther.l.
You, at least, had sense enouoh to keep away from Sandfmd’ ’
“I dined there.” .
“You did?”
“Yes.” _
& And went there drunk ?”’
« ] can’t exactly say that.”
“Well, T can, then. I went there as drunk as a fool, with my
face. disfigured as you see jt.””
Y saw your grand entrance—ha! ha. ] What a figure yon did
“eut!”
¢« And you of course saw the effect npon Lucy !
¢ Yes ;—poor thing! She seemed all strack down ;—and one
can hardly be surprised at it, for you did look like the very
devil.”
«8o I should suppose. DBut, tell me, Charles, did you spend

19

the afterncon there ?—and if so, did you find out any thing that

Lucy said about me.+ I should like very much to know how she
felt and thought.” .

«Qh, no! I had sense enough to stay away. It was as much

as I could do to keep from p]a}mw the fool outright before the

whole family at dinner-time.” I felt as light in the lead as a bal-

loon, and could hardly retain decent control of myself. I don’t

think Jane suspected how bad it was with me. At least I hope

" she did not; though I do n’t suppose it would be any great mat-

ter. Her bmther Doctor Sandford, was as blue as indigo at

dmner-time, and lay drunk in his office most of the afternoon,”
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¢ Irideed ! T am sorry to hear that I am afraid the Doctor
Ioves a glass almost too well.”

“ The same might be said of you, were people to Judge of you
By yesterday’s- ach1evements.” . )

“I'don’t know that I am paltlcu]arly fond of a glass, or that I
am in very great danger of becoming a drunkard. But I know
that.a very little gets into my head, and malkes it spin like a top '
T'am almost tempted to swear off from ever touching a glasg of
brandy again as Iong as I hve To go and join your temperance

“Dol Ha ! ha! That would be capital !

“You need n't langh. Tam serious. What good I should”
like to know, is thele in pouring brandy down one’s throat by
the half pint, until he scarcely knows whether he is standing on
his head, or his heels? Precious little ; in my oplmon I Itisall
very well to make of Christmas a festive occasion ; but why it is

' necessary to take three or four glasses of egg-nog before break-

fast is more than I can undeistand A man must have more
than ordinary strength of head to s’qand it. T don’t so much
wonder that I got drunk, as I do that I was fool enough to drink
as. freely as I d:d of old Mr. Sandford’s egg-nog.. . It was deli-

~¢ious, and temptmcr to the palate, I must own. But a single

glass on an empty stomach was enongh ; particularly, as I had ‘
already drank three or four times,” ) '
“ Nonsense, Harry! Do n’t take the matter so much to heart.

1t will all e forgotten in a week, or, only remembered as a good

joke. You need n’t trouble Vomself' about Lucy. When you

next meet her, you will find her as bright as a May mor ning.”

¢ QOthers may forget it, buat I cannot, o the young man 1ep11ed

'serlously “] feel that I have degr: ddt,d myself, aud cannot feel

in any other way. If X bhad enly kept away from Mr. Sandford's,
I would not care so much; but to know that I mortified Lucy

before a large company, is something that I cannot get over, I

shall feel ashamed to see her.,”

« ¥ou need not, take my word for it. She understands these
things well enough ; and has already, I have no doubt, had more
tllan one hearty lautrh with her sisters about the ludicrous appear-
ance you made nhen }ou came into the room and tosk your place
at the table.” :

“It is 't very agreeable to know that youare an obJect of ud- -
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icule to any ; and it i3 especially disagreeable to feel that the one
you love has cause to laugh at you, and moreover, does do so.
This view of the case, I can assure you, is not at all consolatory.
It does not make me the less conscious that I have played the fool,
and that is no very pleasant reflection to me.”

“I never cry over spilled milk,” replied Graham, gaily.
“ What is, is, and you can’t make any thing better of it. You
were drunk yesterday, and Lucy saw you drunk, and, no doubt,
has laughed heartily since a dozen times, at the ﬁorure you cut.
All that is done, and can’t now be helped; so don’t brood over

 it, but go out again with a brave face, as if nothing had happened.
If people look queer at you,~—even if Lucy’s eyes are somewhat
out of the right line of aspect when you meet, and have rather a
doubtful expression, don’t appear to notice it. Be as self-
possessed, as free and easy as ever, and ‘all will be forgotten in five
minutes. I ’ve been through this mill more than once, and know
precisely how to act.”

* Your advice is all very good, no doubt,” said Watson, ¢ for
those who can profit by it, which is more than I can do. 1 feel
as if I could creep through an anger lole, and shall feel smaller
even than that when I step over the threshold of Mr. Sandford’s
door. Confound the egg-nog, hot-stuff, and brandy punches! I
wish they had all been—in the middle of the Red Sea before I
tasted them.”

“ Softly, softly, my gentle friend! Do n’t, as I have already
said to you, abuse good liquors ; abuse yourself for having abused
these good gifts and creature coniforts, if you must indalge in this
way, the pressing necessity for which, however, I cannot very
clear]y see,”’

1 have abused myself, and I will do it over again, if that will
be any satisfaction to you.”

“Oh no, pray de n’t abuse yourself for my sake; only let
good liquor alone. But cheer up, miy boy! Christmas comes
only once in the year, and we can afford to get drunk then.
Nobody thinks anything of it. You are not a solitary. case # can
assure you, I am certain I did not see a dozen sober men alk
day. There was not one at Mr. Sandford’s dinner party, except
himself and the ladies, who could have walked a chalk line if
they were to be hung for it. I am sure I could not.”

% That is some consolation, at least, But Luey’s taking it so
to heart is what troubles me most.” :
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“Don’t fret yourself about that. I ’lI be surety that her
heart is not broken, by a great deal.”

“Why do you say 50?7 ’ ' v

“* A woman’s feelings lie close to the surface. Because you
happen to see tea1s streaming from her eyes one hour, it doesn’t
prove that she will not be laurrhmc fit to crack her sules in the
next. Come, dress yourself, a.nd walk forth like a ‘man,-and
treat everybody that falls in your way as if nothing had happen-
ed. Call in and see Lucy when you feel inclined, and be as free
and easy asever. -You will find all as usnal, take my word for
it EH

Watson tried to believe that it was as his gay young friend
had said, although he had many misgivings. He did not venture
to-call at Mr. Sandf‘md’s for nearly a week. Several times dur-
ing that period he had dressed himself in the evening with the
intention of going there, but his heart failed him. At last, from
feeling that his remaining longer away would cause his contmued
absence to be rematked upon and make matters worse, he ven-
tured to call in. He fdund Lucy alone in the parlor. She re-
ceived him with her usual cheerful frankness; but appeared to
him to be more thoughtful than formerly, and less inclined to en-
ter into free conversation. ~ As the evening progressed, she be-
came sober and reserved, and seemed under eons1derab]e restraint,
The effect of this was to dampen his feelings, and produce silence
and reserve in turn. When he left the house, Watson found
himself in a very unhappy state. The manner of Lucy was en-
tirely changed ; and there was no doubt in his mind of the cause.

Bitterly did he curse the cup of confusion that had been the
cause of so great an evil as had been produced, and earnest were
the resolutmns be made never- again to-taste anything that had
the power to rob him of the high crlfts of reason.

“ All is forgiven and fmgotten ! ” sa:d Jane, coming into the
parlor, as soon as Watson had retired. ¢ Just as I expected I
knew you had n’t the resolution to give him the mitten.”

Lucy made no reply. Her heart was too fall. Bursting into
tears, she arose and left the room. _ :

Two days after this visit, Watson received a letter. Its con-
tents ran thus.

“DEAR Sir.~—-After .mémy painful efforts, I at last have found -

~
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the power to compose my thoughts sufficiently to write to you,
and ask a release of the contract entered into by us something
like a year ago. Since our engagement, I have come inte nearer
contact with you, and observed you more closely. Had I known
all that has since come under my observation, I would not have
thonght it right to enter into a marriage covenant with you ;—

this being so, is it right to consummate our engagement ; 1 think
not; and therefore beg of you to release me. This is no basty
conclusion. Had not a repugnance to a marriage with you ex-
isted, it would have taken place months ago. Recent circum-
stances have decided me to take the step I now do. Permit me
to say, that the repugnance of which I speak has no reference to

your honor and integrity as a man. No one would repel quicker -

and more indignantly than I would any imputation upon either.
More than this I cannot say ; unless it be, that in- determining
upon the course which I have taken, T have made no light sacri-
fice of feeling; I oﬁght also to say, that no preference for any
other has influenced me. I never expect to marry. I-have
loved you with truth and fervor,—I still love you,—and where
your image has rested on my heart, none other can ever impress
jtself. j
: ' “ Yours, etc.,

“ Lucy Sawprorp.”

The first impulse of Watson’s mind, after reading this letter,
was one of angry indignation. He threw it from him, and
walked the floor of his room for some time with hasty steps.

¢« Talk of loving me?”’ he muttered. * No woman who had
ever loved a man could write him such a letter !

The mist that had arisen and obscared his perception at first,
gradually became dissipated. His mind became calmer and
cleaver. In this state he took the letter of Lucy and read it over
again. As at first, ii produced agitation, but not so violent,
Some portions of it seemed exceedingly cold and heartless ; while
in other parts he thought he could see the marks of deep feeling
and tenderness, He read it again, with his mind fixed upon the
different times which he bad appeared in Lucy’s presence par-
tially intoxicated, and his indignation gladua]ly gave place to a
different emotion.

“It was a hard letter to write,” he murpaured to himself,—
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¢ 7 do not know that she could have written it differently. = Ah,
me. We are both-in false positions, and both unhappy. 8o .
much for a man putting a devil in his mouth to steal away his
senses and make hini play the fool even in the presence of his
mistress. She engaged herself to a man who possessed his right

~ reason ¥ if he did not choose to keep that high endowment invio-

late, who can blame her for breaking the engagement. Certainly -
will not I. No,—Lucy Sandford! thangh I love you as few
men have loved or can love, yet you shall be free. T have proved
myself unworthy of your hand

In this state of feeling he sat down and wrote and despatched

‘the followmg hurried reply.

“T have your letl-er.- Its contents have stunned and bewil-
dered me. You ask to be free. I cannot blame you. You are

free,—-and mav God bless you and make you happier than is, or - . -

ever can be
¢ Yours, etc.,
¢« HeNrY. WaTsox.”

This reply touched the heart of Lucy, and caused more than
an incipient regret for what she had dome. It caused her to ask
herself the always perplexing question :

- % Was I right or wrong?”

A cquestion to which she could not now find a satlsfactbry
answer.

When the tourse pursued by Lucy came to the knowledge of
her father, he was very angry and reproached her bitterly. She

‘received his reproof in meek silence. To her mother, she opened

all her heart, and wept - passionately upon her bosom. Jane
blamed her severely, and Mary was silent, but more tender in
her bearing towards her sister than usual.

Mrs. Sandf'ord neither in words nor in her heart censured hex
danghter. The incidents of Christmas day, and the conversatioi
that had passed with Mr. Jewett, had set her to thinking more
seriously than usual upon the dangers likely to be in attendance
upon a too free use of intoxicating drinks. IHer son William,
was so much affected Ly what he had been drinking, that his con-
duct at the dinner table on Christmas day had made her almost
feel ashamed of him. His failure to come home to tea, and his
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absence all night had produced a lively feeling of uneasiness.
He was still away at the breakfast hour the next morning, and
did not make his appearance until dinner time. Then his face
and eyes were swollen, and his whole aspect that of a man who
had been on a frolic for a week. His mother’s heart bounded
with a painful throb, when her eyes rested upon him, and for the
first time the idea crossed her mind, with a thrill of alarm, that
her son was in danger of becoming that despised, degraded, dis-
gusting thing—a drunkard ] This fear was hinted to her hasband,
but he half laughed at and half blamed her for indulging in such
idle fears.. But they were not idle. Her son was in imminent
danger. _

This being the case with Mrs. Sandford, she was prepared to
understand Luey’s feelings, and to sympathise with her, truly.

% You don’t think I have acted wrong, mother, doyou?”" she
said, looking into her face with tearful eyes, after she had told her
all she had felt and thought for many months past.

“T shounld not like to say that you have acted wrong, Lucy,”
replied Mrs. Sandford. ¢ But, I think you have acted rather
hastily. Why did you not seek counsel at least of me.”

T did speak to you, freely, mother. T showed you, then, my
feelings.”

“I know you did. But, before the final act of rejection, your
mother’s advice might have-helped you.”

“1 doubt not but it would,” replied Lucy, leaning her head
upon the shoulder of her mother, and pressing her hand between
her own. “And yet, I do not know, but that it is much better
that I should take the whole respons1b1hty of the act, as T have
done. No one but myself could understand, in all its bearings,
my position ; and no advice could have been given e, without
bewildering my mind.” ,

“1 will not say you are wrong, my child,” returned Mrs.
Sandford, “in what you have- done. A decidedly wrong action
is'done with wrong intent ; and this is not the fact in your case.
You may have erred ; but I should not like to say that you have,
—time alone can demonistrate this, and time will demonstrate it.”

“1 will endeavor to await the result as calmly as possible,
At present, T feel that I um free to choose my own destiny in

life; and this is'something gained. I was not free before. My .

greatest gricl is the knowledge that Henry, as is plain from his

“Luey.
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letter, suffers deeply. I can bear my own burden, because it is
gelimposed. But it pains me to know that I have laid a burden

_ upon another that may not be so easily endured.”

«It is done, now, my child, and done for the best. Let us
wait for the developments of time. Your father is angry ; but
I will strive to appease him. He has a high regard for Mr.
Watson, arid thinks your treatment of him very bad. The ob-
jections'you urge, seém to him entirely frivolous.”

¢ But you-do not think them so, mother,” eagerly interrnpted

“ No, Lucy, I do not, » returned Mis. Sandf‘ord “ And,
moreover, you are to be the judge in a matter so vital to your-
self; and any one ‘who attempts to bias your clear Judgment, for-
cibly, would be wrong.’

T wish father could only see a little dlfferently from what he
does, said. Lucy ~ ¢ He can use brandy, and all kinds of intox-
lcatlng ]lquors, without being in danger; but it may not be so
with' i’many young men who come here, and who are always
asked by him to drink.”

¢“J am sure,” replied Mus. Sandford ¢ that it 45 not so with
“many. Lam very much afraid it is not so with William. .On
his account, 1 shall look f'or the commg of another Chmstmas
with dread.” _ '

« And 1" said Lucy, “am almost tempted to. wish that I
might never see the retwrn of another. It cannot bring to me
anything but painful recollectlons. _

¢ I trust it will not be so,” replied the mother' ¢ The next
returi may be a happier one than either you or I anticipate.”

« Heaven grant that it may,” was the maiden’s fervent re-

‘sponse.

:

THE SECOND CHRISTMAS.
WINE/EGG-NOG.

W W}Io s going to the temperance meeting  to-morrow
night?”” said Edward Pryor one evening, about six months after
the 1nc1dents already related had t1anspued He was at the
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house of Mr. Sandford, and. spoke half jestingly and half in ear
nest. . Nearly all the members of the family were preseat.
“ Where is it to be held ?” asked Mrs. Sandford.

¢ Quver at the church. I am told there are to be several fine

addresses,” . N
“ By whom ?”

“ A celebrated lecturer from New York is to speak, I under-

stand,”

“ Are you going 7 asked Mary.

“Yes,” replied the young man, *provided I can get some
good company, “ Will you go?”

“Yes.”

“ And so will I, just for the furr of the thing,” said Jane.

“Youd better all stay at home,” said old Mr. Sandford.

¢ Come, father, you-shall go along,” responded Jane to this,
playfully. ¢TI know you will be dehcrhted ”

“No doubt I should be greatly amused,” returned Mr. Sand-
ford ; % and so would everybody else who saw me there. The
temperance folks would think themselves gettmg on swimmingly
if I were to appear among them.”

“ Come, do go, fathel, just for the fun of lt’ : rged Jane,
-coaxingly. ¢ We will all go.” '

“I°N tell you what,” returned Mz, Sandfbrd, laughing, “if -

you will make Charles go, I’Il be one of the company.”

¢ 'That ’s more than she can do,” said Edward Pryor. -

I am sure of that,” added Mzu V.

“ Tam not so sure, then,” veplied Jane. ¢ If father’s going
depends upon Charles, you will see him there.”

““ I doubt it,””" said one and anotjer."

“You may all doubt as much as you please, but you W1H see
Charles Graham there, no’cwmhstandmo

“In case you prove successful, we shall have quite a party
from here,” remarked Mrs. Sandford, “and T must own, that I
shall be pleased if you are. Luey, you have n’t sajd anyﬁhing
.yet ; will you go also ?” :

“Oh, yes,” returned Lucy, with a quiet smile, 1 will go

with pleasure. T have had a good deal of curiosity about these"
temperance meetmbs, and should be well pleased to have it grat- -

ified.”
“ Very well. Jane, you must do your best to induce Charles
to go.” ' '
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"% You need have no fears on that score, mother ; :Charles will
be there.” .

Do n’t you think you ecould persuade him to make a temper-
ance speech, or sing a temperance song?”’ said Mr. Sandford,

“laughingly. ¢ It would give a fine zest to the evening’s e,nter—_r

tainment.” -
"1 don’t know ; but there will be no harm iin askmg him.”

¢ Charles Graham make a temperance speech! Ha! ha!”
_broke in Edward Pryor, in a merry tone of voice. ¢ I should al<
"most as soon expect to see that, as to see Mr. Sandford himself on
the rostrum.”

%80 should I, Edward,” said M1 Sandf‘ord. « Charles is a
lad after my own heart, and not to be caught in any of your gull-
traps. But Hark '—There is the bell. I should n’t wonder if it
were Charles himself.”

On hearing this, Jane glided from the room, and went to the
door. It was Charles Graham as Mr. Sandf‘md had surmised.

¢ I thought it was you, Charles,” said Jane, catching hold of -
hls e\:tended hand with both of her own. _

# Did you?” he returned, snatching a kiss from the maiden’ 8
willing lips. P

“Yes, and I am glad you have come. I hz}ve a request to
make, which you must promise me you will grant.”

4 Well, name the request.”

“Oh, no! "I want the promise beforehand.”

« Indeed I' Suppose you were to ask me to cut off my head ?”
- % You would be Lound by your promise to do it, of course.
But there is-not much danger of that. Come, make me the pro-
mise before you go in. I want it on the spot.”

% Well, I promise.”

¢ That ’s-a dear, good soul! I knew yon would ”

"« Now what dreadful thing am I'todo?” :

¢ Nothing more than to go w1th me to the temperance meeting
to-morrow night.”

“ Jane!” ejaculated the young man in surprise.

“ Oh, you needn’t look so grave about it. You ‘have pru—
mised ; so now walk in.—Come I ” ‘

“ To the temperance meeting, Jane? You are certamly Jest-
:mg. Why do you want to go there ? ™

N onsense, Charles ! Do n't make so much of an ado about

»
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it. We gof father, out of a piece of fun, to say that he would go
if yon would, I enwaged to prevail on you to-consent, and Ihave

done it. We shall go in a strong party now, and perfectly astona.

ish the people. But come, we mustn’t be standing here.”
Young Graham and Jane then entered the pa1101s, the Jatter

erying out at the top of her voice, and laughing so that she could-

“hardly articulate—
“ I'told you I could get his consent! He says he will go.”
“I don’t believe it,” returned old Mr. Sandford. * Come,
Charles, my boy, speak out for yourself.”

“1t’s too true,” rephed the young man. ¢ But she cheated .

me by makmg me promise to grant a request before I knew what
it was.’

¢ The cunning jade! But that was hardly fair. You didn’t
promise with a full knowledge of what you were doing ?*

“ No, or I never would have done it.”

“ Then I think you had better re-consider the matter.”

“No—mno,” said Jane. “It is a promise, and I hold him to
it.”

“ And we hold you to your promise, father,” broke in Mary.

“Oh, dear! That’s the worst part of it. I think I must
beg off from its f'ulﬁlment ? _

“ No, no, no,” ran round the room, “ It is a hargain, and we
hold you to it. To-morrow night we are all to go to the temper-
ance meeting.”

“.And Charles is to deliver a temperance address,”” said Mary,
quietly.

“A what?””  And the young man started with surprise.

“ And sing a temperance song,” added Jane,

“J beheve I did n’t promise all that, thank fortune!?” said

"Graham
“1If you had, would you have done it?’” asked Lucy.

wi Nb"’

“ Not if you had promised me ?”” asked Jane.

“No, not if I had promised my great grandmother. A nan

is never under obligation to make a fool of himself, no matter

what he has promlsed ”

“ A temperance meeting !’ said Mr. Sandford, as zf thinking
aloud, after this lively chl’c-chat had begun to die away. “A
temperance meeting! Has it really come to that? How will
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T look and feel at temperance meeting? How shall T manage

to Leep from laughing out aloud ? Oh, deal:'1 “The thing is really
amusing.’

“Who knows but you wﬂI sign the pledge before you come
home ? ** remarked Charles Graham,

“1f I do you will, Charley.”

¢« No doubt of it. We will both sign tocrether, be 1t when it
will.” S -

“ As we shall all be treadm(r on danaerous ground to-morrow

" night,” returned Mr. Sandfmd « and as there is no telling but

that we may all be hoaxed into signing. the pledge, T thmk we
had better have a good look at our old friends, Brandy & Co.,
to-night ; so, if you will amuse yourselves, I will go and make a
good bowl of punch. The talk about temperance has made me
feel quite thirsty.” : '
“ And so it has me,” said Graham. ¢ A glass of your deli-

cious punch will be just the thing.”
~ When the punch came in, and was offered to young Pryor, he
asked to be excused from dunkmg, as he had recently signed the
pledge. _
- “The devil you have!” exclaimed old Mr. Sandford, thrown -

off of his gnard by this unexpected declaration. ¢ But you can<
not be in earnest, Bdward 7>
“It is true,” the )oung man replied, smlhnrr ina qmet unem-

"barrassed manner,

¢ Signed the temperance pledge ! " said the old gentleman,
Enitting his brows. ¢ What in the name of common sense made
you do- that? Were you afraid of becoming a sot 7

% No, I had no special fears on that head ? returned Pryor.
“ But I wished to quit the use of intoxicating drinks altogether,
and thought the best thing for me to do was to join a temperance
soc1ety 3 f'or then, when aslxed to drink, as I am almost every
day, 1. had only to answer that I had signed a pledge not to drink,
and the thing was settled without further debate. I would effec-
tually bar off all persuasion. And such, I find, has been the
case.’ ‘

“You’re a strange lad, ]]dwald ? said Mr, Sandford, in a

‘milder voice than he had at first spoken in. % But ye must

" gang y’r ain gait. It will all come out right in the end, no

doubt. I suppose the mext thing I shall hear, will be that Mary
has signed the pledge likewise.”

, ofy
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Both Edward and Mary smiled, but neither made ant answer. 7 -

Lucy and her mother also declined tasting the punch, somes
what to the annoyance of Mr. Sandford. But they urged the fact
that it made their heads ache, and nothing very partlcular was
said upon the subject. o

Charles Graham drank freely, and, as usual with hlm, ’becamm
quite merry,—merrier than seemed decorous to Mrs. Sandford,

whose prejudices against ‘the use of spirituous liquors were grow-
ing more and more decided every day, and whose observation of .

their effects became, in consequence, much closer. Before the
company separated, Graham sang, with much spirit and effect,
Moore’s drinking song, commencing—

% One bumper at parting,” &e.

Only one besides himself enjoyed this song, and that was Mr.
Sandford. Even Jane felt worried at seeing her lover drink so
freely, and show so plainly the effects of h;s deep potations. To
her, the song seemed ount of p]ace

On the next evening the same company re-assembled, but at a
much earlier hour, preparatory to going, as proposed, to the
temperance meeting.

“ We shall need to be well fortified,” sald Mr. Sandford, just
as they were about starting, going to the sideboard as he spoke,
“inorder to maintain our integrity to-night ; and I don’t know
how we can do this better than by taI\ch a glass of old Irish
whiskey. Come, Charles, 1 can depend on you in a_ strait of this
kind, I know. Fill up your glass.”

“You shan’t doit!” w lnspered Jane, whose hand was on the
arm of her lover, lolding tightly on to him as she spoke. “I am
not going into a chureh, to attend a temperance mesting, with you
by my side smelling as strong as a whiskey bottle.” ‘
© *¢ What i3 that the girl is saying? Why don’t you come up
and fill your glass?”’ said Mr. Sandford, looking carnestly at
Charles Graham.

¢ Excuse me, if you please, this evening, Mr. Sandford, and I
will make it up some other time,” replied Charles, ®Iam going
to a temperance meeting, and it is the opinion of those:wlo have
me in charge, that the smell of' whiskey would not be very agree-
able or quite in place there.’

“ Perhaps it woulcln t,”’ rephed the old rrentleman, pushmn'
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. aside the decanter he had offered to Grra‘}lam.' “If we go to .
. Rome, I suﬁposé we must do as the Romans.” :

The village ehurch at which the temperance meeting was to be
held, stood from the dwdlmn‘ ‘of Mr. Sandford, dlstant ‘about 2

: quarter of a mile. It was 2 beautiful moonhdht evening, and

the walk was enjoyed by the party. Lucy walked thh her
father and mother, and was the only one not inclined to converse

‘freely.  Six months had’ elapsed since her letter to Watson, by

which her engagement with him was broken off. During that
period:she had not once met with him, nor had she heard of him,
except casually, and involving no particulars regarding him what-
ever. He had left his boarding-house in the village, and lived .
now, altogether at his mill, a mlle distant from the residence of
Mr. Sandfo:d in rigid seclusion. His business went on as usual,
and his business intercourse remamed the same ; buf no one met .
him in the social circle, Sometimes Lucy half repented of what
she had done; but a calm review of the whole subject generally
restored lier self:approbation.  Still, she suffered greatly, for her
love for Watson had been no girlish passion. Deeply enshrined
in her heart lay his image, which neither change nor absence:
could efface. .One of the consequences of the estrangement
which had taken place, was a more subdued and quiet exterior
than she had previously possessed. This was; of course, only
the- effect of an internal change. There was now a constant’
pressure upon her spirits, by wh]ch the spontaneous upusmo" of
those innocent, every-day affections; which are continually com-
ing to the sulfa(:t_, an_d smiling as they meet the light, were.
checked and held in bondage. And beyond this, she had caunse
for serious disquietude. ~ The fact of her having been made to

_sacrifice so much, and suffer so much, in ¢onsequence of the one’

she loved having permitted himself to indulge too freely in the
pleasures of diinking, made her regard every one around her
who nsed intoxicating liquors with more attention than formerly.
Particularly was her observation directed towards lier brother
Williams, who she ‘grieved to see, showed more palpable evi-
dences every day of too great indulgence. ‘She noticed that he
drank, at"dinner-time, nearly double the guantity of brandy that
her fatlier did, and that he arose from the table with- every ap=
pearauce of buno' much under its mﬂuence Her fears remain-
ed her own. She particularly avoided even whispering them to
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her mother. But this reserve, on her party did not close Mrs,
- Sandford’s eyes. Her heart had already taken the alarm, and
she watched the gradual declension of her son from sobriety with

an anguish of spirit that she could with difficalty conceal. And

both she and Lucy had cause for all their foars. Doctor .Sand--

ford .was fast verging on towards that sad period, when the.
power of self-control is Tost, and the unhappy victim of a diseas-
ed appetite is borne on towards ruin with a fearfully acce]efating
motion.  Already had this hecome so apparent, that two or three
families, in which he had practiced since his graduation, declined
trusting their sick members in his hands. :
This was the aspect of affairs at the time of which we write,
To the casual observer, everything'looked peaceful as usnal ; but
to the eyes of those whom experience had given the power of
looking below the surface, a shadow from some approaching evil
was too plainly to be seen. ‘ :
When our party arrived at the village church, they found a

much greater and more respectable concourse of people than they .

had expeeted. It was with some difficulty that they could all
procure convenient seats in the vicinity of each other. Many
eyes were turned upon them, and sundry whispers passed from
pew to pew, communicating the intelligence that Mr. Sandford
and-all his family were there—a circumstance so unexpected as to
be a matter of wonder, The old gentleman perceived this and
it annoyved him considerably. He became quite uneasy, and
fidgetted a good deal. Charles Graham, at first, felt inclined to
laugly, but the number, character and demeanor of those present,
soon caused a graver mood to come over him. o

In about five minutes from the time our little party entered,
one of the ministers who preached in the village, came forward
upon the stand that had been erected upon the railings of the
alter or chancel, and upon which were a number of persons so
thickly seated as to coneceal ‘many at the back part of the stand
from view. He briefly - announced, in appropriate terms, the
object of the meeting, and then read a hymn, which was sung by
the choir. Prayer was next offered up, followed by an anthem.

After this came an eloquent and stirring address from a stranger.

He related many touching incidents in his own history, and con~
trasted vividly the condition of himself and family one year
before to what it then was. When he sat down, old Mr. Sand-
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ford wiped his eyes in order to see more clearly. After this
speaker a very common looking old man came forward upon the
stand, and after some hesitation and evident embarrassment
said,— o

“My friends, I am no speaker, but my heart burns so within
me when I see so many people together, that I must speak out, in
my rude way, something that I feel. I know there are a great
many here who laugh at temperance, and call all temperance
folks fools ;~—so did T, once, and I went on laughing until I made
a drunkard of not only myself, but my oldest boy ”—here the
man’s voice trembled, and he made a slight pause in order to
recover himself. “ My boy was as promising a lad as any in the
Place where we lived. I was very proud of him, and spent all T
could spare on his education. When he was twenty-one, he be-
came quite serious, and somebody persuaded him to join a Tem-
perance Society. I heard of it before he had put his name to the
paper, I told him that if he did make such a fool of himself, I
"would never have any thing more to do with him. Poor boy !
He would have jumped from a house top I believe, rather than
have displeased me then. Ah, me! T wish it were so now.
After my objection, he refused to sign the pledge.

“In our village there were two clisses of young men who
rarely associated much together. One set were rather wild and
frolicsome, and were never seen at church on Sundays ;—the
others were religiously disposed, and led orderly, moral lives.
Charles, my son, was more inclined to associate with the latter
than the former. These, after the temperance reformation hegan,
got up a Temperance Society, and it was then that I interposed
to prevent Charles joining in with them. The consequence was,
that he was not as much at home with them as before, and be-
came gradually estranged from them. As some kind of company
was necessary for him, his intimacy with the wilder class of young
men increased as it decreased with the other. He ‘ceased, after
a while, to attend church on Sundays, preferring to spend the day
in riding out with his thoughtless companion to a tavern about
three miles from the town, and there drinking and playing cards
sometimes until midnight. ' _

“ While my boy was walking so early and so swiftly along the
road to ruin, I was not doing much better ; only, I was older, and
had a cooler head, and did not run so wildly into excesses, as he

24
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did. Two years after I had interposed to prevent Charles from
joining a Temperance Society, he got married. This I hoped
would wean him from his gay associates, and wild habits ; and so
it did for a time. But, as he had always seen me drink, and had
been taught by me to drink once or twice every day, and as he had
got to be fond of liguor, he kept his side-board well supplied with
the best he could obtain, and used it freely. In abouta year after
his marriage, home pleasures became too tame for him. He went
more frequently to the tavern, and staid there longer than nsual.
I saw his danger, and attempted to talk with him about it, but he
became angry, and we had no intercourse with each other for more
than two years. o

“ But I will not' weary you by dwelling any longer, minutely,
on this sad history. Itis enough that both Charles and myself
went the dowiiward road, rapidly. Thank God! I was checked
i my fearful speed, ere I reached the pit of destruction. A fiiend
of humanity—a temperance man—grasped me by the hand and
saved me. Since then, I have labored hard for my poor boy, but
so far all has been unavailing. His almost broken hearted wife,
and his three worse than fatherless children, are now under my
protection, and dependent upon my toil, old man and worn with

years as I am, for food and raiment. Ah! my friends, rum-is a.

curse! Let me implore you, as one who has felt its poison-fire in
every vein ; as one whom it hath brought in old age a bitter por-
tion, to expel it from your dwellings. If you do not, take my
word for it, that, in the end, it will bite like a serpent and sting
like an adder.”

When the old man ceased speaking, a murmur of feeling ran
through the whole church, Almost every heart was touched, and
many eyes were wet with tears. Mr. Sandford had listened with
intense interest. In the speaker’s son, he could see his own boy,
William, and he saw as he had never before seen, that he was in
the most imminent danger. He could not repress a long, deep
sigh, when the address was closed, nor belp resolving to be more
careful in future how he encouraged young men to drink.

A temperance hymn was sung, and then there wasa pause, and

- all looked towards the stand for the next speaker. It was some
time before he arose. At length a fine looking young man, who
had been sitting far back, arose and advanced to the front of the
stage. Lucy’s heart gave a wild, tumultuous throb, and then
fluttered like a quivering leaf. It was Henry Watson!

WINE EGG-NOG. 28T

The young man, although unobserved -hlmse]f',.had I'loticed,
with surprise, the entrance of Mr. Sandford-and his family, and
since the opening of the meeting, had seen little else but the face
of Lucy. Six months had passed since his-eyes had looked. upon
her. To him she was much changed. Her cheek was thinner,
her eye sadder, and the expression of her face s_uf:)due-d and
tender. Her whole appearance had the effect to kindle into a

“brighter flame the still living fires of Tove that had ceased not to

burn in his heart. The consequences that had followed 'hi.s dissi-
pation on Christmas day, had been so disastrous, that, in the

-~ bitterness of present suffering, he had vowed .sol.emnly t]:nat he
. wonld never again place the cup of confusion to hislips. This vow

he kept. Some months afterwards he had been induced to bec?me
active in the temperance movement. On the present occasion,

" thiough earnest persuasion, he- had consented to become one of
‘the speakers. Deeply did he regret this, when he ohserved the

presence of Lucy and all the members of Mr. Sandford’s family.

"To stand up, and deliver a regular address on temperance, with

them as auditors, seemed to him, for a time, more than he could
possibly do. Buta consciousness of right inter'ltlorf and the good
to be done, gradually restored the balance of his mind, anq WI.Jen
it became his turn to stand forth, be did so without a quivering
nerve. ‘ : b o

The address delivered by Watson had been pareiju]ly pr@:pared,
and was given by him with fine effect. Somna: portions of it were:
deeply touching, and evidently alluded to hunsellfg. though deli-
cately and remotely ; and other portions were bn_lhant and pow-
erful. Mr. Sandford was entirely taken by surprise at the mode
in which Watson treated his subject. It was f:orcible and con-
clusive at every point.. He could not bring his mind to negate h-fs.
positions and reasoning, for his judgment approved, wh.lle hfs_
prejudices all opposed his affirmation of them.. He was in this
state of mind at the close of the meeting, when the pledge was
passed round for signatures, ' . -

“]’m going to sign it,” said Charles Graham, leaning .over,[
and whispering in the ear of Mr. Sandford. Confound. it aFll

obody can stand this.” ]
’ “ D}; as you please; I have nothing to say,” replied the old
gentleman, in a subdued voice.

& Will you sign?” asked Grabam.

¢ No,”” was the reply.



888 THE SECOND CHRISTMAS.

«¥ can’t help it—T must; for, if I keep on, I shall como ot
in the end like that old man’s son, and no mlstake. I sce it as
clear as daylight.”

¢ Sign it then, in the name of heaven ! returned Mr. Sand-
ford, “I wouIdn t say nay, for the world.”

By this time the pledge bad reached the place where they
were sitting, Graham promptly subseribed his name, and
handed the pledge to Mrs. Sandford, who placed her signature
toit. Luey did the same, and also Jane and Mary. Mr. Sand-
ford then took the paper and handed it back to the person whe
had brought it.

“ But you have n’t signed it,”” said the man.

¢ No, nor do I intend doing so0.”

¢ But, my dear sir—

Mr. Sandford waved his hand impatiently, saying, as he did
80—

“No more, if you please, sir. You have got all my family
that are here. - Be content with that. As for me, I act for my-
sef,”’ v

To have said anything farther by way of inducement would
have been inde ‘orous, and the man passed on to the next pew,
More than two_thirds of those present signed the pledge that

.night. It was what has been called the old pledge, and covered
only distilled liquors. Wine, cider and beer were not included
iu its proscriptions. ' :

After the conclusion of the meeting, the press of persons into

_ the aisle was so great, that Mr. Sandford and his family remained
~ standing in the pew, they occupied, until the crowd had become
" less, While still there, Watson, who was moving towards the
door, under the impression that Lucy had already retired with
her friends, found himself face to face with Mr. Sandford.

“ Why, Hairy, my boy! Tam right down glad to see you,”
said the old gentleman with animation, grasping the young man’s
hand. “ How have you been this ]ona time.” It is as much ag
one’s life is worth to get a sight of you.’

Watson had a rrood denl of selF—possessmn and presence of mind.
He would have caref'u]ly avoided the situation in which he found
himself placed ; but now that he was iri it, he made a strong
effort to appear as unconcerned as possible.  From Mr. Sand{ord,
he had next to speak to Mrs. Sandford, who stood by his side.
She seemed much pleased to see him and expressed her gratifica-
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tion at finding him so able an advocate of the good canse. Lucy
wag near her inother, and looked up into his face with a timid,
earnest expression. He offered his hand, murmiring in a low
voice as he did so, what was more than an idle compliment.

“J am glad to see you, Lucy.”

The m"uden s face bedame suffused and her eyes dim as ‘she,
took his offered hand, and felt its thrill once more in her. own.
There was a gentle reciprocal pressure, and then their hands un-

_clasped. Jane and Mary were spoken to in turn, and last he

grasped. the hand of Charles Graham, saying, with an ummated
smile, as he did so—

“ That was well done, my old friend! Baut it was more than
T expected of you.”

“ QOr I of myself, Hany But the- deed is done, and I caanot
say I am sorry for it.”

« And never will be, let me tell you.”

¢ No, I suppose not. But, Harry! How long is it since you
became a temperance lecturer ? *’ .

“ You have heard my maiden speech.”

“No?”

¢ Yes, I never made an address before.”

« How long since you gave up brandy punches, égg-nog, and
all those vanities and vexations of spirit.”

« Many months,” returned Watson in a low tone, but not so
low that it did not reach the attentive ear of Lucy.

-« Well, T must say, strange things happen in this world, and
the strangest of all is that I, Charles Graham, should become a
staid and sober member of a temperance society! But there is
no telling when a man is born, what he is going to come to before
he dies.” -

By this time the aisle was clear and the party had, one after
another, left the pew and were moving towards the door.” As if
.the Fates would have it so, spite of all his little efforts to avoid it,
Watson found himself at the side of Lucy nearly the whole way
down the aisle. He did not venture to address any conversation
to her, for he felt that he had no right to do so. At the door of
the church Mr. Sandford said to him—

“ Come and see us, Harry ! You need n’t be afraid of my egg-
nog, or whiskey punch, for after this it will be more than I dare
even to name the one or the other.”
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“ We shall be happy to see you, Mr. Watson,” added Mrs.
Sandferd. Lo
"The young man bowed low to the whole party and then retired
into the erowd withowt making any reply. _
The sober second thoughts of Mr, Sandford’s family, produced
«no regrets at what seemed a hasty decision and action. The old

gentleman ceased to rail at temperance, and was much moxe care-

ful about offering his fine old French brandy, and Monongahela
and Irish whiskeys to his visitors. A bottle of prime ale, or a
glass of choice wine was however; an excellent substitute, and
generally appeared to be relished as well as the other. |

The incidents of the temperance meeting, threw Lucy’s mind
allinto confusion. She had broken her engagement with Watson
solely on the ground of his too free indulgence in drink, and now,

all unexpectedly, he stood before her, as a brilliant advocate of . |

temperance, and she had heard enough of the brief conversation
that passed between him and Graham, to be satistied that he had
not tasted spirituouns liquors since the breach of her contract with
him. Her love for him had continued unabated, and now it
burned with an increasing fervor, What were his feelings to-
wards her, was now the serious and unanswerable question she
asked herself. That he was not indifferent to her, she had soffi-
cient intuition to perceive; but whether his pride had not been

too deeply wounded by her rejection to permit him to renew Tiis

suit, was, she could not help thinking, more than probable. : As

a woman, she could not recall her act, and it was very doubtful,

she {elt, whether he understood with sufficient clearness, her

motive for what she had done, to venture upon any advances

towards her, even if not prevented by pride.

This was Lucy’s state of ‘mind for some days after her attend- '

ance at the temperance meeting.. On the third:day she received

a note which put her mind at rest. It was from Watson, and ran
thus e

» *“ DEear Locv.—I enclose a letter which I received from you
s months ago.  Believing that the cause for the decision you
then came to no longer exists, I send back your letter. - If.-1 am
right, and your letter is not returned to me, I will seek to forget
ever having received it. Yours, as ever, ,
Hexay WATsoN.
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We need not say that Lucy destroyed the letter this note en-
olosed almost as soon as received. Three days afterwards,,.Wa.t-
son called to see her. She received him with eyes overflowing i
teé.rs, and with the wirmest demonstrations of tenderness.

From that time, Watson and Graham bécame two. of the warm-
est and: most prominent advocates of temperance i the netgh-
borhood. Fhey could not prevail upon old Mr. Sandford t‘o- sign
the pledge, nor to give up his daily glass of ‘bran.ldy at '_dmner;
but they could make him understand the danger of its use in young
men, and induce him not to make, as heretefore, the flec.anter of
brandy or whiskey the indispensable adjunct of hlospltahty. Ir
place of this, however, wine flowed freely ; and in the use of
this both Watson and-Graham indulged freely, w1th.0ut the first
suspicion that there might be danger here as well as in the use of

alcoholic drinks. N
Meanwhile, the case with Doctor Sandford became worse an

- ‘worse. He laughed at every argument used by his best friends

to induce him to give up drinking, conltended that it did him no
harth, and pointed trinmphantly to his f'a‘ther.as proof that a man
might drink brandy every day without b.emg in the d_anger he was
warned so eloquently to avoid. It was In vain that it was plainly
pointed out to him that he was frequently overcome by dm.lk, and -
that he was losing his position in society ; he.treated all Wltlw.. lev-
ity, and went on in his own way. At last, in the hope‘o_f .mﬁu;
encing his son, eld Mr. Sandford gave up the use of. spirituous
liquors entirely, and joined the village temperance soclt?ty.' But
it availed nothing, William laughed at his father as being in the
hands of keepers, and went on drinking as usual. .
Time wore on, and the next Christmas drew near. The
marriage of Watson and Lucy was fixed to take place in Febru-
ary ; and that of Grabham and Jane a month later. ‘
«T don’t know what you are going to do to-morrow, Mr.
Sandford,” said Graham to him, langhing, on Christmas eve.
& You will be lost without that bowl of egg—nog.” -
. «You don’t suppose that I am going to give my old friend
Christmas so shabby a welcome,” replied Mr. Sandford. Oh,
no. The bow! of egg-nog is indispensable.”
% You are not in earnest? . ‘ - :
« Clertainly I am. Who but a heathen would think of celebra-

: ting Christmas without egg-nog ? »
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% But you forget that you have signed the pledge.”

«“No I don’t. But I didn’t sign the pledge not to makes

bow! of egg-nog on.Christmas.”
« Although you did not to drink it.”
« Beg your pardon, I did no such thing.”
Graham looked serious.
“T am sure you cannot bein earnest,” he said, after a thought-
ful pause. '
“T am very sure I am then; and I am also sure that I shall
have the pleasure of #taking a glass with you.”
“(Oh, no; that you will not.”
“I know I will.”
¢« And Tknow you will not. I would as soon think of drinking
poison as violating my solemn pledge.” _
¢ Oh, that is another matter. I said nothing about viclating
your pledge.” ‘ C
¢ But how can I drink egg-nog without violating my pledge 7
“ Basily enough; and I will show you how to do it to-
morrow,” ,
« It will be a rara avis, then—egg-nog without brandy.”
‘“ Exactly ! That’s what it will be.”
“ Tasteless stuff ! ; ‘
Not by any means. Good Madeira or Sherry is very nearly.
equal to brandy.” :
“ Wine egg-nog ! Capital! Who but you would have thought
-of that? Hurrah, for Christmas! We shall give the old fellow
a Learty welcome still.” :
% That we will, as hearty as ever; and pledge him, as hereto«’
fore, in bumpers of delicious egg-nog.”
“ You shall bave the loudest kind of a salute to-morrow morn-
ing.” :
“ And you the best glass of egg-nog you ever drank., Come
along :—1 shall be ready for yon as usual.”
“T shall be there, depend upon it, with half a dozen as lively;
temperance boys as you could wish to ses.”.
¢ Very well ; the more the merrier.”
On the next morning by peep of dawn, Graham, with his tem-

perance boys, made the welkin ring with their Christmas guns,

Open flew Mr. Sandford’s hospitable doors as of old, and within
was found, temptingly displayed, the usual abundant supply of the
i . e@ T
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good things of the season. Mrs. Sandford was at the head of the
table, and her husband opposite, with his large punch bowl before
him, full to the brim. The girls stood by ready to proffer to all
who came the good cheer so freely provided. The first who
bounided in was Charles Graham, followed closely by Watson,
Pryor, James Sandford, and one or two others. .

« A merry Christmas !I—A - merry Christmas 1" rang through
the room, for some moments,—then followed greetings and smiles,
and all sorts of agreeable compliments. o

¢ Now for the egg-nog, my lads,” said Mr. Sandford, filling up
a row of glasses from his punch bowl with his silver ladle that was
produced just once a year to grace this festival. ¢ This is tem-
perance egg-nog, and worthy the name. Dripk! There is no
danger of your head and heels changing place after this. What
do you think of it, Charley ?” : ’

« Tirst ratel”” replied Graham, taking his glass from his lips
after having drank more than half of its contents. ¢ I callitan
improvement on what we had last Ghristmas—a decided improve-
ment in flavor, and superior in guality.” : ‘

« 8o I think,” said Mr. Sandford, I was afraid for a while,
that all our Christmas pleasures were to be sacrificed to this great
temperance idol, as T used to call it. ButI was in error, it seems.
We have all signed the pledge, yet here we are on this blessed
Christmas morning, as merry as ever, Can’t we have a song;, ag -
usual? I can see nothing to hinder. Charley, come; give us a
song.”’ ) -

The jyoung man sang, as requested, a song appropriate to the
occasion, and then all the glasses were filled again, and emptied

‘in a trice. o

Nearly an hour was spent in drinking, singing, and eating, and
then after accepting an invitation to dine, the gay company of
‘young men retired, feeling much merrier than when they came.
‘What was unusual on these occasions, the great punch bowl was
empty. Formerly, it had lasted through the morning.

« Not a glass full left, as T Hve!”" said Mrs. Sandford, leahing
over the table, and looking to the very bottom of the deep punch
bowl. T don’t see that the change from brandy to wine has at
all diminished their appetites.” o o

¢ Not in the least. Well, I like to see the lads enjoying them-
selves, particularly when there is no danger. They might drink
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a barrel full of this without it hurting them. If egg-nog goes at

this rate, I shall have to replenish the bowl at least half a dozen’

times before night.”

From Mr. Sandford §, Graham and his party returned to their
homes, feeling much lighter about the head than was exactly
comfortable.

“I should call the old gentleman 8 wine pretty strong,”
remarked Watson, as they walked away from Mr. Sandford’s.
“T feel confoundedly top-heavy.” . o
" ¢ How many glasses did you drink ? ” asked Graham. -

“ How many glasses ?» Humph! Something short of a
dozen.”

“ No wonder you are top-heavy.”

‘ But there did n’t seem to he much strengthin it. How could
there be, if there was only wine in it? I wonder if the old
gentleman has n’t been tricking us? T wonder if there wasn’t a
little brandy mixed with the wine ?

“Oh,no! THasn’t he signéd the pledcre 77

“ Yes 5 but I'can 't unde1stand how wine egg-nog could make
me nearly half drunk ?”

“ Think of the quantity.”

“ Quantity.? A man ought to be able to drink a gaﬂon of such
stuff and not feel it.”

It was true as Watson had intimated. The wine egg-nog had

gone into his head, and made it feel as heavy as if a ten-pound
weight-had been inside of it. He still resided at his mill, near]y
a mile distant, and .had ridden over before day-light to join the

party who were to give old Mr. Sandford the usual ‘morning

salute. Graham tried to persuade him to go home with him to
breakfast, but Watson declined. Ile went to the stable where he
had left his horse, and mounting the animal, started for the mill.
By this time, his condition had changed very considerably for the
worse, The large quantity of wine he had taken, upon an
empty stomach, had continued to go into his head, and the eggs,
sugar and milk, with which it had been compounded, nanseated
him soon after he began to feel the motion of the horse.

_ “That man is dlunk ” he heard some one say, as he rode
'+ 4long, endeavoring as best he could to keep a firm and upright
position 1}1 his sadclle

“A merry Christmas! Ha! ha!” greeted his ears, soon
after,
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“ There goes Harry Watson, the great temperance speaker, as
drunk as Bacchus! Iurrah for temperance ! "—was shouted
soon after, by some one whom he was too blind to see.

“Drunk ! ”—he muttered to himself, leaning forward and
grasping the saddle, in order to sustain himself—* Drunk—Ahic-
cup! No, I can’t be drunk—Ahiceup! What could make me—
hiccup ! drunk? 1’ve taken nothing but wine egg-nog.”

“Take care, man! You’ll tumble oﬁ',”—said a quick, ear-
nest volce, near him. 4

“ Shut your trap ?—will you‘? What would make me—~ic-

cup !—fall off 27 :
- “Rum,Is pose,” retorted the 1nd1v1dua1 who had given the
Warnmg

“ Rum, indeed!’) replied Watson, thickly, his head falling
over first on one side and then on the other side of his shoulder.
“ Humph !, I’m a temperance man ; hiceup! and don’t drink
ram.”’ .

“Ha! ha! That’s a good one! What did make you drunk,
then, my friend 7 .

“ T d’ no—Hiceup I

“ Was it cold water? Look ont, there! You’ll be off and
break your neck.”

“ Do n’t, kiccup! fatigue yourself, friend ! I can ride as safe-

- ly as you can. T can walk, kéccup! a chalk line. Get up,

Ned!”
And saying this, Watson applied his Whlp sharply to his

‘horse’s shoulders. The-animal made a spring, and he, to save

himself, bent forward, and grasped his arms tltrht]) around his

neck. This movement fretted the horse, who broke into a full

gallop, and swept off at a fearful speed, that increased every mo-
ment. Watson clung on for a few hundred yards, and was then
thrown off. He fell with such force upon the frozen ground as
to injure himself severely. He was taken up insensible, and -
much bruised, and, on examination, it was discovered that one of
his legs and several ribs were broken.

The family of Mr. Sandford were assembled at the breakfast-
table, chatting pleasantly, and all feeling as happy as they had
ever felt on a Christmas morning.

4T don’t see,” remarked MIS Sandford, ¢ that the banlsh-
ment of brandy and rum has taken anything from our pleasures
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this morning. I believe there was no one here that did not en«
joy himself as much as he ever did before, on a like occasion.”
“ Wine is a very good substitute,” returned Mr. Sandford,—

¢ and can be taken without danger by our young men, whose .

thoughtlessness and ardency of feeling are apt to make them use
spirituous liquors more freely than it is safe for them to do.”

William Sandford was present, and did not like the remark of
his father. He replied,— : :

“ A man can get drunk npon wine as well as upon brandy.”

«« He may, if he drink enongh, but the instances will be found
rare indeed of persons becoming intoxicated on wine.”

«I don’t know,” returned William. ¢ Your temperance
movement has taken us all by storm. Everybody is signing the
pledge. But I see as many at the tavern as ever. There is not
as mueh brandy and rum and gin taken as before, but wine and

- beer and cider flow like water.” g

¢ No doubt there are more fermented liquors drunk than for-
merly,” said Mr. Sandford. ¢ But you do not see one intoxicat-
ed and debased where you saw ten before.” '

«“ It is all very well to assume that, father; but I can tell you,
that T bave seen just as many young men drunk this morning as
I ever did on Christmas.” o

“You must be mistaken, William,” said Mrs, Sandford.

¢ Indeed, mother, I am not,” returned her son. I have
taken a single glass of egg-nog, made with brandy. Your egg-
nog, you say, was made with wine, I feel as sober as ever I did
in my life, and I will wager a dollar, that five.out of six who'
were here this morning, are more than two-thirds drunk.”

« William, that is not true,” said Lucy, looking at her brother
with a slight frown, and speaking in a half indighant tone.

Do n't be so certain of that Lu,” returned her brother, smil-
ing. “T saw even Harry Watson, not half an hour ago, so
drunk that he could hardly sit upon his horse.” -

¢ Tt is false ! indignantly replied Lucy.

« Do n’t et into a passion, sis,” quietly replied William. “Tt -
g P » 818,77 ¥ rep

won’t help the matter any. T shonld n’t wonder if Harry’s neck
were broken before this, for that horse he ridesis a skittish ani-
mal, and full of fire.” '

“ William, are you really serious ?”’ asked Mr. Sandford in a
grave tone.
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«7 certainly am, father. AsT came home from ‘my office, 1
met him riding along, so much intoxicated that his head was roll-
ing from side to side npon his shoulders, and the people in the
streets were laughing at him, and poipting him out as the dljunk-
en temperance apostle.” o

At this moment a man, who was an acquaintance of the fam-
ily, came in hurriedly, saying, in a loud, excited voice, as he en-

‘tered,—

« Mrs, Sandford! Poor Harry Watson has been thrown from
his horse and killed | Ts the doctor here? ” o

William sprupg from the table, exclaiming, ¢ Good Heavens!
Where is he 77 ’

« At Gardiner’s,” replied the man. |

The doctor rushed from the house. "A wild scream from Lucy
marked the effect of the dreadful intelligence upon ber.” She fell
back, insensible, into the arms of Jane, who sat by her side,
0Old Mr. Sandford followed his son quickly. When be arrived at
Gardiner’s tavern, he found a large crowd assembled there; be
forced his way into the bar-room, where Watson had been con~
veyed, and laid upon a table. Doctor Sandford’s lancet was

“already in his arm, and the blood flowing freely.

¢ Not dead, thank God!” cjaculated the old man, as soon as

e saw the stream of blood. _
% Qh, no ; he is not dead,” replied one or two who stood by,

e is only stunned.”

«His leg is broken,” remarked omne of the men who had
“helped to bring him in. _

<« Are you sure? asked the doctor.

« Too sure,” was the reply. '

A deep groan from the injured man, indicated tke return -
of sensation. His heart began to beat stronger and fuller—
the circle of life was resfored. Doctor Sandford closed up the
orifice his lancet had made, and bandaged the arm. He then
commenced a careful examination of the body to see what was
the extent of injury sustained. - It was too true as the man hafl
said. One of his legs was broken across the thigh. Af'.ter t‘n_m
had been properly set and bandaged, a farther examination dis-
covered three fractured ribs. These were treated with the re-
quired.skill, and one or two bad cuts dressed. The whole of this
work occupied- over an hour, by which time Watson was fully
conscious of his.unhappy condition. :
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¢ Let him now be removed to my house,” said Mr. Sandford.
“ Some of you make a litter, in which to convey him with as
little pain as possible.”

“Thank you, Mr. Sandford,” retumed ‘Watson, speaklng ina

low voice, whilé his brow was contracted with ppin. ¢ feel

deeply the kindness you propose ; but I cannot consent to be
taken to your house. Let me be removed to the mill, where all

necessary attendance can be procmed for me. It may be months

before I can go ont, and it would not be right for me to burden
your family for so ]unoF a time.”

% What say you, Doctor? * was Mr. Sandford’s reply to this,
turning to his son. “ Do you think He can be as well attended
at the mill as he can at my house 7?7’

“ No, certainly not. IHis leg is badly fractured, and he is hurt
in other ways seriously. There may also be internal injuries, not
now indicated in a way for me to detect them. Much will de-
- pend upon the treatment and attention he receives.”

# Then he must be taken fo my house. Let some one prepare

a litter immediately.”

“ No—mno—no! I positively object,” said Watson.

- % Doctor,” said Mr. Sandford, ¢ this man is sick, and under
your charge. Order him to be sent where you think he ought
‘to go. His life is in your hands. What you say will be strictly,
obeyed ”

William understood his father perf’ectly “ Let him be re-

moved to my father’s house,” he said. ¢ His life depends upon
his being carefully attended, and nowhere will it be more care-.
fully done than there.”

The earnest remonstrances of the young man were of no avail.
The litter was made, and he placed upon it, and conveyed to. the
dwelling of Mr, Sandford.

Lucy, who had fainted at the announcement that her Jover had
been thrown from his horse and killed, was borne up to her
chamber and laid upon her bed. Bathing her fuce in cold water,
and other means usually resorted to under similar circumstances,
had the effect to restore her to conciousness. By the time this
occurred, the family were in possession of more accurate informa-
tion on the subject of the accident, and Lucy, on the return of

reason, was met by assurances that Watson was still alive, but -

seriously injured. To her earnest inquiries as to the particulars
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of the accident, she received from her mother all the information
she had gained, which was aecurate. The cause was hot con-
cealed. He had drank so much of her father’s temperance egg-
nog, as to become very much intoxicated, and in this condition
had attempteg to ride home, and been thrown from his horse and
nearly killed.

Lucy’s mind was still in a state of painful confusion, when
word was sent home by Mr. Sandford, that Watson was to be
brought there for the purpose of receiving proper attendance
until he recovered from the injuries he had received. This
brought her mind to the immediate consideration of her.duty to

'herself and to Watson. Should all remain as before between

them, or did the fact. of his having become intoxicated again,
alter the relation that had for some time existed. She had not
been able to decide this question, when four men entered the
house, bearing upon a litter the body of him she had long loved
with tenderness and fervor. Time for farther reflection there
was none. Watson was before her, pale, helpless, and suffering
intensely, and all her woman’s heart burned within her in sym-
pathy for him. From that moment, she became his untiring at-
tendant. She was his companion when awake, and his watcher
when asleep. Of the cause of his sad situation, she would not,
permit herself to think—in fact, she dared not do it. A

“The evening that closed this day, was one of sober reflection
to Mr. Sandford. Several friends, young and old, called in, some
to inquire about and see Watson, and others to spend an hour in
a social way with either Mr. Sandford or some of his family.
On former oceasions like this, good cheer was always abundant ;
but now not even a bottle of wine was produced, much to the
surprise of every one. Mr. Sandford evidently strove to do
every thing in his power to entertain his friends, but all could see
that some pamf'ul process of thought was going on in his mind.
Long before ten o’clock, all ‘had retxred and left the family alone,
and they, soon after, sought each his or her own chamber, feeling
more oppressed and unhappy than they had felt for many
~months.

~ So much for wine egg-nog!
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GrEAT was the scandal to the Temperance cause that followed
the wine egg-nog substitute of Mr. Sandford. Watson was not
the only one who fell under its potent influences. Charles Gra-
ham, and James Sandford, who had never in his life before been:
intoxicated, besides nearly all the half dozen * temperance lads,”’
who saluted with the double-charged guns old Mr. Sandford and
liis family on Christmas morning, were seen staggering about the
village some time-during the day. Even the shock occasioned by
the accident to Watson was not sufficiently powerful to sober
them. ;

The enemies of temperance, in the neighborhood, urged on by’
the various tavern-keepers, walked forth boldly again, and even
went -so far as to form an-Anti-Temperance Society, and hold
public meetings at which humorous addresses were delivered, in
vidicule of the ¢ wine egg-nog boys,” who had disgraced them-
selves on Christmas-day, as well as the caunse they advocated.

All this was mortifying and painful to Mr. Sandford. He had
‘jdentified himself with the temperance movement, after a long
opposition, and in a few months afterwards he had been the means
of not only throwing discredit upon it, but of giving its enemies
a triumph and strength, Nor did the evil merely stop here. Seo
pointed and searching was the ridicule thrown upon all who ad-
vocated temperance- principles, that very many abandoned the
ground they had taken and joined in the spirited opposition that
was now in the ascendant. And if any 'one who remained firm
to his pledge and advocacy of temperance, presumed to open his
mouth, he was forced back into silence by the ery of—

« Oh! you are one of the wine egg-nog boys! Capital stuff
that, when one can afford it—Ha! Hal” ' \

Tt was of nouse to atternpt an argument against all this. Rid-

icule was too potent, and the grieved and mortified advocate had

to close his lips. He was for awhile powerless.

For some time the condition of Watson was a very precarious
one. Fever and inflammation of the injured parts, rendered his
case difficn't of management. ~ He suffered, too, great pain. For
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more than a week from the time of the accident, so great was the
nervous irritation and pain he experiehced, that he was unable to -
sleep, unless from the effects of powerful anodynes. What added
to' the difficulties of his case, was the mental disquiétude,'and
‘sense of shame under which he labored. DBodily anguish, severe
as it was, conld not overshadow these. . = | L

In about two weeks, all unfavorable symptoms, with £h% Httend-
ant suffering, had subsided, and' Watson was in a fair way to ro-
cover fapidly. The subsidence of pain naturally left his mind
clearer and more tranquil. From the time he was brought into
the house, Lucy had been his faithful nurse and constant.compan-
ion. Thus far no allusion whatever had been made by either to
the cause of the accident. It was a subject- both felt willing to
avoid. Now, however, Watson began to feel that it was his duty

. to say something that would lead Lucy to express her real senti-

ments. If she wished again to be free from her engagement, he
felt that she ought to be free. The serious, almost sad expression
her face constantly wore, naturally led his mind to the inferefico
that she did not wish to fulfil her contract with him. '
¢ Lucy,” he said to her, one day when they were alone, “ as '
all danger is now past, and I am recovering rapidly, I wish to be
removed from here to the mill. I can be well attended there,
and it is mot right for me either to burden your family or your-
self any longer. For your kindness, under the painful cireum-
stances that Have befallen me, I shall never cease to be deeply.
grateful.” ' : : -

The voice of Watsdn trembled, notwithstanding he strove hard
to be firm. Luey’s eyes filled with tears. ' She att'empted‘. to "
reply, but her lips quivered so much that her words were inarticu- .
lats. There was a deep pause for some moments. Then Lucy
said, in a low voice, while her eyes rested upon the floor,—

T will mention what you say to father; but I am sure he -
will not consent to your leaving here until yoﬁ are entirely

‘restored to health.” . '

This reply confirmed the doubts and fears of Watson. Both
the manner and words of Lucy satisfied his mind, that she desired

.the relation that existed between them to be changed. That the

fact of ‘his having becoming intosicated again, made her doubt

“ his power to control himself permanently.

¢ If she think and feel thus,” he said to-himself, sadlj, “ ghe
.25 ' : , o

v
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ghall be free as ever. But such thoughts and feelings wrong me.
I was led into over-indulgence innocently. IFrom her own hands
1 received more than one of the glasses that wrought my over-
throw. 1 dreamed not of danger. But, come W}.lat .Wlﬂ', my
future life shall never be stained by a f'olly,hke thl’s. ‘A wise
man foreseeth the evil, and hideth himgelf.”’ . d
As soon as she could speak with her father, Lucy mentione \
to him the wish expressed.by Watson: .
¢ Are you weary with attending him 27 asked Mr. ’S‘:andf'md.
1 trast I shall never grow weary in well-doing,” was the
évasive reply. . o
¢ trust not, my daughter. But, seriously, is it your ’\:nsh
that Henry be gt:atiﬁe_d in his desire to be taken to his mill ?
1 do not think it possible for him to have as good attendance
there as here.”
« Nor I, Luey.”

A silence followed. - _
“You seem embarrassed about this matter,” Mr. Sandford

\ L 70

said, after a few moments. ¢ Why is it, Lucy .
" The tears filled into Lucy’s eyes, and one or two bright drops
| glistenéd on her eye-lashes. Her lips quivered. But she made

no reply.

“JIs it your wish that he should go there?” Mr. Sandford

asked. ‘ .

b4 L
« T do not think it would be right to remove him at present, ‘

she said, with some effort. .,
« Then you would not have him removed?
¢ Certainly not.” ‘ ,
“ ((})f eourZe, then, he will remain where he is,” returned the
father, * and you can say so to him from me.” .,
T wish you would say it to him yoursel, father.
«1 will. But Lucy, why do you feel so embarrassed about

this matter? ” o )
¢ can hardly tell, father; but my mind is very much op-

pressed.” -
“ Have yougguiversed with youx mother ?
«“ No.” s
“ Would it not be well for you to do so?
Lucy did not reply. ‘ e
Mr.ySandf'ord went to the room where Watson lay, and after

chatting with him for a short time, said-—

”»

‘usually ‘sad.
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% Lucy has mentioned that you wished to be removed to your
mill.”? ' . o o
“Yes,” replied the young man. “I am now suffering but

~ lttle pain, and am out-of all danger. I can-receive at the mill

all the attention I need, and do not; therefore, think it right for
me to remain here-any longer. For the kindness of yourself and
family, I shall never cease to be deeply grateful,” :

- “And to me, especially,” said Mr. Sandford, gravely, ¢ for
having beeri the cause of the dreadful accident, from the conse-
quences of which you are still suffering severely,” '

“ You, sir!” ejaculated Watson, in surprise.

“Yes, to me, Henry. .I caused you'to drink more than you
were able to bear. I 'mixed a delicious and tempting beverage,
and induced you, all unconscious of danger, to drink until reason
was dethroned. Had you been aware of the strength of what
you were drinking, would you have gone so far 7 ”° o

- %No,” was the emphatic answer. “ I would have cut off m:
right hand first.” ' .

“So I believe. On my head, therefore, rests all thg blame,
and from me and my family must you receive all the attentions
you require, until you are fully recovered. It is your right and
our duty.” ' S ‘ A

“1I canmot, I must not, T will not claim such a right,” return-
ed the young man with energy. T ought to have known whal
I was doing. That I did not, is no fault of yours.”

“We may differ on that head,” returned Mr. Sandford.
“ At any rate, you are under our care, and here you must remain
until we think it'safe for youto be removed.” :

A deep sigh, or rather groan, was the only reply made by the
young man to this. He felt helpless, and miserable.- o
After Lucy had spoken with her father, she went up into her
mother’s chamber. Mrs. Sandford was there, and noticed, as
her daughter entered, that her countenance was more than
“ Why do you look so troubled, Luéy ?”’ asked Mrs. Sand-

ford. _ = :

Lucy sat down by her mother’s side, and leaning her head
apon her shoulder, gave way to a passionate fit of weeping,
After her feelings had calmed down, her mother said,—

“ There is a cause for this, my daughter, Will you tell me
why you are so deeply moved ? '
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Lucy’s tears flowed again, freely. In a little while she was
able to control Lierself when she said,— .

« Can you wonder, mother, that 1 do not feel happy ? You

" remember the trials and sufferings of last year ;—how shall I bear
their repetition. I feel that 1 cannot.” :

« Why need they be repeated, Luey?” ,

- «Like causes, produce like results. The same reason for
breaking my ‘engagement with Henry Watson last year, is in full '
force now.” : .
"« Luey ! you cannot be in earnest 77 S

«] am sadly in earnest, mother. Has he not fallen from the
high and honorable position he occupied, and fallen lower than he
was before 7 What hope is there for the future?  What security
for her who should be so mad as to become his wife? ”’

« He bas fallen, it is true, Lucy, but under circumstances of
very strong temptation.” B ‘ .

¢ Such circumstances may exist again. If there was nothing
in him to be tempted, no mraster how strong the allurements
might be, he would be safe.” .

But consider, Lmcy ; Mr. Watson is not the only one whe
was overtaken and overthrown. Charles Graham, and J ames,
and nearly every one who visited onr house on Cbristmas morn-
ing, were nearly if not quite as much intoxicated as he.”

¢ T do not see how that alters his case, mother.”

i Tt shows that very peculiar circumstances existed,—such as

are never likely to exist again.”
_ ¢ (hristmas comes once a year? ”
“« Well??” : ‘
& And once a year father will have his' bowl of egg-nog, and

urge upon every one to drink. I do not see that the substitute of

wine for brandy, has improved its qualityatall, or rendered it-less

-an intoxicating drink.” _ :
« Nor I, Lucy. But I have the best of reasons for believing

that your fears in regard to next Christmas are groundless.”

« How so?” _
« There will be no more egg-nog in this house.”

« Not wine egg-nog?”

o

«No, your father declares, that in this house, from this time-

forth; nothing that in small or large quantities can intoxicate shall
. - . ' -~
ever be uséd with his consent.”” :

"+ pleasure. s
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¢ Thank God, for that I’ exclaimed Lucy,earnestly. ¢ Thén, :

there is hope!” . The tears fell from her eyes like rain.’

“Yes, my child, there is hope for all, now,” returned Mrs
Sandford.  “ Hope even for William, T trust., He always ridi: '
culed the idea of giving up brandy and spirit for wine and beer;
and predicted just what has happened. ~One day I spoke light} :
of the total abstinence system, when he replied. ¢ lecma}
laugh as much as you please, mbther, at this tetotalism, but dejz
p.end upon it, it is the only true system of temperance. ’Precious
little' good will be done by giving up a glass of brandy and taking
three or four of wine in its place.” And- Willilam was right
Y.oui' father is an independent, decided, energetic man, an(T ir;
giving up the use of all intosicating liquors himself, will not be
satisfied to sit down inactive, caring for no one beyond his own
immediate circle. Through him, the caunse of temperance in our
village has suffered igjury and disgrace ; depend upon it, he will
never rest until that injury is repaired and that disgi‘ace r:amoved.'
Henry, I am persuaded, will go- with bim hand in hand ; he has

talents, and is, as yon know; quite a brilliant speaker. With the

perseverance, age, and influence of the one, and the talents and

“address of ‘the other, I hope for great results.” You have my

views of this matter now, Lucy, and T trust that you will think"
well before you take any rash step.” .

The words of her'mother filled Lucy with surprise, hope and

“ Do you, indeed, anticipate all this ? ** she said earnestly.

“Yes, all, my danghter. Your father, you well know, to be
earnest and thorough going in all he does. The consequences
that have followed the wine egg-nog drinking of Christmas morn-
ing, have deeply mortified and pained him. He blames himself -
severely as the camse of all the disgrace that has been heaped
upon the temperance cause, and vows that he will repair all the
injury it has sustained through him. TUpen Henry, he calculates
much ; and ag soon as he is able to bear it, inténds having some..
serious conversation with him on the subject of the ent?re Te~

‘organization of the society here upon the plan of total absti-

nence.” ‘ .
Lucy heard all this with delight. She saw that the aﬁticipa—‘

-tions of her mother were well founded, and that she had no cause
- for the painful ansieties and internal shrinkings that she had ex-

perienced.
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‘When she again met ‘Watson, there was so0 marked a change
in her feelings that he immediately perceived it, much to_his
relief of mind. Since the moment he had been brought into the
house, after the distressing accident from which he was suffering
had occurred, up to the present time, Lucy had-not, in any con-
versation she had held with Mr. Watson, alluded, even remotely,
to the cause of that accident. On this subject, she had felt too
deeply to trust herself to speak. This silence on the part of
~ TLucy was an indication to Watson that the fact of his having
drank too freely was to her a source of deep regret, if not of .
estrangement from him.
but natural for him to conclude that such wonld be the case. It
was on this ground that he objected so strongly to being taken to
the house of Mr. Sandford at the time his injuries were received,
and it was for the same reason that he proposed the earliest pos-
sible removal from his house. The cold manner in which Lucy
had received the intimation he gave of a wish to leave the house
confirmed all the woust fears he had entertained.

The brief conversation that had taken place between Mr.
Sandford and Watson, when it was recalled by the young mal,
gave his mind some velief. Mr. dandford had taken a right
view of the matter. FHe was not altogether to blame for the con-
dition he had been im. If Luey only understood this,”, be
could not help saying to himself, ©she must feel differengly from

what she does.”

When Lucy came into his room sometime afterwards, he felt

that she must anderstand his real posiﬁon Ietter than she did be-
fore, or else why was she so changed 2. Why was her counge-
nance more cheerful than it had yet been? and why was ber
voice move tender when she addressed him? In this he was
right. T he conversation she had beld with her mother changed
both her views and feelings. She saw that Watson was less to-
‘be censured than she had supposed, and that if her father’s in-
. tentions were such as her mother had said, there was little fear
of his not having sufficient jnfluence over her lover to induce
lim to second his efforts with bis whole heart. Once engaged in

earrying out in society the principles of total abstinence, and he

was safe. v

A day ortwo afterwards, while sitting by Watsdn, Lucy said,

smiling—

And from previous experience, it was~

ey R
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« Did you know father had come out a tetotaller ?

«No—Ts it true 77 replied Watson, quickly.

« Y‘es: so mother tells me. Nobody in the house has drank:
anything stronger than tea or coffee since Christmas morning 4

t Indeed ! ejaculated the young man in surprise. ]

¢ Tt is wonderful, but not the less true. Father ‘intends, Be
fore long, to make a bold effort towards the formation of a ;oci~
ety on the principles of total abstinence from everything that in-
zz);ll;::;is:. - He says it is the only kind of society that is wo.r'th a

% And your father is right,” said Watson.

¢ Do you think so? > asked Luey.-

. L I. dc{, Kcertainly. Wine will intoxicate as well as brandy—;
:fntoxaca'ttmn is intemperance. A society that tolerates the drink-
ing of intoxieating liquors, should be called by some other name
than a Temperance Society.” " —_—

I agree with you perfectly in that,” returned Lucy.

. “ As soon as _I am able to get out,” said Watson, 1 will join
m'heart and hand, with your father, in what he prb]ﬁoses and I
think we may count on Charles Graham and Pryor besid;s half
a dozen others I could name.” e :

But it was much longer before he was able to be about again
than be or bis friends had hoped. The fractare of his thigh had
bee_:n a compound ove, and the healthy formation of bon?a and’
union of the small portions that could be brought into c0:1ta.c-:t
progressed very slowly. His marriage with chy was to havv;
taken place in February, but the long anticipated day found him
unable to bear his weight upon the njured limb, and the time
was pos.tponécl indefinitely. No such unfortupate result attended
the arrwa.l of Jane’s wedding day, which came shortly after.
H.er marriage with Graham was celebrated at the appoint;d time
W}th festivities and rejoicings, but therc was neither brandy -no;
wine at-the feast. It was a “ cold water wedding,” and ocea-
sioned all sorts of remarks throughout the villacre., Dr. Sand-
ford was a good deal annoyed at first by this cultraism of his
father, as he styled it, but he was so often called apon to defend
the act, although he did not approve of it fully, and in doing so
fqupd 50 many good argaments in favor of the cause he espoused
that he began to see pretty much as his father did, although not’:
prepared t()) renounce either wine or brandy, which he cb:tinued

)
s

{
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to indulge in with increasing freedom. More rapidly than s
ugual for young men occupying his position, and with Dis force
of mind and intelligence, did Doctor Sandford progress in his

 downward careei.  The remdnstrances and arguments of his

" father availed not, nor did the tears and entreaties of his mother?

efféct any good. < He ceemed deaf alike to the one and the other.
TIn a few short months he became so Jost to all sensefof decency
and self respect, as to spend two-thirds of his time in the ba'.r
room, talking politics and drinking to the neglect and loss of his
practice. - . :

Tt was three months before Watson was well enough to go out.
Long before this, in frequent conference with M. Sandf?rd, the
plan of a total abstinence society had been digested, which was
to be announced as soon as the young man was able to unite with
Mr. Sandford in vigorously urging it upon the public attention.
Graham, and a few others were likewise familiar with the matter,
and ready to co-operate heartily. Before, however, this matter

was brought forward, another © cold water wedding ” took place

at the house of Mr., Sandford. Lucy was led, a willing bride, to

the altar, This wedding produced less sensation than the pre-

" yious one; but people wondered what had come over.the family.
¢ They were always a little queer,” said one.

« And always ready to run into extremes,” remarked
another. : -
« A year ago, and nothing. but the best of brandy would suit
Mr. Sandford’s notions,” replied the first speaker. ¢ He scouted
&t temperance societies as’ the most nonsensical things in the
world, and pursued a course calenlated to ruin one-half the
youhg men in the county. Then he gives up brandy, and turns
to using wine, and forcing it upon others with such intemperate
froedom, as to make one-half the members of the temperance
“society drunk, and injure the cause they had been advocating,
“terribly. And now, nothing but cold water will do1 X wonder
~what crotehet will take possession of his brain next 2 .
«Dear knows! He is a strange man, make the best of him.
It’s a pity he can’t reform his son, the Doctor. That young
man is going to ruin as fast.as brandy can carry him. T used to
employ him, but I would n’t let him doctor my dog now.”
" « Nor Y, Heis drunk more than half his time.” E
«Jt is very well,” remarked the other, with a slight sneer,
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#¢ for the old gentleman, after ruining his son, and dear knows how
‘many more, by encouraging them to dvink; and ridiculing and ..-
“opposing all temperance reforms, to use nothing but cold water. ‘
Yt woild have done some good if he had tried this years ago. | It
is rather too late now.” - - o
Comments such as these were plentifully made. " They did not
yeach the ears of Mr. Sandford, but it-would have mattered little
if they had. . He would have been totally indifferent to them, so
far as actions were concerned: . . -
As soon as all was prepared a meeting was announced, the object

. of which was declared to be the formation of a temperance society

on the total abstinence plan. This_produced a strong sensation,
both among the brandy'and wine drinking portions of the commu-~
nity. The former could now see no particular objection to tem-
perance societies as at first institated, but the new movement was
the wildest piece of ultraism ever heard of. The tavern keepers

-were ‘particularly active in their efforts to throw ridicule upon

the thing. The opposition of the beer, wine and cider drinkers
was also strong. : : . .-
& You will ruin the whole thing,” said one of them to Mr.

_ Bandford, * if you attempt tetotalism in this place. - The people

will not stand it. Do you think I am going to drink nothing but
spring water ? : . o

£
«If you think wine more healthy than water, friend Long, use

"it. ' But if water, as a beverage, is really better than wine, I -

would advise you to let the latter alome, asl do,” replied Mr.
Sandford. o o '

« Both are good enough in their place.” :

« I will readily admit that. Butl am sure the regular use of

“any thing that stimulates the system, that quiclkens the pulsation -

of the heart, must be injurious. And moreover, I am well con-
vinced, that all efforts to effect the permanent reformation of
drankards upon any -other principle than the total abandonment
of fermented as well as distilled liquors, will be found unavailing.
The desire for stimulating drinks will}.tempt the man who has
abandéned ardent spirits, to -1.1se wine, or beer, or cider, so freely
as-to produce intoxication, or a state s6 near to it, that his moral
sense will be destroyed, and he unable to resist the burning thirst
felt under such’ circamstances for rum or brandy.”

¢ You think so ?.” -
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¢ ] am sure of it.”

¢ All a mere assumption,- Mr. Sandford, that facts will not bear

out.” .

¢ The time will come, Mr. Long, when you will see this matter
differently.” . o

«Possibly. But T doubt it. Of one thing, however, I am

very sure, and that is, that you will do more harm than good if

you attempt to form a total abstinence society at this time,”

“Why?” , ~

« Every body is up in arms against it.”

« Tavern keepers and all, T suppose.”

“Every temperance man I have seen, says it will ruin the
catise,—that the thing is ridiculous and preposterous.”

« There never was any trne reform that did not meet with the
same kind of opposition from men who professed to believe the
principles upon which it was founded. Temperance men !
Why, no man deserves the name who pours wine and beer down
his throat by the gallon, in place of brandy by the pint. Where
is the great difference, pray? I confess myself unable to see it.”

¢« Well, you ean do'as you please, Mr. Sandford ; but 1 warn
you in advance, that you will ruin the cause of temperance in
this village if you keep on.” -

Such were the views held by four-fifths of the temperance
men, S0 called ; and they opposed the new movement with vigor-
~ ous efforts.  To most of them, the giving up of ardent gpirits

had heen no great sacrifice, while the whole catalogne of wines
and othar fermented liquors were left them to select from,.and
dvink without stint or license. But to give up all was a very
gerious matter, and not to be thought of for a moment.
 When the meeting took place, the church where it was held
was crowded. Mr. Sandford stated the object for which they

had assembled, and showed, briefly, the grounds upon which he

and others based their advocacy of entire abstinence from intoxi-

cating drinks as the only sure measnre of reformation. This.

statement was followed by a strong address from Watson in favor
of total abstinence principles, and then all persons, favorable to
~ the new movement were invited to come forward and sign. a
pledge which was - read aloud. : .
To the surprise of most persons present, about twenty réspond-
ed to this call, and subscribed the pledge. A soclety was then
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organized - with Mr. Graham as president. When the ‘meeting .
broke up, the opponents of total abstinence were fewer but much
more violent than before.

This took place many years before the Washingtonian move-
ment, and was one of the instances'in which the true light broke
in here and there as a precursor of the advancing day. As may
well be supposed, the fears of the old temperance folks and the
predictions of the tavern keepers and their fifends, were not real-
ized. The good cause prospered well ; and the new society
gained strength and numbers every day. o

" The success of the cause in which he had embarked, would
have made old Mr. Sandford happy, had there not been one sad
drawback to even peace of mind.” His son William was sinking
with inconceivable rapidity into the conditionof an ‘abandoned.
sot. - A fow months had wrought in him a great change. His
practice was entirely neglected, and nearly all his time spent in
lounging about taverns, or sporting and carousing with young
meri who had no more respect for themselves than he now seemed
to have. Remonstrance was entirely vain, He heard all that
his father said in dogged silence, or answered him in anger. The
last time he had ventured ‘to say any thing to him, William
retorted bitterly, and said— _ .

“If I am & common durnkard as you call me, whose fault is
it, ha? Who taught me to drink? Who put the tempting
devil to my lips? Ha! Answer me that. I am degraded and
disgraced, I know,—but who is to blame ? 7 : '

Mr. Sandford heard this scathing rebuke, and his head sunk
upon his bosom, his thin gray hairs falling over his brow and

- partly shadowing his face, in which grief and shame had visibly .

impressed themselves. He made no reply, but sat in the po-
sition the words of his son had caused him to assume, speech~
less. ,

William Jooked at his father for some moments, in sorrow for

" his hastily spoken words. .But he had uttered the truth, and it

was now too late to recall what he had said. Then arising, he
left the room, and, retiring from the house, weént direct to his
office. The image of his father, in spite of every effort to dispel
it, remained pictured in his mind with painful distinctness. o

T was wrong, very wrong,” he ourmured, sadly to himself;
“but why didn’t he let me alone? Why does he keep at me
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all the time? It is no use. I am doomed to die 2 drunkard,
and he might let me run my course in peace.” ‘ ‘

His own,_admission, uttered aloud—an admission that his case
was hopeless—startled William, and sent a thrill throughout his
mbral being. ' ‘_

« Die a drunkard ? 77 he could not help saying,'while a shudder
passed over him. " William Sandford die a drankard! No—no.
Why need that be? I must hold up a little. T must be more
moderate. I must abate a few glasses a day. Andl will do it.
I will take one glass less to-day, and two to-morrow, and three

the next day, and so on, until T get to be quite temperate. Yes,

that will do. I will let it be seen that I can reform myself with-
out their temperance societies. 1 ’m sorry for what I said to the
old man ; but it can’t be helped now. Why didn’t he let me
alone? I guess I shan’t be troubled much more. Let me see,
—how many glasses did I take yesterday ? One, two, three,
four, five, six, seveu, eight, and two bottles of wine. I’ll

drink but seven glasses to-day. I’ve had five already; so I

must take only two more. A bottle of wine and segars after
dinner, and a bottle of wine and segars at night before I go to
bed, will come in at their right places. . When shall [ take the
two glasses? Now is as good a time as any other for one of
them. It’s more than an hour since I drank.” ‘

On arriving ab tlis conclusion, Doctor Sandford took up his
hat and left bis office with the intention of going to a bar-room
near by and getting a glass of brandy and water. On his way
thither he fell in with two or three of his young companions, who
went with him to get a drink. Each took a glass of brandy and
water, and then sat down to read the newspapers, or chat about
matters and things peculiarly interesting to themselves. In about
twenty minutes, one of the company threw down the newspaper
he was reading, and rising up, gaid— .

« Clome, boys ; Tom, hete, makes glorious juleps. I have n't
had a julep to-day. Tom, juleps for four.”

No objection was, of course, made. .

%1 can take one more glass,” thought Dr. Sandford, as he

straightened himself up, preparatory to imbibing his julep—

% that will make sevens’
As he said this to himself, he could not help thinking that it
would be a good while before he could take another glass. It

-was then nearly cne o’clock.

e
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While sipping the julép, and enjoying its peculiar flivor, Sand-
ford recollected that he had made no allowance for brandy and

water at dinmer time, a thing absolutely indispensable. This

troubled his mind for a moment or two; but he settled the matter
by coming to.a sudden resolution to defer the diminishing system
until the next morning, when he could begin fair, and leave room
for all the contingencies that might occur during the day. He
felt a sensation of relief immediately. Ife breathed more freely.
There was a sense of liberty. ’
After taking the julep that the bar keeper had prepared with a
gkill peculiarly his own, our young men left the tavern and took
a short stroll, which brought them to another drinking house,
which was famons for ¢ sherry cobblers.” Sandford proposed a
drink, to which the rest assented. The ¢ cobblers” were pro-
nounced ¢ first rate,” and a second round called for. After this
the young men separated and Sandford went home ‘to dinner.
Nine glasses since morning bad not left his mind in a very lucid
condition ; still, he could remember with some distinctness the
unpleasant words that had passed between himself and his father,. -
and felt some reluctance, on that account, to meeting him. -
When he came in, his father looked him calmly in the face, and
spoke to him pleasantly. He saw that his son had been drinking
as usual, and evidently, with more freedom, and he was pained as
he ever was at such evidences of his speedy ruin. '
When they all had ‘assembled at the dinner table, William no-
ticed that the bottle of brandy which he had always required to-

be set on for him, was not in its usual place, and turning to the

gervant who waited on the table, he rebuked him in a severe tone

' for the omission. The servant did not reply, but looked towards

Mr. Sandford. The old man turned his eyes upon his son, and
regarded him for a moment steadily but mournfully,—
« William,” he said,—*T have placed a tempting devil to your

.lipsf'or the last time. From this hour, henceforth and forever, no

one can drink any thing in my house, or at my table that intoxi-

cates.” ' . .

The young man pushed back his chair instantly and rising from

the table, left the room. His mother was about following him,

but a look from her husband restrained her. L _
No remark was made by any one, on the occurrence, but all felt

troubled, and no one eat with appetite. The meal was concluded

in silence.
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Angry dnd indignant as Doctor Sandford was when he left the
table, and confused as his perceptions were from the effects of
nine glasses-before dinner, he was yet sane enough to be conscious
that his father was Tight to act as he had done, especially after
what he had said to him in the morning. He went from the
dining room into the parlor, and sat there for about five minutes
veflecting, as clearly as his half-drunken condition would permit,
upon the state of affairs. A crisis had arived—that was plain.
How was he to meet it? That was not so readily determined. -

Unable to come to any conclusion, he left the house, Kefore any
of the family had risen from the dinper table, and went to his
office. To make up for the lost meal, he drank two ‘bottles of
wine instead of one, and smoked with corresponding freedom.
The consequence may be readily inferred. He became thoroughly
intoxicated, and was found towards evening, by some friend who
happened - to ‘step in, lying under the office table, asleep. An
attempt to arouse him.showed his trne condition. He was “dead
drank.” The friend was humane enough to lift him from the
floor and lay him upon a cushioned settee, that the office con-

tained. His humanity went no further. He left him where he .

1aid him, and did net go near him again. - .

Tt was midnight when Doctor Sandford awoke from the deep
sleep into which he had fallen. ~All was dark and cold around
him. He lay for some time endeavoring to collect his thoughts,
before he fully comprehended where he was.’ A groan marked

the moment when his mind became clear, for then he had an .

acute perception of the height flom which he had fallen, and the
deep pit of disgrace and degradation in which he lay. When he
attempted to rise, a severe pain commenced throbbing in his tem~
ples, causing him to throw himself back upon the settee where he
was lying, with another groan, that mental rather than bodily
anguish occasioned. The position resumed, did not cause the
‘pain that had been awakened to subside. It continued to throb
on with increasing violencé. '

For many hours before the day broke did Dr. Sandford thus

lay, in darkness, cold and pain, a prey to shame and self-reproaches.

When the morning at last dawned, he arose and left his office— -

for what? To geta glass of brandy ! He felt wretched in body
and mind, 4nd could think of no quicker remedy than spirits and
water. In fact, he believed it to be absolutely necessary for him.

]
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After swallowing a glass of brandy at the nearest tavern he re--

“turned to his office, feeling much better. The pain in his head

had nearly subsided, his nervous system was firmer, and his mind
clearer,—still he felt uncomfortable enough. - .

4« 8o much for my first attempt at reform,” he said to himself,
hitterly. ¢ But shall I give np? No, I can and will regulate
myself. 1 have been drinking too freely for my good. I will
taper off graduaily, and let it alone altogether, perhaps. T be-
Tieve it would be much better for me to do so. To-day, I will
drink but seven glasses and two bottles of wine. On that'T am

" resolved.”

Instead of gbing to his father’s house at breakfast time, Doctor
Sandford went and engaged boarding at a hotel. He did not
really blame his father for what he had done, but his pride was
wounded by the occurrence of the preceding day ;—and pride ,
viewed the act of withdrawing the brandy bottle as an insult.

After breakfast a second glass of liquor was taken.and counted

two. Before he could get back to his office, some companion of

the class “ hale fellow, well met,” got hold of him and would
hear to no objection against a cobbler.” This made three be-
fore ten o’clock in the morning; : c ;

« T shall take but one glass more until dinner time,” He said to
himself as he turned from the bar-room. But he was mistaken.

Full seven glasses, the proposed complement for the day, were

disposed of before he sat down to dine. : :

« What am I to do?* he asked himself, as he took his place at
the table. I must have my brandy and water, and yet I have
had seven glasses already. Confound Tom, Dick, and Harry for
asking me to drink!” Seven glasses had not left the mind of
Doctor Sandford very clear, nor his resolution very strong. “ Oh
well | never mind,” he continued, <« needn’t begin until to-
morrow. A day is of mo consegmence. Waiter 1"’ he said
aloud,  bring me some brandy.” . ‘

The brandy was brought, and’ the resolution for that day
broken. It is not a matter of much wonder, that night found the
Doctor pretty'much it the same condition that he was in on the
previous evening. S :

To Mrs. Sandford, the fact that William lad left the house in
anger, was a solirce of deep griéf, that his remaining away made

deeper and more poignant. Mr. Sandford had conferred with her
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about removing the brandy from the dinner-table, and the act was
done with her approval and consent. She did not suppose, how-
ever, that the effect produced would be:so serious.  William, she
doubted not, would be angry, but she had not supposed, for a mo-
ment, that he weuld Jeave the house and remain away, His

doing so, and the fact of his going to a tavern to board, when she

heard of that, caused the feeble hope of reform that she had, as a

- mother, fondly cherished, to sink low, and almost expire in her
bosom. Days and weeks passed, and he came not to see her, nor
did she hear from him, except casually, and then the intelligence
was painful, instead of consoling. e was still walking the path
of ruin with rapid strides. ' '

As for the young man, all his efforts to lead a sober life, By
daily lessening the quantity of liquor he drank, proved of no
avail. For nearly a month he made every recurring day the be-
ginning of a period of reform, and fixed upon it a limit as to’ the
number of glasses he would drink ; but not once during the time
did he fail to go beyond the Limit. There was always the occur-
rence of some particalar circumstances that made the breaking of
his resolution for the day mecessary, and night generally found
him two thirds, if not fully intoxicated. o

One day, it was nearly two months from the time. 012 his leav-
ing, in anger, his father’s house, he entered his office on returning,

ot from seeing a patient, but from the tavern, and found his

mother sitting there and waiting for him. He had not seen her,
face since he turned from the bouse in anger, but he had often
thought of her. ' ‘ "

¢ Motheri” he said, advancing quickly, and grasping her
hand., « How do you do? Iam glad to see you 17

« William, my son, why have you not called to see me?”” she
said, looking him earpestly in the face. ¢ I have done you no
wrong.”
" feNo, mother, you have not. But—"

" He hesitated. _

« Nor has any one at home done you wrong. Do you think
s0?” . :
.--‘-.“‘-_I_'——-I——ye—-yes," he stammered out.

3

74 No, William, if you' reflect calmly, you raust acknowledge

that no one in your father’s house has ever acted towards you ex=
cept with kindness. ’ :
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« T hink father acted harshly towards me,” said William.
. % Anger may think so, but reason must come to a different
- conclusion. What your father did, T approved ; and if my own -

‘feelings and wishes had been consalted, it would have been done
long before. It was wrong in us to place brandy upon our fable
for any one to drink, from the moment we became satisfied that
its habitual use was a practice fraught - with great danger,—and

. doubly wrong to place it before our sou, already nearly overmas-

tered by its potent, soul-destroying influences. Let your reason
speak, and answer me, William, if what I say is not true?”

" The mother spoke with earnestness and much-feeling. Her
voice was tremulous, and tears were in her eyes. . ;

""" Reason did speak, and it could do no less than approve what the
mother said. But pride was strong, and opposed all confession of
error. . The young man was silent, his eyes cast upon the floor.

Mrs. Sandford waited for some time, in ‘order to let her son’s -
mind.act upon what she had said. As he made no reply, but con-
finued to sit with his eyes cast down, she resumed and said,'— .
e William, T wish you to go home with me. - Itis now our reg-

_ ular hour for dining, and T wish to see you in yourplace at the -
o . table. Tt has been vacant, day after day, for two months ; but I

B S can bear itno longer. + Come, my sonl? o :

L ¢ Not to-day, mother,” _1-ep1iéd the young man, sensibly dis-

A ‘turbed by the.invitation to return home. ' '

"« Why not to-day ? You cannot, you must not remain awa,j_
. from us altogether ! Then, why not return to day, William 7
o« I—-I—1 am to meet some friends at dinner;”” ‘was answered,
.after some: hesitation, and in stich a manner as to'lead Mrs. Sand-
: ford to doubt ifs be_i_rfgihe‘ truth. ) i L
r‘: ‘ ¢ Better friends await you in your father’s house,” was ' her -
B _prompt-reply. - ¢ Coine, then. - The way is plain before you—
N will yon not walk in it ? You left us in causeless anger, and have
-.IiEll'SB(I,Vit seems, that anger ever since. You would not come
o near us.  You thought not,—moh ! let me not say, cared not—for ;
F the grief your mother’s heart would feel. But, regardless of all
; .this, your mother gé‘mes to you, and asks you to return again and
fill your-Jong vacant place. Let her not ask in vain.”.
“As she said this, Mrs. Sandford arose, adding, as she did so,—
« Come, William, you must go with me.” - -
& To-morrow I will do so, mother.” .
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' Why not to-day ?” ‘
«T can’t, indeed ! Give me until to-morrow.”
« Now is the best time,” urged Mrs. Sandford. :
Still the young man persisted in putting off until the next day
his return home. .
«J am to expect you to-MOITOW, then ? " said the mother, at
length turning reluctantly to go. . ' :
«Yes, T will certainly dine with you to-morrow 1

In sadness and oppression of feeling did Mrs. Sandford leave
her son’s office, and turn her slow steps hom_eward. William had

¢hanged much since she last saw him, and :chianged for the worse,
~ both in face and general appearance. She felt almost hopeless
- of his being saved from ruin, so rapid; it was evident, was his-
" downward tendency. As soon.as his mother left his office the
young man shook his head and said,— ' '
& No—no—not to-day. Ihave been drinking too much., But
_ to-morrow I will.go,-and go cober. I will limit myself to three
glasses before dinner, and nothing shall tempt me to touch more.
I shall bave to do without my brandy and water, I suppose, but
no matter, I can do without it.” . .
_ Angxiously did Mrs. Sandford _?look for the coming of dinner-
time on the next day—hope and. fear in alternate possession of
her mind. The hour at lenigth arrived, but William did not come.
The family waited for 1alf an hour, but he was still absent, when
they at last touk their places at the table.  Mrs. Sandford was a
strong-mindéd woman, and she “bore, with but little exhibition
of whit she. suffered, this severe disappointment., When she
.- retired, at the conclusion of the meal, she went up into ler
* *chiamber, and closing the door, locked it after ler, and sunk down,
‘ weeping, upon her knees. She remained in this position for a
long time. When she arose, her face wis calmer, and her tears
dried up. She left her room and went about her ordinary duties,
aud no one conld perceive that she had “but lately been in a pas-
sion of grief. ‘ g
‘i As for Doctor Sandford, it was as might be supposed. His effort
to “regulate” himself was altogesher useles® ~The first glass he
drank in the morning took awdy its proper proportion of selfs
control. I,,__.'_I_E‘I-iér,s'e‘(:mnd was like unto the first ; and his third glass,

which s to'be the forenocon limit, only paved the way fora.

fourth, “_fhicli was taken in place of the brandy and water that

" uphappy and a'cumberer of the ground.’
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was to be'o_mitted‘ at dinner time, After that, the '_teir‘:'ptations
to drink came rushing on him like a flood. By twe o’clock he -
was asleep in one of the taverns to which he resorted, with his
head upon the reading table, too much intoxicated to have walked
without staggering, had he been awake, A friedd found him in
this condition, and had him taken to the ‘hotel at which he
boarded and put to bed, where he lay gutil the next morning.
On awaking from this besotted condition, it took Sandford
sometime to bring up from his memory’s-dim repository all the
facts of the preceding day. When his recollection .did become
clear, he suffered more real angtish of spirits than he had, per-
haps, ever known. The visit of his mother had affected him

" much more than she had supposed, and he was earnest in the

matter of rejoining his family at dinner time on the succeeding
day. That day had passed, and his promise had not been ful-
filled.

« Miserable, degraded wretch that I am!” he said, and
groaned in anguish of spirit as he threw himself back upon his
pillow, from which he hud raised himself while seeking to remem-
ber the events of the precéding day.. - N L

«T would not have broken my word to her for the world,” he

_added, sorrowfully. = Ab, me | how low I have fallen! Would

4o heaven I had never known the taste of liquor! DBut for this
aceursed infatuation, I might now be happy and useful as I am
¥ LI ' .

As he said this, he raised his hand to the bell rope that hung '
over his bed, for the purpose of ordering a glass of brandy to
steady his nerves and allay the dreadful cravings of his stomach
for something stimulating. It was an involuntary. act; done
without the consciousness that he was excerating at the moment
the cup he was about to pus to is lips. But the thought of what
he was doing, came before the bell was rung, and bis arm fell
beside him as he exclaimed,— '

“ Madman t —No! Touch not!— faste not 1 — liandle not!
Here anchor your barque, well nigh dashed to picces on the
breakers, or ydﬁia% lost!” ) C : '

He theit sunk -down lower upon his pillow—in fact, buried up
Lis face in it, feeling as powerless as an infant—and there he lay
and wept the first tears that had warmed his cheek since he had

' called himself a man. To this state succeeded one of calmness,

)
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refiection, hope, and resolations more firmly based than any he.

had yet made. " - o ‘

« Tt must come to that,” he murmured half aloud—alluding to-
total abstinence from all intoxicating drinks. ¢ There is, for me,
no other way of sifety. And it shall come to that. Solemnly

do I vow, in this hour of bitterness and grief of soul, never again: |
to let one drop of wine or spirit to pass my lips. Itis said, and

my vow shall be kept.”

The repentant young man now arose, and with trembling hands
dressed and prepated himself for breakfast. He found his nerves
in a dreadfully shattered condition ; far more so than he had
dreamed, for a glass of brandy takei every morning immediately
on rising, had given them an artificial steadiness and concealed:
their real state. .

On descending to the bar-room to wait for breakfast, the first
salutation he met was,

¢ (ood morning, Doctor ! Come, what will you take?”

This was from a friend who boarded at the same house.

¢« A cup of strong coffee as soon as T can get it,” replied Sand-
ford. « Nothing else.”” - . :

¢« Why, what’s the matter ? Are you sick ?

“Yes.”

« Where are you sick 77 _

¢ Here and here.” And he laid his hand first on his heart and
then on his head. ' '

« Do you think coffee will do you more good than a glass of

brandy?”
4 Yes,—or, at least it will do me less harm.”

4 OL1”  And with this ejaculation, and 2 peculiar expression:

of face, the friend turned from him, and walking to the bar, or- .

“dered his morning glass.

Doctor Sandford continued to feel very wretched. A _sensa-'

tion -of sinking at the stomach and faintness was particularly dis-
tressing. It seemed to him as i the breakfast bell never would
ring; but at last he heard the welcome sound. :
A cup of coffee helped him even fnore thin he had expected.
~ His nerves became steadier and he eat lightly and with as good,
3if not a better appetite than usual. o :
‘On leaving the breakfast table, and passing through the bar-
room, he was again asked to drink, but he gave a simple nega-
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five, and left the house. Ho went direct to his office, with' the.

interition of not leaving it that day, except to go to his meals.
Mrs. Sandford had cansed particular enquiries to be made ahout
William, and learned, much to her grief, that at the time she
‘was expecting him to dinner, he was so much intoxicated as to
be insensible. . She was sitting alone with her husband about ten
o'clock on the succeeding day, in earnest conversation. The
subject of that conversation was their infatuated son. - .
& We must do something to induce him to come home,” the
mother said. Removed, as le is now, from all restraint, such
as an association with Tis family canniot fail to bring, he is sinkiﬁg
with fearful rapidity. If he can be held up at all—if he can be
reclaimed—it must be.by home influences. These, and these
alone, will have sufficient power.” ' SR
Mr. Sandford made no reply. He felt deeply the force of
what had been said, but he did not see how William was to be
brought home. He had gone away in anger at an act which
could mot be recalled.  While he sat in silence and anxious
theught, the door of the room in which they sat was quietly

~ opened, and the object of their solicitude entered.

« William !” ejaculated the mother. She could say no more, -
but trembled from head to foot. S
«T am glad to see you once more, my son,” said Mr. Sand-
ford, with dignified kindness, advancing towards the young man
and giving him his hand. ¢ As ever, you are welcome home.”
" The manner of this reception, different from what he had ex-

. pected from his father, touched William’s feelings. He took the

offered hand, and, as he did so, said in a tremulous voice— :

« Forgive my ingratitude and unjust anger ! You were right
and T was wrong.” : -

¢ Say no more, my sop. It is enough. You have my free
forgiveness, To err is human. Your. absence has madé ug all
unhappy ;—may your retarn bring back to us the sunshine’ that
has for awhile been withdrawn from our dwelling,” :

@ God grant that it may,” responded the young man, fer-

vently. . .

The mother stood in tears and bewildered. She saw that her

-gon was sober, and that there was a great change in him.

« Pather,” said William, after a pause. *1 have this: day
corze to a full stop in my insane career, From this day, hence-

BN
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forth and forever, I cut myself loose from the accursed evil of
drinking. Had I done it long ago, I would have saved health,
bappiness and +rorldly prosperity, which are all shipwrecked—or
nearly so.” '

¢t is pever too late, my son,” said Mr. Sandford, his whole
manner changing, and a glad smile lighting up his face—** never
too late. If you stand where you say you do, all-is safe,—
health, happiness, and worldly prosperity are still yours. The
fotare is yet bright with hope. The past may he forgotten.
But are you prepared not only to renounce all that intoxicates,
but to unite yourself with those of ns who have put our hands
to the good work of reform ? 7’ 4

¢ Yes, and at once,” was the prompt reply. I need all the
aid of assoeiation, pledges, and activity to sustain me amid temp-
tation, and 1 will seek this aid gladly. If you have the pledge
of your society here, I will immediately subscribe my name to
it.,, .
Mr. Sandford turned to bis secretary, and taking therefrom the
pledg'e, laid it upon a table before his son, who signed it eagerly.

i All is bright now!” said the old man, with emotion.
« The clouds have opened themselves, and the bright sunshine
bas again visited our dwelling.”

The tears stole out from his eyes, and moved slowly over his
. time-worn cheeks. The mother was already weeping, and Wil-
liam wept with them. DBut the tears that mingled there were
-~ tears of joy and hope. '

Two months more and Christmas has come round again.
Merry old Christmas ! Tt is just peep-o’-day, but all are stirring

in the dwelling of our old friend Mr. Sandfoxrd. The festive,

board is laden with good cheer as usual ; but where for years has
stood the huge punch bowl, now glistens a hissing urn.

Bang! Bang! Bang! Yes, there they are, the merry
Christmas boys again | The echoes of their double-charged guns
ring back from the distant hills, and the welkin is alive with
their wild hurrahs. Open fiy the doors, and, * A merry Christ-
mas!™ is shounted by a dozen voices. Mr. Sandford never
locked happier, and Mrs. Sandford’s face is a wreath of smiles.

'The guns are quickly deposited in a corner of the room, and
now the whole company have gathered around the table, and hok
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coﬁ'ee‘from the urn is found to be quite as mirth-inspiring as egg-
nog. Doctor Sandford is among the number, thongh ntc,)t of :l?e
morning gun party. He has a quiet, subdued, yet cheerful ex-
pression of face, and sips his coffee with a pleasure more real
than he ever felt in the use of strotiger and more enticing drinks.

« A song, Charley,” calls out old Mr. Sandford. “..%here is
as fine music in an urn of good coffee as in a barrel of egg-nog;

- and finer, too, for it Jeaves all the pipes clear. Come, Charley !

'We must have a song, and let it be a good one.” :

Graham was not one to hesitate. With a bold free voice he-
sang :

WATER!I-OH! WATER FOR ME.

% Qh! water for me~—bright water for me!
And wine for the tremulous debanchee!
It cooleth the brow, it cooleth the brain,
Tt maketh the faint one strong again; :
It comes o ’er the sense like a breeze from the sea.
All freshness, like infant purity. ) T
Oh water, bright water, for me, for me!
Give wine, give wine to the debauchee!
« Till to the brim! fill, fill to the Drim![’ I
Let the flowing crystal kiss the rim;
For my hand is steady, my eye is true,
For I, like the flowers, drink naught but dew,
Oh! water, bright watér’s a mine of wealth
And the ores it yieldeth ave vigor and healtt:.
So water, pure water for me, for me!
And wine for the tremulous debauchee!

& Fill again to the brim—again to the brim!
For water strengthens life and limb;
To the days of the aged it addeth length,
To the might of the strong it addeth strength;
It‘freshens the heart, it brightens the sight— ’
s like quatfing a goblet of morning light.
Bo water, 1’1l drink nanght but thee N

. Thou parent of health and energy!

JRp——

“YWhen o ’er the hills, like a gladsome bride, ‘ T
Morning walks forth in her beauty's pride, -
And leatling a band of laughing hours,

Brushies the dew from the nodding flowers
Oh! cheerity then my voice is heard, '
Mingling with that of the soaring bird,
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Who flingeth abroad his matins lound, ‘
As he freshens his wings in the cold grey cloud.

“But when evening has guitted her sheltering yew
Drowsily flying, and weaving anew )
Her dusky meshes o’er land and sea,
How gently, oh! Sleep, fall thy poppies on mal
For I drink water, pure, cold and bright,
And my dreams are of heaven the live-long night.
So, hurrah for thee, water, hurrah, hurrah!
Thou art silver and gold, thou art ribbon and star,
Hurrah for bright water! hurrah! hurrah!*

« A first-rate drinking song! There can be none better. I

would n't give it for a dozen of your ¢ flowing bowls,” and ¢ vine-

wreathed bumpers’  After all, there is nothing to compare with

Adam’s ale. Tt is nature’s owh beverage, and truly
s Cooleth the brow and cooleth the brain.’ .

I feel younwer than I did this day twelve-month, by at Ieast ten
years.”

Thus speaks old Mr. Sandford, and all Wa.rmly responded to his
sentiments. ' :

There is no running away of horses and breaking of bones to-
day,—no disgraceful intoxication, with sorrow and disappoint-
ment following hard after. No one is absent from the dinner-
table, where toasts are drunk in sparkling water, and when eve-
mng comes round, all again assemble and spend the hours with
music and games, and - cheerful talk. This, before, has never
been. When Christmas night came round i in former times, but
few of the young men were in a condition to be seen, and Wisely

hid themselves from the eyes of those they loved and respected

most. An old fifend or two dropped in to see Mr. Sandford, and
chatted and drank with him for an hour or two,—the girls usually
retired, lonely and weary, to their chambers, and sought their
pillows long before the usual time, and Mrs. Sandford did the
same, . \

It was different now. FHeads were as clear and hearts as light
as when morning broke over.the earth with its cheerful rays.
And thus it has been ever since. Christmas is'still a season of
festivities at the house of Mr. Sandford, although the crash of
guns no longer ushers in -the opening day. The principles

13
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espbu_se& by himself é‘nd family, and firmly carried out, soon

found numerous advocates, and it was not long before every man
in the village who named the name of temperance with approval,
adopted them as his own. Doctor Sandford remained true to his
good resolves. He quickly gained the position he had lost, and
now has the largest practice of any, physician in the county.



THE LOST CHILDREN.

A DAY in antumn was about expiring. The morning had been
warm and bright with sunshine, but evening was gathering its
shadows amid clouds, fierce driving wind and rain. A fit em-
blem was this expiring day, of the closing life of one whose early
years had passed in light and smiles, but whose later experiences
were full of bitterness. :

A mother lay upon her dying bed. In the chamber of death
were three persons besides the sufferer. One was a man in the
prime of life, whose face bore many evidences of the evil habits
that had cursed both himself and his family. The other two
were children ; one a girl between’ ten and eleven, and the other
a boy not beyond his seventh year. The father sat by the bed,
bolding the thin white hand of her whom he had promised,
years before, to love and cherish with the tenderest affection;
and while he did so, the rebuking past came back, and the sting

of an upbraiding conscience troubled him deeply. The little boy

had climbed apon the bed, and was lying close to his mother,
with his arm thrown across her bosom 5 and the girl stood with
her face buried in a pillow. She was weeping.

. A deep silence had pervaded the chamber for nearly half an
hour. In that oppressive half hour, how many troubled thoughts
bad passed through the mind of the unhappy man who was about
losing one whose virtues, whose patience, whose sufferings, whose
~wrongs, were all femémbered now, although they Lad been little
thought of through the last few years of his wedded life !

“ Henry!” The man started-—raised his eyes from the floor,
and turned them upon the face of his dying wife, who looked at
him earnestly for some moments, and then said—* Henry, when
T am gone, these dear children will have no one to love them, no
one to care for them, but you.” - ‘

« T will both love them and care for them,” quickly returned
the man. His voice trembled, and he spoke with emotion.

(426)
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“T Jeave them in your hands,” resumed the mother, speaking
more solemnly,.  a priceless legacy. Two immortal souls—two
innocent, helpless ones, who, in the sight of the angels, are
precious beyond imagination. Oh, Henry ! love them and gnard
them from evil, for my sake. When you look upon them, think
of me; and thivk of me as present ; for my love, it may be, will
bring me nearer to you all, even though you cannot see me.”

The strong man was deeply moved by this appeal. He bent
over and hid his face on the bed, while a tremor passed through
his frame, and his eyes, that were all unused to weeping, ran over
with tears, When he looked up, after five minutes or more had
passed——a period of deep silence—he was startled by the hue of-
death’thgit overspread the face ‘of his wife. He called her name .

- eagerly, but she did not hear him ; he grasped her hand, that
“was covered with a clammy sweat, but she did net appear to feel

the touch. The tears that fell like rain over the face of the

“mother and’ wife ; the voices so full of anguish, that called her

name, had no power to bring her back again to mortal con-

_seiousness. The silver chord was loosened and the golden bowl

was broken! The mother had passed away from her children—
the wife had parted from her husband. K '

Next we find Henry Altemas alone. He has left the chamber
of death,and retired to another apartment to weep-—to muse sad-

ly over the past-to repent—to form good resolutions. There

had been enough of evil in his life: and there had been

: . .
enough” of consequent suffering to others. From comfort, ease

and competence, hi¢ had reduced his family to want, privation and
suffering. Step by step, through a course of five 'years of dissi<

- pation, he descended lower and lower, until the hope of change

failed in the heart of his long suffering wife, whose patient spirit
was never betrayed into the utterance of rebuke. Alone, under-
such circumstances, with such memories to haunt him! Alas,
unhappy man! The bitterness of ove hour thus spent; how
does it overbalance all the pleasures of -sensual excesses, even,
though indulged in for yéars! Dearly bought are.they at'such a
price! : o , :
Those who came in to téke'éhzirge of the cold remains of her
who had risen into a truer and a better life, removed the children,
Alice and Henry, to another room, where they. remained for a
long time alone: the bor held tightly to the bosom of his sister.

(-
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Young as they were, their life-experience had been such that a
double desolation fell upon their hearts at the loss they had sus-

¢ained. Tt was long since they had drawn near their father with

love—long since they had lain their heads, as of old, upon his
breast, and felt the sweet joy of knowing that he loved them.
To them, their mother had been every thing. ; she was now taken
away, and they felt indeed alone. ' : o

On the day following, the dead was carried out, and then a
still deeper desolation was felt by the sorrowing children. As
for the father, his repentance was sincere, and his resolutions of
amendment earnest. But, he did not understand the value of
total abstinence as a means of reformation—as, in fact, the only
means of reformation. How utterly fruitless were all his good
resolutions, we need hardly say. They wers like ‘cords of gossa-
mer on the arms of a strong man. On the very day that the sad

rites of burial were performediover the body of the départed one,
he tasted the cup of confusion. To taste, was to drink deeply. .

It was the old story. Henry Altemas returned, that night, fo

his little ones, as he had too often returned before, half: insensible

from intoxication. They had waited for him an hour past their
usual bedtime ; and it was to meet him thus! Alice looked up
anziously into her father’s face as he came in. One glance suf-
ficed. - Her eyes were too familiar with the sad, humiliating evi-
dences of her parent’s degrading vice, not to perceive, in an in-

stant, that he had again fallen. The father did not speak to or

even notice his children, as he staggered into the room where they
were sitting, and then staggered out again, and groped his way

along the passage and up the stairs into his now desolate chamber.

But he did not feel its desolation.

Alice, as soon as her father left the room, took little Henry’s -

hand, and rising, said in a low voice, that was composed by a
strong efforte—. P

% Clome, brother.”

The child rose up and went with his sister. Henry was not
long awake after his head pressed its pillow, bus Alice did not
steep for more than an hour, and when slumber at length sealed

her young eyelids, troubled dreams were her companions through

the night.

At breakfast time, on the next morning, Mr. Altemas met his.

childrén in shame and silence. Alice took the place at table
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‘which had been left vacant by her mother’s death, and served the
coffee. She looked frequently at her father, but his eyes were
not once directed to the face of his child. He could not look at
her. He sat only about half his usual time at the table, and

- then rose and went out. Alice tried, but could not eat; and

soon after her father left, got up and went into another room, the

. door of which she closed, and then sitting down in a dark corner,.

covered her face with her bands and wept bitterly. Henry soon
found her out, and crouching down beside her; mingled with hers

" his tears, although he scarcely knew for what reason he was

weeping. - ' S : '
. Mr. Altemas ‘went out with s®ixed determination not to drink

" a-drop of any ‘thing. ‘He felt deeply mortified at having been
~ betrayed into excess on the very day that he had followed the re-

mainsof his wife to the grave; and especially so, when he re-
membered that his children had seen him come staggering in at
night—the children whom he had promised his dying wife to love

" ‘and care for in her stead, He could not look into their innocent

faces when he met them at the breakfast table, although he was
conscious that their eyes were upon lim ; and he withdrew from
their presence as quickly as possible. ‘
‘Mr. Altemas had been a successful merchant, but dissipation
‘caused him to.neglect his business, which, after a while, tumbled

in ruins around him. He was now a clerk in the receipt of a -

small salary, that had proved insufficient to meet the wants of
his family, as well as supply the cravings of a vitiated appetite. .
“From bis house he went to the store at which he was employed,

and attended to business until about eleven o’clock, the time at .
which he generally went into a neighboring tavern to get a drink.-

_ The usual hour brought the usual desire for liquors. This was, -

for a while, resisted ; but the first effort at resistance -made the

' desire tenfold stronger. The struggle was but brief, Evil al-

lurements were too powerful to be withstood—Mr. Altemas
turned aside as usual to taste the cup of pleasure, arid he again
foll. That night he did niot return until late. His children were

in'bed and asleep ‘when He came in, He would have sought his

home earlier, biit he feared that they might be again sitting up for
him. L e
* "Thus it went on, daily, in the old way. Night after night the
unhappy man __éé.'ti)‘e- home, sometimes early and sometimes lafe,

-~
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but always more or less intoxicated. In the morning he was
silent when Le met his children at the breakfust table; and his
countenance- generally wore a gloomy aspect. At dinner time
he was in a pleasanter mood; but at tea time, when he did
come home, he was more than half stultified by dvink.  Thus he
passed before his children at three brief intervals during the day,
and that was all they saw of him. There was nothing to call
out their affection ; nothing to make them look for his coming

with pleasure. Alice grew old rapidly ; not by the lapse of tite,

but by suffering. The loss of her mother, the neglect and errors
of her father, and the tender years of her brother, who looked
ap to her and depended mpon Wer for every thing, changed he_r,'
in o very short time almost from a child into a woman. She
took the entire charge of Henry, because there was now no one
else to do do it. The hired domestic cared little for any thing
around her, in such an ill-regulated household, with no observant
head, took any-privilege she happened to desire.

Things had proceeded in this way for about six months, when
the employer of Mr. Altemas becoming out of all patience with
him on account of his irregular habits, and consequent neglect of
business, discharged him from his service. . For three weeks the

miserable man tried, but in vain, to procure another situation.

At the end of this time, on coming home oneday, more sober
than usual, he called Alice to him, and said, speaking with some
feeling— _

¢ Alice, T find that I shall be obliged to leave the city. DButI
hope to be back scon. While I am gone, you and Henry are to

stay with Mrs. Walton in Division. street, who promises to be

very kind to you.” ‘ ,

The only reply made by Alice to this announcement was a
gush of tears. She wept for some time. At last, looking up inte
“her father's face she said— '

“ Oh papa, don’t go away !” :

«1 must go, dear,” replied Mr. Altemas, whe was moved by
the child’sydistress.. ¢ 1 can get nothing to do in this city; but
where T am going, I will find employment, and then T will soon
come for you and Henry. You must be good children while I
am gone.”

Alice made an effort to dry her tears and look cheerful. Dut
a weight remained upon her heart.  She did not know who Mrs.
Walton was. She had never heard her name before.

“
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« Will Mrs. Walton be good to Henry ? ”’ she asked.
~ “Oh yes. She will be very kind to both you and Henry, I
am sure,” quickly replied the father. ' '

% When must we go there? ” :

“ In the morning. -I-told her I would bring you to her housé

to-morrow morning,”

Alice said no more. In a little while she went out of ‘the
room,‘and stole up quietly to the chamber that had been her moth-
er’s.  After closing the door she looked around upon each fa-

“miliar object that brought back most vividly the memory of her

who had died m that room ; for only a few moments did she thus
stand ; .then she seated herself by the bed, and bending forward

- hid her face in her hands. She did not now give way to tears;

but oh! how lonely she felt—how desolate her heart! Soon-
after, Mr, Altemas came up and entered the room. Ie saw
Alice, and instantly retired. There was a ‘deep rebuke in her
attitude, as' well as in her presence in her mother’s chamber at
that tiqie J«H: If an hour afterwards, he re-entered thefroomn and
saw Alice in-the same position. He again paused, instinctively,

- and was about retiring ; but he checked himself and came into

the chamber. ~ Alice 'did not move. He called her name, but

there was no ccept in ing si '
_ _ response, except in a long fluttering sigh, or sob.

Oh coming neaver to her, he found that she was asleep. . The
feelings of the unhappy father, already disturbed; were now

“deeply moved.

S . B V

For a morment lLie gazed earnestly upon her form. He could
;101: help 1'e.ac1131g in her condition, the story of deep suffering ; of a
ear t m:nsﬂ)lg of a great wrong, and appichension of still greater
misery in the future. Tis thoughts ran back to former happier

“‘days. A new pang shot through his heart as he recollected the

" bigh hopes, the smiling friends, and unalloyed. happiness of that

hour when he_led Ler mother, now- gt rest, to the altar, And
thensthe very image of Lis wife scemed to fill the room; ler
ﬁtrm gnd. .fga.tm'es were stamped on every thing around, &nd so
true, so life-like, he could hardly resist the impression of reality. .
In‘.«'olunta:jl!y he closed his eyes, as. if to test the illusion; but
clearer, brighter, plainer, stood lis wife before him.- Was she °
there to reproach lim ? ‘ D

The thought was maddening. His heart beat with a violence

) ua]most suffocating, and his brain grew painfully giddy.  Then,

#
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as in previous troubles, his'mind reverted to the ‘usual panacea—

" intoxication. The tliought instantly peopled the place with all '

“the horrid spectres so familiar to nerves shattered -by alcoholie
stimulus ; yet even these were a relief.  Any thing he could en-
«dure better thar the presence of child or wife, real or imaginary.

C e iV;fetclled' man that T am 1 he'" murmured, in bitterness :of
spirit, as-he turned away, and left the chamber, the very atmos-
phere of which ‘oppressed him, He not only left the ‘chamber
but the hoi;éé, and paused not until ‘he breathed a -grosser and

more congenial ‘atmosphere—that of a drinking house, where he "
drowned, in.strong potations, the stern voice of an upbraiding” '

conscience: Ve S -

‘On the next morning the children were ‘removed to the dwell-
ing of Mrs. Walton in Division 'street. A vendue, that had -
already been advertised, was ‘held at the house of Mr. Altemas
‘on the same day; and every article of furniture sold, Not even
"' the mother’s work box, beautifully inlaid with costly woods;a
husband’s present in happier days, was . reserved for Alice. Al

passed under the hammer. - Fifty dollars of the proceeds of this .

‘ sale were. paid into the hands of ‘Mrs.'.“‘alton in advance for the
children’s board, and the balance, about two hundred dollars, Mr.

Altemas placed in his pocket, and after’ parting -with his children, -

started for New Orleans. In Baltimore he remained for a few
. days; long enough.to have his pocket-book stolen from him while
" he was intoxicated. In this were a hundred dollars in “bills.
Luckily, it happened that thé rest_qu his money was in gold, and
contained in a purse, that escaped. the, séarch of the person who,

robbed him.- From ‘Balfimore, he pushed on by the guickest

. youte to New.Orleans.. Three weeks after his arrival, he was
without a dollar and without employment‘; and there we will
leave him and return to Alice and her biother.

“Mrs. Walton received the children, when brought to her, with

! ‘aigrezi‘t show of kindness; but Alice felt thaf_ nothing of all this
came®from the heart. Both the woman’s appearance and man-
ners were repulsive to her, and she eould not bear to come near
her.  Henry seemed to feel as she did, for he fixed his eyes upon
her, half-featfully, and shrunk’close to the side of his sister.

- @ Dear little fellow !'" said Mrs. Walton, putting her -hand
upon Heury’s head ; but the-child drew closer to his' sister,’and .

‘seémed to shrink from her touch %E.if ‘it had been a blow.

CE
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“He is a timid child, and strange now,” said the father; ¢« b ‘f.
he will soon feel himself at home with you.” , .‘1
“Q yes! 'T’ll soon make him feel at home ; dear little fél
low!” returned Mrs. Walton, smoothing his hair, while Henr-
continued to cower beneath the touch of her hand. ’ All the ti 4
. his eyes wére fixed intgn’tly._lxpon.'ller face. S : "
Mrs. Walton was a widow, somewhere in the neichborhood ‘of
ﬁf"ty, who ‘kept-a third-rate boarding-house. . Sheb had agreed:
with Mr. Altemas to take his two children at a charge of rt?hree
dollars a week, and he had promised to advance her fifty dollars
~—a pait of which she was to lay out in clothing for them—and
-also to remit her more money by the time tl;:at sum was” ex-
haus-ted. Mrs. Walton, we are éorry to 8ay, was rather a bad
specimen of a woman. She was ‘selfish, coarse and vul ar-
minded, unfeeling and- hypocritical. Some ten years of -roﬁvb
: c_onf;act‘ with the world as the keeper of a cheap boarding—hoﬁ:e
- during which time she had come into elose proximity with é,li
-sorts of people, had in no way tended to imprbfe her character:
In worse hands Mr. Altemas could hardly’have left his children. .
“ Xfou can stay here and amise yourselves,” said Mrs. Walto;l
, tol A'hc_e and Henry, after théir father had retiréd, and then she
hurrled_away, leaving them in the dark and dingy room which’
she called the parlor. Henry leaned his hea‘d'a:ainst his sister.
‘and said in a sad voice— ‘ ' ) ’
<41 wish papa would n’t leave us here.”
5 ];‘ Wg shan’’t .be here very long, I hope,” returred Alice,
% Papa says he will come and take us away soon.” :
Although Alice spoke thus encouragingly to her brother, her
.own heart had no confidence in the words she uttered. To ’hei'
; the future had a dark and uncertain aspect, and she felt an in:
-ward, shrinking fear, as she looked into-it. It as about ten
-0’clock when their father lefs them'at’the house of Mrs, Walton.
They remained alone in the parlor, not stirring from where they
‘had at first seated themselves, until nearly two o’clock *when
‘they were called to dinner. Henry had slept during a..'por,tion of
-these unhappy hours. - The afternoon. was spent, a:-the morning ‘
»!md been,:in the parlot, alone. At night they were taken up
Anto. a small. garret room: to sleep.. The room was comfortable
.gﬁpugha;nd‘s,o was the bed that it contained. . -
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On the next morning the father called to see them early. He .

was to leave for the south at nine o’clock,

“ Oh, papa! Don’t stay away long,” said Alice, Ler eyes
filling with tears. ‘

«T will be back for you very soon,” he replied.

“ How soon?” asked Henry, as he held on tightly to bis

father’s hand. .

« T cannot exactly tell. But it will be very soon.”

“Tn a month?”” asked Alice.

T hope s0.”

% A month is four weeks. It will be so-long ! said Henry.
« (lome back sooner, papa, won't you, and take us away from
here?” '

¢ Mrs. Walton will be kind to you, my son.”

T don’t like to stay here,” returned the boy.

« You will like it better in a little while. You must love your
sister, Henry, and mind all she says to you, and try to be a good
boy, and I will come for you as quickly as I can. And now
good bye, my children.”

“ Good bye,” was the low and sad response made by Alice -

and Henry. Mr. Altemas shook thew by the hand, kissed them,
and departed.

How slowly did the time pass! Four weeks seemed like a
year. At last the period at wliich the father’s return was looked
for by the children, came round, but it brought them only a bitter
disappointment. He did not come back as they believed he had

!promised them he would do; nor had any word been received
from him since he went away. Another and another week ex-
pired, but the father did not return ; neither was any letter re-
ceived from him. During this time, Mrs. Walton let the children
take care of themselves. She had little to say to them unless
they came in her way, and then ler manner and words were
coarse and repulsive. Alice took the entire charge of her brother,
dressing and washing him in the morning and putting him to bed
at night. As time wore on, the manner of Mrs. Walton became

. more and more indifferent; or, as she happened to be in the
numor, coarser and more repulsive. One day, about three
months after Mr. Altemas went away, she came into the room
where 'Aiicég sat mending her Liother’s clothes, and said to her

abruptly-—
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< See here, girl! Do you know where your father has gone 2"

¢ No ma’am,” replied Alice in a low voice, and with a half
frichtened manner. ,

“ Did n’t he tell you where he was going ?

“ No ma’am.” o
- “1It’s very strange. JWell, T can tell you what,—JI do n’t be-
lieve he means to come back at all. I believe he has just left you

- on my bhands, and that the money he gave me when he went away

is every dollar I shall see. But I will not be imposed upon in

- that way. - Not Il So, my little miss, I will just tell you what

you 've got to depend upon. If I do'n’t hear from your father in
two weeks, I will not give you house room for another day. I
believe you knew as well as he did, that it was all a trick to get
you pushed off upon me. But it won’t do. Polly Walton is
too old for that. So, take my advice, and look out for another
home at once, for you can’t stay here but a little while longer.
I’ve said it, and I mean it!?” )

"By this time Mrs. Wilton had worked herself into quite a pas-
sion, and, with glowing face and arms akimbo, she stood bating
the affrighted children, without an emotion of pity touching the

© ey surface of her unfecling heart.

After she had left them, Henry burst into tears and sobbed and
wep} bitterly, but Alice sat tearless and motionless as a statuer
She was completely stunned. Feeling and thought were, for a
time, almost suspended by this unexpected and cruel assauli.
In her own mind, there had arisen many misgivings about her
father ; and many fears hiad haunted her for weeks. But, for all

 this, the words of Mrs. Walton came with a shock that paralyzed

her for a time. B
Two weeks fled quickly away, and, during the time, the warn-
ing of Mrs. Walton was many times repeated, and with undimin-

“ished rudeness. But Alice did not go out to seek another place

for herself and Henry. Where could she go? - She knew no
one. She was a mere child, and alone in a great eity.

The two weeks passed. Mrs. Walton was in earnest in what
the had said. DBut slie could not turn the children into the street..
Appearances would have been against her; and even she had
some little regard for appearances. They might fall into the

.hands of the police, and their story might get into the newspapers,

and she be leld up to rebuke and scorn. She did not, therefore,

“thrast, them out, literally, but she got rid of them.
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« Alice,” she said one day, at the expiration of the tin.e she
bhad named ; ¢ your father has not come back, and I don’t sup-

pose ever intends returning. As I told you, I can’t keep you,

any longer for nothing, I can’t afford it.  You are old enough
to'go out and get yout own living ; and that is what you will have
to do. Mrs. Gordon, in the next blockawants a little girl to tend
“her baby, and is willing to take you. - She will give you your vic-
tnals and clothes.” It’s a good place.”

« But, where will Henry go?” asked Alice, quickly and earn-
estly. ¢ Will Mrs. Gordon let him live there with me ? "

« No, ‘of course not. .She has children enough of her own.
Henry can stay here for a little while, until I can find a place for
him.” -

¢ Henry is not old enough to work,” said Alice:

«T know that. But I can get a place for him where he will be
treated kindly, and be well taken care of.”

% Where ? 7 asked the sister; anxiously. :

« Never do you mind. 1’ll see that it’s all done right. T’
find him a good place.” - '

« But don’t you think Mrs, Gordon will let him stay at her
“house if T do everything for him ? He won’t be any trouble.”
 «No. So don’t think of any-such a thing. She’s got a
house full of children of her own, and don’t want the bother of
other people’s. Go and get your bonnet, and 1 will take you
round to see Mrs. Gordon.” :

Alice went up stairs, and put on her bonnet. She came down,
leading Henry, who had his hat in his hand. Mrs. Walton was
waiting for her. 3 :

«« You are not going to take him with you,” said the latter, half
-angrily. ' - ‘

¢ Go and sit in the room there until I come back,” Alice said,
gtooping down and speaking very gently and kindly to Henry.
-« T will be home soon.” .

The child’s eyes filled with tears. He stood still, and let his
sister go without him. =~ '

«Here is the little girl I was speaking to you about,” said Mrs.
Walton, on gaining” the presence of Mrs. Gordon, who occupied

“the upper half of a house in the block next adjoining the one it

“which she lived. : . _ _
« Ah, indeed ! ** returned Mrs. Gordon, smiling very plegsant~
ly. “How old are you, my dear?”” S ,
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¢ Most eleven, ma’am.”
. 4 Think you are strong encugh to nurse a baby ? *
T don’t know, ma’am.” ' .
« Be sure she is! plenty strong enough! I nursed a baby be-
fore T was as old as she is,” broke in Mrs. Walton, impatiently. -
“ You are willing to try, I suppose 2 said Mrs. Gordon.
“Oh, yes, ma’am, [ will try.”? ' ,
. & Very well, take off your bonnet. - Here is the baby.”
Alice drew back. :
« Take 'off your bonnet, child;” said Mrs. Gordon.
« Must I come now ?” asked the little girl, looking into the

face of Mrs. Walton. - :

- ¢ Certainly, if Mrs, Gordon wants you! Why not now, as well

_as any other time ? "’

-« But Henry,” said Alice. - ‘ -
“ What of him, I wonder?” remarked Mrs. Walton, tossing -
her head. - ‘ s o
-% He expects me to come back‘, you know.” :
o« Well, suppose he does, and you don’t come, is that gé)ing to
kill him? Take off your bonnet, child, and let us have no more
parleying about the matter. Mrs. Gordon wants you now.”
Alice laid off her bonnet, and sat down upon a low chair, to

which Mrs. Gordon pointed. - The baby was placed in het arms,

and she was directed to nurse it carefully. The mother of the

babe left the room, to have ten or fifteen minutes gossip with
Mrs, Walton. ' . C
© ¢ .Oh dear !’ she said, as soon -they were alone, ‘ what a re~
lief it is to get that child out of my arms!”’ | o
- ¢TIt ’s the hardest Wwork in the world to be tied to a baby from
morning “til night.”’ - ' ' S
-+ That it is. This seems to be a right nice sort of a little
girl.” , o g ' :
«Indeed, and she.s, Mrs. Gordon. She’ll make the very
best kind of a child’s nurse. You don’t know how well she has
attended to her brother. She has taken the whole care of him.”

¢ What are you going to do with the little boy ?”
~ % Send him over to Long Island.” '

¢ To the Long Island Farms?” = - -

% Yes. - It’s the very best thing that can be done with him.
| 'd(? 't believe the father will ever come back. I’ve found out-
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‘that he is a drunken, worthless fellow, who has beggared his
famlly )

“ Indeed!” . '

“Yes, I’'m told that he was very well off once, but went
through with everything.”

“ What a pity | But don’t you think Alice will grieve aﬁ:er
her brother 77

“ At first, I suppose she will a little. But she 1l soon get over
lt 2

“ When do you think about sending her brother over to the
Farms?”

“1 shall see about it at once.’

4Tt seems like a pity to separate them,” said Mrs. Gordon, a
thought of her own children passm(r throngh her mind.

“So it does. But then it can’t be helped It ’s the very best
place for him. He will be well taken care of, and receive an
education. And when he is old enough, he will be bound out to
a good trade. Tt is a most excellent institution.”

“It certainly is. No doubt it will go a liftle hard with him,

at first, to be separated from his sister; but he will get over it
soon and be very happy.”

“ O yes. Children’s grief is never very deep. He’ll forget

Alice in a week or two. It will do them 'both good to be sep-

arated. » She is spoiling him. I think it will he best not to let
them see each other again.” ‘

“ Do you??

“Yes. I don’tbelieve, after being away from him for a short
time, that Alice would consent to a separation at all. The child
i3 a perfect baby, and I suppose, will do ‘nothing but cry for a
day or two. If Alice were to see him crying, she would get so
worked up about him’that nothing would do but she must have
him with her.”

“ That would never do in the world.” .

¢ No, indeed. You could n’t have him here.”

“Me!l oh no! I've got young emes enough of my own to
see after. He can ’t come here.”

“Of course not,” But I’ll manage all that. You see that
* Alice does not get round to my house for a day or two, and by

that time I°]] ha.ve Henry saf'e enough at the Farm school.”
“Very well.”
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When Mrs. Gordon returned to the room where she had left.
" Alice, she found her weeping.

« What is the matter? What are you crymtr about?” she

a little impatiently. :

aSk.;(]i:ee looked Ep into the woman’s face, and sald with a look
and tone that ought to have touched her heart— |

.41 promised Hemy that T would be back in a little whxle. I
did n’t think I was to stay now. Oh, ma’am! he will‘ery so
when he finds I do not come back with Mrs. Walton. Can’t I
go and see him just for a few minutes, and tell him that I am not

to stay with him any longer?”

.« Mrs. Walton says she had rather you WOlllf]. n’t. She will:
Be kind to him, and he will soon forget you

“ Forget me!” said Alice, in surprise. ¢ Oh, no, ma’am;
he won’t never forget me. I don’t think Mrs. Walton will b,e
very kind to him.: She never has been. Please, ma’am, won’t
you let him come and stay here? e won’t be a bit of trouble
to you. I’ll do everything for him.”

« Clome here ! Good gracious child! no ! I can ’t ha.ve him
here. I’ve got enough children of my own/’

¢ Then won’t you let fne go and see him, and talk to hlm just.
a little while. It will make him feel better.”

« No, child, I can’t do it. I want you to nurse the baby.
And, besides, as I told you Mrs Walton thlnks it will be betl;er
for you not to see him just now.’

 Alice' bent down over the babe she held in her arms, while the

"“tears that had been restrained for a few moments, flowed afresh.

“(Come! come!” said Mrs. Gordon, fretfully. I don’t
want any blubbering and crying here. I have énough of that
among my own children.” ) ] :

Ahce staunched her tears with an effort. That is, their out-
ward flow. But the inward, heart-gushing tears, of which these
visible drops were only the outward sign, gushed more freely.
These the eye of Mrs. Gordon could not perceive, and she did
not, therefore, seek to check them. .

Slowly and sadly passed that long, long day to Alice, her
mind partially sustained by the feeble 11ope that when night came,
Mrs. Gordon would permit her to run round and see Henry just
for a few moments.. Not for a minute at a time during that, to
her, long period, was the image of her brother from before her
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mind. She saw him weeping- bitterly, or sitting alone in silent
grief at her absence ; or, shrinking away in alarm from the harsh
words of Mrs. Walton.

+ ¢ Night at last came. The tea table was cleared away, All
the chlldren had gone to bed, and the baby lay wasleep in its

cradle.  Mrs. Gordon sat d(mn by her work-table to sew, and
Mr. Gordon, who had come home from the business of the day,

took a book and began reading. Alice was sitting near the
eradle, but the ‘babe slept so soi:md]y that no motion of the rock-

ing bed was necessary to prolong its slumber. The little gizl. -

arose, and coming near to Mrs. Gordon, looked into her face with
swimming éyes, and said— :

“ Please, ma’am, do let me just run round for a minute and
see Henry. The baby is asleep.”

“Didn’t I tell you this morning that you couldn’t go??
rephed the woman sternly. What is the use of your asking
me again? Please to understand that I always mean what I
'say."!
~ Alice shrunk from the side of Mrs. Gordon, with a frightened
look. Mr. Gordon glanced up from his volume, and let his eyes
rest upon the little girl for a few moments, and then upon his
wife. But, as the latter made no remark to him, he resumed his

reading, satisfied with letting matters that did not concern him

alone. He had received some lessons on that subject during
his life-time, which impressed themselves pretty deeply on his
‘memory.

Waking or sleeping, that night there was but one image pres-
ent to the mind of Alice—the image of her brother. In the
morning, she arose early, unrefreshed. It+seemed to her that
she could not live another day without seeing Henry. She had
been down stairs about half an hour, and was dusting the sitting
room, after it bad been swept up by the domestic, when Mr. Gor-
don came in with the morning paper in his hand, and sat down
to read it. There was something kind in the face of Mr. Gor-

don. Something that gave the heart of Alice confidence, when

_she looked into it. She had felt this from the first. As he sat
reading his paper, he noticed that the little girl frequently came
‘near h1m and appeared to linger, as if she was about speaking

every time she did so. At last she said something in a low voice,’
that he couldn’t make out distinctly, He looked up and said,

kindly,
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¢ What is 11‘.’? ” :

¢ Please, sir, won’t you ask Mrs Gordon to let me go and see
my little brother.” The child’s voice trembled, and her ejes
were filled with tears. . '

<« Certainly I will,” replied the kind-hearted man.  He had

heard something about the separation that had taken place; but

nothing very distinetly. = His wife did not care to be very par-
ticular in the information she gave him on that subject.. .
Alice went away from his side with a brighter countenance.

.and a lighter heart. As soon as Mrs. Gordon came down stairs,

and sent Alice into the chamber to take the baby, her husband -
said— .«

“ Anna, why don’t you. Tet that llttle girl go and see her
brother?*
© ¢ Because Mrs. Walton don’t want me to do so. She says
the child is a ‘perfect baby, and that if Alice goes there she w,;ll
not be able to do any thing with him.” :

“But it is downrxght cruel, Anna. Alice is evidently pining
to see her brother.”

“It may go a little hard with her at first; but it’s not going

to kill her. It’sa great deal better, as the separation has to take.

place, to let it be permanent. It will only make things worse if
she is allowed to go and see him. Mrs. Walton was partlcular

- about it, and I promised to do as she desired, when' I took the

-

girl.” . o

“ Well, I suppose you know best; but I think it’s a cruel
thing. Imsrgme our Emma a.nd Greorge placed in the same cir-
cumstances.” -
" * But they aré not.” :

“ There is no knowing how soon they may be. Neither your
life nor mine is guaranteed for an hour.” o

“ That’s just the way with you, Mr. Gordon. You're always
mterf‘ermfr with my affairs. I never trouble myself with your
business. I never question what you do. I don’t think I’m a
very cruel woman. If the girl ean’t stay as I want her to, she
may just go back again. If I’m to have all this- trouble with
her, I won’t have her at all »

And Mrs. Gordon -ran’on in this strain for about five minutes,
But long before she was done, her husband had sought refuge in
the columns of his newspaper, and either -did not, or pretended

e
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not to hear a word that was uttered. Ile pitied the child, but
gave up all idea of becoming her champion.

Thé hope that Mr. Gordon s words had 1nsp1red in the mind
of Ahce, lived thére for hours. But as nothing was sald abont
her going to see Henry, even up to dinner time, that hope began
to waver. When Mr. Gordon came home in the middle of the
day, the first one he met was Alice. Her earnest, almost implor-
ing look, smote upon: his heart. e wished to say sometking tc
her; but, what could he say? Nothing that he wished to say—
nothing but what would make her more unhappy than she really
was. He, therefore, said not a word; but, he felt guilty before

the child—guilty of inspiring a hope that he dxd not, or, he

thought, could not gratify.

Another day drew to a close, and yet Alice had not seen her
brother, nor, from all appearances, was there any prospect of her
being likely to see him soon, unless she acted in direct violation
of the wishes of Mrs. Gordon When fully satisfied that all
appeals were in vain, the child resolved to go to her brother, and
brave all consequences. So, just about nio'htfall when the babe
was asleep, and Mrs. Gordon was out of the way, she stole
quietly from the house, and ran as fast as her feet would carry
her to the dwelling of Mrs. Walton. Entering through the

basement, she glided up stairs, and sought the room wher_-e she -
and Henry had usually spent the day alone. But her brother
was not theve. As she came out into the passage, disappeinted,’

she met Hannah, the chambermaid.

¢ Where is Henry?” she asked in a hurried voice.

« Bless me, Alice! Is this you?” exclaimed the chamber-
maid. ¢ Why in the world haven’t you been to see your
‘brother? I thought he would have cried himself to death.”

« They wouldn’t lgt me come. Baut, where is he? Where is
Le?” asked Alice in a choking voice.

«“ He isn’t here. He’s gone. Didn’t you know that?”

“Gone! Oh, where? where?” The poor child staggered
back, and sunk upon the stairs. * : :

“ They took him away this morning.”

“Where? Oh, tell me where!”

“I don’t know. He cried dreadfully, and asked for you.
They took him away in a carriage. But they spoke kindly to
-him. I dorw’t think they will treat him bad. Indeed I don’t,

2
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 Alice! T wouldn’t cry so about it. He’'ll get over it soon.

I’m sure they’Il be good to him. The man spoke very kindly.
He looked like a good man.”

Just then, Mrs. Walton, heamno voices in the passage, came
down stairs,

“ Why Alice, child! What are you doing here? Did Mrs.
Gordon say you might come 27
“Oh, ma’am!” exc]almed Alice, springing up, and catching
eagerly hold of the woman’s dress, * where is Henry? Tell me
where he is. I must see him! ¥ must go to him !
~ «Don’t be silly, child,” said Mrs. Walton, coldly. ¢ Henry is
doing very well. He’sin a good place.” '

“ But, where? Oh, ma’am, tell me where?”

“I can’t do that. You are not to know where he is at
present.”’

The hands that clagped tightly the garments of the unf'ee]mg
woman, relaxed their hold, and the stucken child sunk upon the
floor, Thls was more than she could bear.

« It cruel, so it is!” ejaculated the chambermald as slie
stooped down qmck]y and lifted Alice in her arms. Every mus~
cle was relaxed ; her eyes were closed; her face was ashy pale.
“You’ve killed the child, I believe!” she added with 1nd10'nant
emotion. :

“ Hush! will you?” sald Murs. Walton, in a passionate voice,

The girl carried the insensible body up stairs, and laid it on a
bed.

“ There!” she said, turning to Mrs. Walton, who had followed
her — “see what you’ve done! A brute couldn’t have acted
worse. If these children were any thing to me, this would be a

'sowy day for you, my lady. Oh! you needn’t look black at me

in that way. 1’m not afraid to speak out my mind to any body.”
“ Go out of my house, this instant, you impudent huzzy, you!”
Mrs. Walton stamped her foot vaently, while her face grew

~black with passion.

“You'd better look after the child, that she doesn’t die,”

‘returned the chambermaid, coolly, *and not waste your words

on me. If she does die, 1’1l stand evidence that you killed her. '
Yes, I *Il swear to that any day—so I will!”

This caused a feeling of alarm to arise in the’ heart of Mrs.
Walton, who repressed her anger, and turning to the insensible
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. child, sought by bathing her face in cold water and vinegar, and
by the free use of hartshorn, to restore the vital energy that had
retired into the deep and hidden interior of her body. It was
half an hour before these effortse were attended with success.
Then Alice roused up partly, and called in a most piteous tone for.
Henry. . Even the hard heart of Mrs. Walton was touched ; while
the chambermaid burst into tears.

¢ (o 'round and tell Mrs. Gordon that Alice is here, and say

what is the mattei with her,”” said Mrs. Walton. ¢ She ’ll won- -

der where she is.’

.Mr. and Mrs. Gordon were sitting at the tea-table, with thelr
three eldest children, when Mrs. Walton’s messenger came in.

¢ Mrs. Walton sent me round,” said Hannah, “to tell you
that Alice is there.”

* % And what is she doing there? I positively forbade her
going.”

¢ She came round to see her brother, But he was gone, and
the poor child fainted when she heard it. 1t was 2"downright
cruel thing, it was!”’ : .

“ Fainted ! 7 said Mr. Gordon, in surprise.

“Yes, sir. Andshe’s just coming to. Oh!if you could hear
how she is calling for little Henry, and she not more than half
herself, it wounld make your heart ache! But I must run back.
I only came to let you know where she was.” And the Impul-
sive, warm-hearted Hannah, turned away and left Mr. and Mrs,
Gordon in no very comfmtable frame of mind, :

“Yes, it was a downright cruel thing!” exclaimed Mr, Gor-
don, as soon as Hannah had retired. ¢ And I’m very sorry that
we have had anything to do in the matter.”

Mrs. Gordon felt a little strange, but she did not say much,
This left room for her husband to express himself pretty f'reely,
which he did not fail to do.” :

Adfter tea, Mrs. Gordon went into Mrs. Walton’s. She found
Alice restored to reason, but grieving bitterly for her brother.
Nothing that was said to her gave her any comfort. *To every
thing she answered by desiring to be taken to Henry. DBut this
she was told positively could not be ; as he had been taken out of
thecity. To her earnest entreaties to be told where he was, no
answer was given. Heart-sick and almost hopeless, the unhappy
child went back with Mrs. Gordon, who more than half repented

]
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having had any thing to do with her. Daiys and weeks passed -
by, but no word came to her of Henry. From the time she part-

ed with him, all was, in regard to him, a blank. She had ceased
to grieve openly, but there was a fountain of tears ever pouring

. ont its waters in her heart. Her daily thoughts and nightly dreams

were for her brother.. . But Sl availed not. From Hannah she

hoped to learn something definite; and with this end, she stole

around to Mrs, Walton’s to see her, one evening about a week after

"she had learned the distressing news of Henry’s removal she knew
not where. But Hannalh’s plain-speaking had lost her her place.

A stranger to Alice was there in her stead: Months went by, and
still she could learn nothing of Henry, although many times dur-
ing that period she had tearfully implored Mrs. Gordon to teil her
where he was; but that lady thought it best, upon the whole, to
keep her own counsel in the matter. 'She argued with herself that
it could really do Alice no good to know where Henry was, and
might be the means of completely spoiling ber, and making her
brother unhappy in his new and excellent home. She was sure,
if Alice knew where he was, that she would seek him out in spite
of all interdictions, and such a meeting sle believed wounld be
productive of more harm than good. Thus she satisfied her-

self; but her husband never felt easy about the matter, He,
‘however, quieted his conscience by assuming that it was his wife’s
‘business, not his. :

Time did little to mitigate the grief .of heart occasmned by thls

Tude separation.” Alice eat but little, and moved about with a
" quiet, subdue¥ manner, that was ever felt by Mr. Gordon when
‘He-came in contact with her, as'a reproof. Her form grew thin-

ner, her countenance sadder and bLer checks aler, every day.
H 3

"Her voice was never heard, except in reply to some question, and -
‘then it was low, and had so mournful an expression, that Mr. "
‘Gordon could not bear to hear it. S

¢ Anna,” he said to his wife, one day, ¢ T wish you would

-either let Ahce goand see her brother, or send her away. I can-
‘not bear to look at her. She is dying by inches. Her sad face . -
‘reproves me every day.”

“ Nonsense ! ”” returned Mrs. Gordon quite fiercely." “Idon’t
see but she is doing well enough. I’ll be bound she hasn’t
thought of her brother for a week. . It’s all your imagination.”

“Not by any means, Anna. I can see that her face gets paler
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and sadder all the time. But, at best; T can’t make out what
harm is to come of her being allowed to see her little brother.”

« I can, then. I can sce that she won’t be worth a copper to
me, afterwards.”

1]l guarantee that she will be just as valuable again, But
that out of' the question ; humanity calls upon bs to put her heart
at rest in regfu‘d to her brother,”

Y don’t think it does, if the act is going to make them both
more unhappy than they are now; a thing that certainly will
occur. I believe I am quite as tender huarted as you are, and can
feel just as much for the child as you do; but T am settled in my
belief, that the very best thing for both these children is to let
them remain in ignorance of each other. The policy of the school
is to sever all former relations, in order that there may be no in-
terference. When a child is old enough to be bound out to a

trade, the place to which he is sent is known only to the mana-
gers of the institation, and is never divalged

¢ Then it is settled between you and Mrs Walton, that Alice
is never to see her brother again?”’

s T wish, Mr. Gordon, that you would not meddle yourself in
things that do n’t concern you, as this does n’t.’

“ I rather think, Anna, that it does concern me a little,” quiet-
1y returned Mr. Gmdon. “ I feel myself to be just as much re-
sponsible in this matter as you are, and just as guilty of wrong to
these children,” '

¢ Yon are a strange man to talk, Mr. Gordon; a very strange
man !”’ #

« And you are a strange woman to act, Anna; a very strange
womanl”’

This so inflamed the ire of Mrs. Gordon, that she gave her hus-,

band such a setting down as made him glad to be quiet. And so
all his good intentions in regard to Alice were, for the time being,
*laid into quiescence. )
Change we, now, the scene of our story to asouthern city, and
advance the time two years from the period of its opening.  Three
o Jour men were sitting in a coffee-house, frequented mostly by
flat-boatmen and others of the same grade, drinking, smoking,

and swearing, when a wretched- looking creature, with b!oatLd ’

face, and clothes torn and dirty, who in every way plesunted a
most debased and miserable avpearance, entered, and going up to
the bar, ealled for whiskey and water. .
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% You owe me three or four bits, now, for hquor, said the bar—
keeper “ Where's your money ? 7’
The man fombled in his pocket some moments, muttering to
himself as he did so—
% Confound it all! I had a picayune here, that a man _]us(:

‘gave me for holding lits horse.”

At this there was alaugh through the bar-room, and one of the

company said, alond—
- & Hurrah for Altemas! He’s had another horse to hold !”

“It won't do, my good fellow,” remarked the bar-keeper.
“ You don’t come it over me in thalt way, no how. You'’ve
done it once or twice too often. But you can’t do it again, old
chap! I've heard that horse story too often.”

The man became excited at tlns, and said angrily—

¢ Shut up, will you!”

¢« Look here, old fellow; I don’t want any of your jaw,” re-

‘torted the bar-keeper, getting angry in turn. ¢ You’re a cheat-

ing old rascal ; and you ’d better take yourself off in double quick
time, or you may happen to get rowed up Salt River.”

“ Shut up; T tell you!” said Altemas, stern]y

% You ’re not put there to insult customers.” :
- ¢ Tf you ’re not out of this room in two minutes by the watch,
I’1l throw you out neck and heels.” .

«Tt’ll take a better man than you to do that, my fine young
chicken!”’

¢ You’ve got but two minutes, and I advise you to make good
use of your drumsticks in that time, or by ”

“Bah 1 broke in the man. “You’ll have to shave with some-

thing .else besides the back of a razor Lefore you can do that!”

and he turned away and deliberately seated himself in a chair.

The bar-tender stood coolly looking at the clock, uutil the min-
ute-hand had moved over the space comprised between three dots.
Then coming round into the area in front of the bar, he advanced
towards the object of lis ire, who remained quietly in his chair.

“ Gio out of this room, sir!” he said, in a loud, authoutatwe
voice ; « or I'll throw you out, neck and heels.”

% Do r’t put yourself in a passmn Jimmy ! It isn’t pleasant tlus
warm weather.”

“Are you going! Once! Twicel Threo times ! ”

Saying this, the angry bar-tender scized upon Altemas by the
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collar, and with one vigorous pull; drew him half the length of

the room. Before the latter could recover himself sufficiently to

offer the resistance he had meditated, he was reeling into the
street. He fell across the curbstone, with a shock'that completely
stunned him. ' '

“ That was a cowardly trick, Jimmy ! ” remarked ¥ne of the

‘inmates of the room, showing his teeth ashe spoke.

“Do you take it up ?” enquired the bar-keeper, whose mind

~was in a fever of excitement. ‘ :

“Yes I do; and I think you’ll find me rather more of a match
than a poor, miserable, hroken-down creature like the one you
made yourself so valiant upon just now.”

~ As the man said this, he drew from beneath his coat a long
heavy knife, with which one might easily kill an"ox, while 2 mur-
derous scowl darkened over his face. The bar-keeper instantly
produced a similar instrument, that glittered as Le held it forth,
A serious conflict would have ensued immediately, had it not been
for the entrance of a couple of police officers, who demanded to
know why the man on the pavement had been thrown from the
house, and who had done it ? .

“ There, Jimmy ! There’s some other business for you to set-
tle first,” said one of the persons who had gathered around him
and his antagonist to see the sport,

“I did it,” replied the bar-keeper. ¢ I ordered him out, and he
would n’t go.” '

¢ But that did n't give, you the right to throw him out in the

_way you did,” returned one of the officers. “ The man, I should -

“think, is seriously injured. It may cost him his life. You will
come with me, sir, and give bail for your appearance to answer in
this matter.” _ N
A summons like this was not to be disputed, and Jimmy went
off, with Lis courage, that had so highly vaunted itself, quite down
to zero. L
In the meantime, Mr. Altemas lay stunned upon the pavement.
On being lifted up, 2 severe contusion was found upon his head.
Opposite to where this scene had occurred, was the shop‘of a
“tailor. 'The ‘owner of it saw, from his window, the brutal manner

in which the poor wretch had been thrust from the coffee-house,

and was one of the first who came to his assistance. - He had him
- earried into his house and taken into a back room, where every

Rt i sasimn "
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possible attention was shown to’ him. It was not long “before the
vital current began to flow again through the body of the injured
man, and with it came a free effusion of blood from the wound -
upon his hedd. *A doctor was called in and the wound dressed.

- %My good friend,” said the tailor, mildly; after. Mr. Altemag

- was himself again, and able to sit up. firmly; although his head .

recled alittle' when he attempted to stand— I should think, that, -

by this time, you had found the words of ‘Holy Writ true, and

proved that the way of the transgressor is hard.” R
No reply was made to this remark. - . o

- “Have you any: children 7 7 asked the 'tailor,'ch.anéfng" his

" mode of address, - -

3

«T have,” was replied. .

“In this town ?” further enquired the tailor, :

The man shook his head and compressed his lips ina way- that
indicated his wish not to be gquestioned on that subject ;. but the

tallor had an end in' view, and; therefore, continued - his enquiries,

“ How many children have you??” -

"% Two,” was answered, ' Lk
% Girls or boys ? ,

- % One girl and one boy.”." S : :

The tailor noticed that the voice of the poor, fallen, and de-

graded creature, slightly quivered in making this last reply,
*“ They are grown up, I suppose ?”” he continued. o
“No. The girl is about thirteen, or thereabouts, and the boy

not gver nine years of age.” %
+ *Indeed ! So young! Are they with thein mother 77 -
Altemas shook his head. - o R
Th\? manAwhcf was interrogating him, saw that his questions were
throwing the mind of the unhappy drunkard back upon a subject

. that could not’ be fhought of without pain, and, it was -evident,

’

more or less disturbance of mind. _All this he hoped would prove

~salutary, e was one-of those who never despaited of a drunk-

ard. He had been one himself, and was now reformed. ‘- He had

~ seen hundreds reformed as debased and besotted as the individual

before him.  He had assisted in the reform of very many, and he -
hop_ed to reform the poor: wretéh who had fallen into.his hands, :
- “Is their mother living?”” he next asked. B -

A shake of the head was the reply to this question also..

“ Where are your children, my friend ?” .

.- 28 '
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¢« God knows ! for I don’t,” he said with visible emotion.

“You left them with fuends, I suppose?”

“ For Heaven’s sake ! ask me no more questlons,
mas, turning partly away. E

¢ Pardon me !”" mildly answered the tailor, * I naturally felt-
interested in yous for, there was a time when T was 'as much
-cursed by a craving appetite for liguor as you are now.’

“You?” said Altemas, speaking with much apparent sur-
prise.

. % Yes, my friend. Three years ago I was as you are NOW. .
My children were scattered ; my wife was almost broken-hearted,
and I was a miserable; debased, unhappy wretch.. Bat I was
saved, and so may you be,” -

~«Me? No—that is impossible! Iam lost! If I could not
reform years ago, when I tried hard and prayed esrnestly for
strength, how can I be reformed now ?  No—no. The sooner I
amn dead the better! It is no use for me to try.”
¢ “Bo I said, over and over again; and yet you see me a
reformed, a prosperous, and a- happy man to-day, just what you
may be.  Think of your children, and for ‘their sakes, my friend,
make one more effort ; and if you make it in the way I made 1t
you must, you will succéed !’

< How.did you make it?” .

“] joined the Washmutomans, under the total abstmenca
pledge. And since that, the Sons of Temperance.”

 Became a tetotaler!” said Altemas, with a’slight, involun~
tary expression of contempt

“Yes, thank God!” warmly:replied the tallor © And that
is what you must become. * That will save you ; but nothing else
will. Unless you take this pledge, Jou will die a drankard’s
death, and fill 2 drunkard’s grave.
trembling from head ts foot. We will talk no more about this
now. That fall has hurt yop a good deal.
lie down for a while, until you recover ﬂ)urself
take you up a bowl r)f' strong coffee to refresh you.”

“You are very kind,” sald Altemas.

It was a long time since he had heard a kind or sympathizing
word.. Accepting the tailor’s invitation, he went.up stairs and
lay down upon an old sofa. A bowl of coffee was brought to
him which he drank eagerly.

said Alte-

But you look pale, and are

Come up stairs and .
Vly wife will

‘He then fell off to sleep and slept

"

f

 there is life there i is hope.
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for two or three hours.‘
the room with him.

“ You feel better, I hope 2 said this d1smterested fnend as

When he awoke; he found the 'tailor' in

" Altemas rose up from his recumbent position.

“ A little better, I thank you; but I am terribly dry Have
you any water ?”’

A pitcher of cool wafer was brought. Half of its contents.

" ‘were emptied at a draught.

“ Will you have a cap of coffee and somethmg to eat ?” was .
now asked. : i :

“If you please But I am sorry to give so much tronble.”

“ All this is no trouble to us, but a pleasure. If we can do -
“you-good, that will douhly reward us.”’.

Coffee and food were brought. Altemas eat, and Wondeled 7
He could not understand why such interest should be taken in a
miserable outeast like himself. The act; and the mauner of the
act, touched, him a good deal. After he had eaten and felt re-

'freshed the tailor drew flom him, little by little, a history of his . -

life. This brought back the drunkard’s better feelings. He
thought of his ch1ldren, and how he had f'orsaken them, and left

. them among strangershyoung, helpless, and: fmendless. Bitterly
did his heart smite him for this cruel act of - desertion.

For their -
sakes, the desire for. reform took possession of him.

¢ Oh! If there was any hope! But there is none. I .am
too far gone,” he said mournfully.

“ No man was ever too:far gone for: that until dead. Whller
As sure as there is'a Giod in heaven
who pities our weakness, and helps us when we call- upon him
and strive, at the same time, to overcome our evils, you may re-
form. Are you wx]hng to try ?77

% Oh, yes.”. )

“Will you try in the way 1 dlrect e

“Yes. Ouly point me out the way, and I will seek to walk
init” ‘ 7

“You have never s1gned a pledge 77
«“ No,” -
“ Nor tried total abstmence 27
_N NO 2
“Be of good cheer, my unhappy fuendl All will yet be well.-
In the pledge signed by your own hand, in association with those



-

452 THE LOST CHILDREN.

who have themselves been reformed, you will find a power all-
sufficient to sustain you. To-night there is a meeting of onr
association of reformed men. Will you go with me, sign the
pledge, and be a free and happy man? o : :

Altemas glanced down at his ragged and dirty garments.

¢ cannot go any where among decent men in these.”

«Tf you wish to sign the pledge, if you are really in earnest
in this matter, as I trust you are, I will provide you with better

' elothes. [ have some old garments that I have laid aside that
ave mnuch better than the ones you have, and you shall be wel-
come to them.” .

This additional act of kindness touched Altemas deeply. He
was really more sober than he had been for months, and could
think and feel clearer and more acutely.

« Heaven knows I am in earnest,” he said. ¢ Oh, if X could
but be a man again, and undo some of the wrong that I have
done 1" '

¢ The way is all plain before you, m¥ friend. Enter and walk
in it steadily to the end,” replied the tailor.

Altemas was supplied with water to cleanse himself’; with a
clean shirt ; a very good pair of pantaloons; an old vest, and a
coat partly worn. After washing and dressing himself, he, came
down _stairs, looking so different from what he had done a short
time before, that the tailor could not help an exclamation of sur-
prise. Mr. Altemas enquired where the meeting was to be held,
saying, at the same time, that he would certainly attend and sign
the pledge. .

* % You must stay and take supper with me,” replied the tailor
to this, “ and then I will go with you to the meeting. Where
are you staying ?”’ ,

« Alas, my good friend, I have really no home. I am an out-
cast. I have fallen very low.” _

¢ Then you must return and stay at my house to-night. To-
morrow we will try to get you something to do, and you can then
enter regularly at a good temperance boarding-house, to the keep-
er of which I will introduce you.”

This was so unexpected to Altemas, that it quite overcame
him» . :

When night came, he went gladly to the tempegance ‘meeting.

Half a dozen experiences were related, so nearly resembling his
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own, that he listened in amazement and tock hope. When the
nvitations to sign the pledge were given, he was among the first
to subscribe his name to that instrument. At the close of the
meeting he went back with the tailor, and remained at his hotse
for two days, when a Situation as clerk in a wholesale grocery
store, kept by a Son of Temperance, was obtained for him. The
salary wag eight dollars a week. : '
_Henry Altemas, now clothed and in bis right mind, bethonght

~ himself at once of his children. e wrote to Mrs. Walton about

them, and waited with anxiety and impatience for an answer.
Six weeks, more than time to hear from New York, elapsed, but
no reply came to his letter. He wrote again, promising to send
money the moment he heard from her ; but the same silence was

. the result. 'The more he thought about his children, and - the

longer he was in suspense abont them, the more anxious did he

becomes He wext wrote to an old friend, and from him received .
for answer, that he had enquired at the number in Division-street

which he had named, and learned that Mrs. Walton had been

dead for more than a year, and that no one in the house knew

any thing about his children. ‘ E

Tt was three months from the time he received this intelligence,
before the unhappy father, who had remained faithful to his
pledge, could save from his small salary enough money to take
him to New York, and bring him back with his children, Then,
with seventy-five dollars in his pocket, he took passage in a boat
for Wheeling, as a deck passenger, in order to go in the cheapest
possible way, so that he might not exhaust the small sum he had
with him before his return. -

On arriving in New York, Mr. Altemas so'ught but in vain, to
learn something of his children. Mrs. Walton was dead, and no
one that he could find knew any thing about her. After remain-
ing in New York for a week, ddring which time his fruitless
search was continufad, he advertised for infermation in regard to
his children. On the second day after this advertisement. was_

~ published, a young woman, whose appearance was that of a do-

mestic, called upon Mr. Altemas, and informed him'that she had
lived with Mrs. Walton as a chamber-maid at the time his two
children were there ; and that Alice had been put out as a child’s
nurse to a Mrs, Gordon near by where Mrs. Walton lived, while

Henry was sent to the Farm School. She described quite yividly
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the affliction of Alice when she discovered that her brother had = :

been sent away. :

« Oh, sir! It was a cruel sight,”” she said. « A cruel sight;
and it made my heart ache. I spoke out my mind plainly
enough to Mrs. Walton; I could n’t help it ; and it lost me my
place ; but I did n’t care for that.”

After takmw the number of the house at which Hannah, whom -
the reader has recoom/ed lived, Mr. Altemas hurried off to find

Mrs. Gordon. Buta family by another name lived in thé house.
On referring to the Directory, he found many * Gordons”
named. A whole day was spent in running from one of these to
" the other, At last, to his oft-repeated enqmry——aftm seeing the

lady of the house at which he called, and for whom he always‘

asked-—

“ Does a little girl named Alice live with ‘you ?” he received

“for answer—

¢« A child by that name did live with me nearly two years acro H
but she went off one day, and I have never heard of her since.”

% Had she a little brother in the Farm School 27 enquired Mr.
Altemas,

“Yes, siv.”

“ Do you know any thing of him ?”’

¢ No, sir, nothing at all.”

« And you have heard nothing of Alice since she left.”

“ No sir.” .

¢ Have you no idea Where she has gone 7”7

« None in the least, sit.’ ' '

Mr. Altemas tumcd away dreadfully d1sappomted Without a
moment’s further delay, he started for the Long Island Farms.

On arriving there, he asked if they had a boy in the institution

named Henry Altemas; but was answered in the negative.

« You must have, sarely ! 7" he said, showing 2 good deal of
agltatlon., . :

« No, sir, I believe not,” was replied. -

¢ But the boy I speak of certainly did come here.”

“ When ?*

“ About two years ago.”

“In what month ? 7

Mr. Altemas thought for a moment, and - then named the
month, as near as he could.
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- The records of the institution were examined.
“ Yes, sir, a lad by that name was sent here at the time you
mention. But I find it recorded, that he escaped from the school

* and was never brought back.”

"¢ Strange ! ?? said the father. ¢ Is that all the-intelligence you

can give me about him ?¥ :

“ Hvery word, sii,”’

“ Was no search made for him ?

« Every possible effort, I preaume, was made to recover him.
Such is always the case. But it seems that it was of no avail.””

Heart-sick and distressed was the unhappy father, as he turned
away, and went back to the city, almost hopeless of ﬁndlncr his
children. What they had suffered since he left them to the tender
mercies of strangers, he knew not. But that they had suffered
severely, and might, if alive, be still suffering, he felt, must, too
surely, be the case. What to do, or which way to turn himself,
he knew not. Advertisements were renewed, and papers out of
the city requested to copy them as an act of humanity. Weeks
passed,-but no intelligence of the lost ones came. '

The reader will remomber the interview between Mr. Gordon
and his wife about Alice, and how, for the tlme—bemg, the good
intentions of fhe former were overraled.by the imperions spirit of
the latter. Several weeks e]apsed during which time there .
were few days in which Mr. Gordon did not think of the suffer-’
‘ing child that was an . inmate of his house, with feelingd of pain.
One morning he sat in the breakfast room, reading the newspaper,
when Alice came in- with the baby which she had just received
from its mother, and-'sat down near him with the infant in- Ter
arms. Mr. Gordon’ glanced over the-edge of his paper, and let
his eyes rest uponi her face. Itslook of pain and sadness touched
his féelings as it had often done’ bef’ore From his very heari he
_pitied hcr While looking at” her; he- ‘noticed that her breast
heaved with a slight convulswe emotlon, and then a faint sigh
stole upon his ear. '

«J can stand this no longer,” he sa1d to himself; as he drew
the newspaper before his eyes, and mused for some morhents.

B Ahcé ” he at length sald letting the newspaper fall in-his

Iap.
" The child looked up at him quickly.
« Alice, has no one yet told you where your brother is?”
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¢ Nosir,”” she replied, in a low voice, but with an eager expres-
sion of countenance.

¢ Then I will tell you; but I do not wish you to say to any
one that I did so. Your brother is at the Farm School.”

“ Where 27

# At the Farm School on Long Is]and ” 2

¢ What is that ? 7 i

In a few words Mr. Gordon exp]amed to Alice the nature of
the institution, which was for the reception and education of des-
titute young children. He also told her that it was located about
five miles above Williamsburg, on the East River.

“Can’t I go and see Henry?” enquired Alice, trembling

with the eager desire with which she was instantly seized.

¢ T believe Mrs. Gordon thinks your brother will be much hap~
pier if he does not see you. If you should go where he is, he
would want to come away with you, and you know that could
rot be. He is well treated, and I am sure must be quite content-
ed by this time.”

“Oh no, sir! He can’t be contented without seeing me.

Won't you take me to see him? Oh! if he should get sick and

die!”

The voice of Alice faltered, and her eyes ﬁiled with tears. Mr.,
Gordon felt deeply for the poor child.

“ You must be patient for a little while longer, Alice !”” ha
said, kindly.\ ¢ I have told you where he is, and now your heart

can be at rest on that subject. It will not be long, I hope, before

Mrs. Gordon will think it right to let you go and see your broth-
er. But, until that time, you must try to be as patient as you
can.” '

The entrance of Mrs. Gordon closed this interview with a
grateful look from the tearful eyes of Alice. All day long the
little girl mused upon what Mr. Gordon had told her: and dur-
ing most of the night that followed she lay awake thinking about
her brother. So intense became her desire to see him, that on
the next day, while the family were at dinner, she quietly left
the house, and ran as fast as her feet would carry her to the
Williamsburg ferry. When her father went away he gave her a
few coins, which she put in a little purse, her mother’s present ;
this money she had never spent. It was now of @ise to her, for

she could pay her fare across the river. On arriving at Wil

AL
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~ liamsburg, Alice asked a man on the dock to tell her the way to

the Long Island Farms. Ho said they were a long distance up
the rivet—some four ot five miles. The man spoke short and
roughly, and the child shrunk away from him. She felt afraid
to ask any one else. Making her way out of Williamsburg as

“quiakly as she possibly could, Alice took the river shore, and
- commenced her long and weary journey, with the hot sun blazing
~ down uipon her.  She had not gone far before she felt frightened

at being thus alone, away from houses and - people. But the

* thought 'of her brother restored her courage, and she pressed on

with eager footsteps.” It was two hours before she reached the
Farms. When she applied for admission, she was told that she

" ¢ould not come in, unless she had an order from the office of the

Alms-House Commissioner in New York. This, to the poor
child, whose heart was yearning to see her brother, was more
than she could bear. She covered her face with her hands, and

"léaning against the gate, sobbed and wept bitterly! The per-

son to whom she had applied, was touched at this exhibition of
her sorrow.

“ What do you want to come in for, my little girl?” he asked
in a kind voice.

¢ 7 want to see my brother I—Ienry,” she replied, Iookmor up
with tearful eyes.

¢ What is his name besides Henry [

"« Henry Altemas.”

< Has he been long here ? 7

“.0Oh no, sir! They carried him off when I was away, and
nobody would tell me where he was, I/did n’t know until yes-
terday ; and I’ye walked all the way out to see him, If I go

~ back, they won’t let me come again, I know. Oh,sir! do let

m¢ see my little brother Henry! It won’t make him unhappy,
I know it won’t.”"

The man was touched still further by the deep tenderness ex-
pressed in the child’s face, and the earnest, pleading pathos of

" her voice. He told -her to wait a little while and he would go

and see the Superintendent. .On consulting with this individual,
be said the little girl could n’t come in without a permit. He
went, however, to see her at the gate. Her manner quickly

" overcame his objections, and he yielded to his feelings and broke

the rule by admitting her. Taking her by the hand, he led her
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- into a room where were about twenty small children. They al}
looked up with countenances of interest, but one of them gave a
ery of joy, and starting forward, was almost instantly in the
arms of Alice, clinging around her tieck, and almost devouring
her with kisses, while tears gushed from his eyes. Alice was so

- overcome, that she tottered back, and sunlk upon a bench, still
holding on to her brother, and laying her face down and pressing

it upon his wet' cheeks. The Superintendent turned away to

conceal his emotion. His kind feelings prompted him to remove

the two children into a room by themselves, where they were left .

for a while alone.

About an hour after Alice came, he went into the room where
he Lad left her, and found Henry lying asleep in her arms. The
child aroused up on his entrance, and Alice drew her arms more
closely around him. '

“Well, Alice,” he said—< I believe you told me that was
your name—is n't it time for you to go back to the city 27

Henry began to cry at this; and Alice lifted her large blue
eyes to the face of the Superintendent, with a look of pleading
distress. ‘

““You can’t stay here, you know, Alice,” he said. “ We [t

you in, even against the rule, to see your brother, and you must
go back now, or we can never let you come in again.”

* Oh, do n’t go "way Alice! Don’t go “way!” cried Henry,
shrinking closer to his sister. Stay here with me.” And the
child trembled with the fear of being again separated from her.

"The Superintendent found himself in 2 dilemma. It grieved
him to do vielence to the feelings of the children, but his duty
was plain in the case. Tt was out of the question for Alice to
remain there. -Sitting down beside them, he asked the oldest of
the two many questions, and learned from her the cruel manner
in which her brother had been separated from her, and her ignor-
ance of where he was until the day previons. After half an
hour’s reflection, he told her she might stay until the morning, if
she would promise then to leave her byother and return to the

city without opposition. She promised, but the Superintendent’

saw that it was not from the heart, and that he should find it

' hard, even in the morning, to separate the children.
That night Alice slept again in the same room with Henry, or,
rather lay awake through most of the night thinking about their

L]
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separation in the morning. The thought of it was dreadful to
her. She fell asleep late, and awoke some hours afterwards,
aroused ‘from her stamber by a dream that her brother had been
taken "away from her! ‘She went quickly to his bed, and passed
her hand over it. He was there. Back to her own couch ‘she
stole, and ‘lay- now wide awake, thinking about the morning.
Suddenly the thought of trying: to get Henrj' away came into
her mind, and caused her heart to flutter, She arose and went

. to the window. The moon was shining. . She could see the way

she came, and the wish that she were beyond the fence of the
institution, with her little brother, even in the night, took pos-
session of her. = After looking forth, and thinking about this for
many minutes, she went up to Henry’s bed, and shook. him sev..

. eral times. This awakened him. After he clearly understood

where he was, and that his sister was with him, Alice asked him
if he would not get up and go away with her. He unhesitating-
Iy replied that he would. o S
*“Can you find your way down stairs ?7? '
“Yes,” he replied. _ : ’ o
“* After you ave in the yard, can you get out?» |
- Henry said that heconld. There was no more doubt nor heg-
ftation on the part of Alice. She dressed herself silently and
quickly, and then assisted Henry on with his clothes. When
they. were ready, they went down in thejy bare foet, and ‘opened
the door, and succeeded jn making their escape from the prem-
ises without alarming any one. . Swiftly as their flying feet
would carry them, did the little fagitives hurry to the river side,
and take their way towards New York along its winding shore.
The hope of escape extinguished all their natural timidity. They
felt not that it was night, gloomy night ; they ohly felt eager to
get far away from all successful pursuit. It was day-light when
they reached Williamsburg, Millk wagons and market wagons
were crowding upon the ferry-boat, that was just about leaving
the wharf. The children passed on board, not, however, with-
out a remark from the ferryman that it was rather early for such

- little folks as them to be abroad. Alice was frightened ; but the

man made no attempt to detain them. :

As soon as they landed in New York, Alice struck directly
across the city with her brother, for one of the forries. Tha
unusual circumstances in which she was placed, made her
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. ) ) : t
thonghtful and sagacious beyond her years. It occurred to her

that search would be less likely to be made for them in the
direction she was taking ‘than it would be in any other, and this
was the reason why she started direct for New Jersey. In
crossing the city, she reached, first, the Jersey city ferry, With-
out a moment’s hesitation, she stepped on board of the boat with
Henry. Her heart did not beat easy until after the boat had
moved out from the slip, and was rapidly leaving the city.
Then she sat down, with Henry by her side, and, for the first
time, the question as to where they were to go, and what they
were to de? arose in her mind. She had abouta dollar and a
half in her purse. This she knew would buy them food for the
day, and might procure them lodgings for the night ; but she did
not know how that would be. She dreaded, lest when' night
came, and they asked for Jodgings, they would be taken and sent

" back to New York. These thoughts troubled Alice, as the boat -

‘bore them rapidly away from the city.

- Tt was ten o’clock when they reached Newark. Alice bought
a few cakes for Flenry at a shop, and then they made their way
into the country by the first avenue that opened before them.
Alice eat nothing. She had no'desire for food. They walked
at a quick pace, along an unsheltered road, with the sun shining
hot upon their heads. By noon, Henry was tired and thirsty,

-and complained. that his feet hurt him. “Alice tried to urge him

on, but the little fellow was worn out with fatigue, and oppressed
with the heat. A short distance from the road was a small clus-
ter of trees; tow ards these they directed their steps. The grass
was high and soft beneath them, and a cool stream of water
murmured xnear at hand. Alice bathed her own and her
brother’s feet in this stream, and then sat down in the pleasant
shade, with Henry’s head in her lap. In ‘ten minutes both were
sound asleep.

How long they slept Alice did not know, but when she awoke,
the sun had sunk much lower in the sky, and the shadows that
lay close around the trees had stretched far away from them.

 Henry still slumbered heavily, and it took her some time fo -

arouse him., After she had bathed her-own and her brother’s
face in" the cool stream that sparkled';é:l_ogg by, they both felt
greatly refreshed and again proceeded on their way. But
whither they were going they knew not. They were abroad in
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- the wide world without a home, and in fleeing from certain ev1ls,

willing to encounter whatever might be before them as easxer to
be endured than separation. - :

Many weary miles were trodden by their young feet, and many
farin houses and dwellings by the road-side passed, before the sun
touched the red horlzon in the west. They had not tasted food
since they left Newark and feared to ask for it at any of the
houses lest quest:ons should be put to them that it would be diffi-
cult for them to answer.

A pleasant house stood near the road-side ; a.nd children were
Playing around the door. Through the windows, as they passed:
wearily along, Alice saw the mothel busily preparing the evening .
meal, while the father sat looking out upan his happy little ones,
whose voices were ringing in music upon the air. The sun had
left the sky, and the quiet of eventide was falling upon the bosom
of nature. A loneliness such as she had not before experienced,

~and a feeling of heIpIessness fell upon the heart of Alice. She

paused involuntarily and looked WlstfuI]y at the group of chil-
dren, but recollecting herself, she moved on again, and entering
a deep valley densely shaded by trees, soon lost sight of this
attractive spot. Loneliness now changed to sadness,. The thick

- wood madé night seem even more rapidly approachmg than it

really ‘was. Henry shrunk closer to  her side, and asked,
nxiously, :

“ Where are we going, Alice? Where will we sleep - to-
:mght v

“We will ask them to Jet us sleep at the next house,” Ahce
replied.

“ Wouldn’t they let us sleep there?” meaning the dwelling
they had just passed. .

“Y don’t know, but they will at the next house we come to, I

“am sure. Let us walk faster; it is gettmg dark.”

The children gquickened their pace in order to get through the
gloomy woods ; but the further they advanced, the darker and
gloomier it became, and no opening appeared ahead g
- “Osister! it is o dark ! said. Henry, dra.wmg still closer to
Alice,
~ “It will be light soon. We shall be through the woods in a
little while,” Alice replied in an encouracvmg voice, while her
own heart was sinking,
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But the darkness continued to gather gloomily around them,
and the woods to become denser and denser.
4 Let us go back Alice said, stopping suddenly « Perhaps
they will let ns stay all night Whele we saw the children.”
“ Oh yesr let us go back ” quickly answered Henry. “I’m
* afraid here.” '
As hastlly as they had been moving, forward did the children

now retrace thejr steps, but night had fallen upon ‘them —the °

- moon had not yet risen, and they were nearly an hour’s walk

" from the habitation. they sought. They had retraced not over. ,
half the distance, when Hemy, overcomé by wearmess and fear,

began to cry. Alioe tried in vain to soothe him ; but was unable,
He stopped, and burying his face in the folds of her dress, refused
to go any farther. Persunasion, entrea,ty, and every mdneement
Alice could hold out, were in vain. The child seemed to have
lost all thought in fatigue and alarm.

Alice had stood for nearly five minutes endeavoring to pacify

Henry and get him to walk on, when the sound of horses’ feet
and the rumbling of wagon wheels reached her ears above the
mournful cryinc of her brother

“For mercy’s sake! what ‘are you doing 11ere'? and who are
you?” she heard a moment. after, uttered by a woman’s voice, as
the wagon stopped close to whcre she was standing.

Never had a more welcome sound reached the ears of the

frightened children. Henry's cries instantly ceased.
 “We want some place to sleep to-night,” said Alice. * Won’t
you give us some place to sleep until morning ?”* B

% Bless ns[—Children I—Wlo are yon ? Are you lost ? ”

Alice marmured “ Yes,” in a low voice. :

“ Where do you live? ” said the woman, who was alone, in a
small light wagon.

“ We’ve got no home,” replied Alice in a sad voice.

“No home! Bless me! Lost here at night, in this lonesome
pla\.ce1 Come up, quick, into my wagon. I’H try and find you
a place to sleep. Strange!”’ '

The children needed no second invitation. Alicelifted up her
brother, and then got in herself,

“ What is your name, child?”* asked the woman, kindly, a3
she pulled the rein and her horse started on again at a light trot.

“ Alice.”” '
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¢ Alice what ?”
« Alice Altemas.”
¢« Where do you live ?”
.« Father went away and left my brother and me in New York
& good w}ule ago, and has not-come back since.. 'We don’t know

- where he is.

“ Where is your mother ?*"
¢« Bhe is dead.”
¢ Ts there nobody to take care of you?”
% No ma’am.’ _ -
I Why did you leave New York ?” '
These rapid qi:estions embarrassed Alice, .She did not wish to
evade the trith, and she feared. to answer directly lest she should

‘be sent, back to New York, and her brother to the Farms School.

To the woman’s last ifiterrogation she was, therefore, silent ; and
also, to two-or three others that followed which she felt she dare
not answer by telling the truth.’

After riding along the main road for about half a mile, the
woman turned her horse down a lane, Whlch, in' about ten |
minutes brought them to a small house. Here she drew the rein
and the wagon stopped. Henry was, by this time, fast asleep.
The woman got down, and llfted out the sleeping child tenderly,‘
saying as she did so— ' ‘

“ Poor little fellow ! He’s fergot all his troubles.” Alice fol-
lowed quickly, and then they entered the house, the door of
which was opened by a stout girl.

¢ Tell John to put the horse away and then do yoh. bring in
supper,” the'woman said to the girl as she passed her. Henry
was taken into a room adjoining the one into which they had en-
iered, and laid on a bed. He still slept soundly.

The lighted candles which were upon the supper table gave.
both Ahce and the woman an opportunity. to observé each other,
and their eyes met in an earnest’ look as the latter returned from.
the next room. There was something in the - woman’s face that
instantly gave confidence to the heart of Alice, and there was
somethmg in' the face of Alice'that warmed the woman’s feelmo-s
towards her.

Mrs. Belding, who had come across the children so opportune—
Iy, was a kind-hearted widow, who lived on a small place, which
she owned, about twelve miles from Newark: She had been the
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mother of;. three children, all now dead. One of them, a girl,
died when about the age of Alice, and a little boy had been

- taken from her when just as old as Henry. The other died when

a babe. The moment she saw the face of Alice, she was remind-
ed of her lost daughter. Their eyes, complexion, and cast of
features were the same, o .

“If these children have, indeed, no home and no mother,”
she said in her heart, ¢ this shall be their home, and I will be
théir mother.”

“ Come dear,” she said kindly to Alice, about five minutes
after they had come in, and after the tea had bBeen placed npon
the table. ¢ Come, sit up, and get some supper. We won't
wake your brother, for I expect sleep is better to him than food.”

This was spoke so encquragingly, and with something so warm
in her voice, that Alice, who had felt but Little inclination for
food, experienced an almost instant return of appetite. She
drew her chair to the table, and partook of a hearty meal. Mrs.
Belding forbore asking her any more questions. Soon after tea she
showed her into a room where Henry was Iying upon a bed, and
told her that she could sleep there for the night.

On the next morning, Alice, who felt an instinctive confidence
in Mrs. Belding, related to her, freely, everything that had oc-
curred since the death of her mother. The excellent woman to
whom this artless relation was made, could not refrain from tears.

“ My dear child,” she said, with much tenderness, when she
had concluded, “I know that all you have told me is trne. Do
not be afraid ; I will not take you back to New York; Henry

shall not be separated from you ; this shall be your home; I will

be your mother.” o
Alice Jooked into Mrs. Belding’s face with a wondering coun-

tenance, and Henry left his sister’s side and went and leaned

against her.’ .
“ Do you think you would like to live here?” the excellent
woman asked, as she took the little boy’s hand in hers.
% Oh, yes, ma’am,” he replied.
“If I am good to you, will you mind all I say to you?
“Yes ma'am, I will always mind you.” '
I am sure you will,” and she laid her hand gently upon his
head, ok Co
Alice was overcome and wept freely.

»”
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' And you will be like my own daughter to me, I know,” sud
Mrs, Belding, looking into the face of Alice. -
% Ok ma’am! I will do everything for you,” feplied Alice,
the tears still streaming down her face. .
And the child not only meant what she said, but. she strove in
every way to redeem her promise. Her little hands were busied

* from morning until night in trying to do what would be useful to

-

Mrs. Belding, who grew more and more attached to her every
day, and, in a short time, loved her almost as tenderly as she had
loved her own child. : o ,

In this* pleasant home, with nothing to ‘trouble her mind but
the thought of her father, Alice lived for two years with her
brother. Mrs, Belding treated them ‘as if they were her own
children. No search that was made for them, ever extended into
her neighborhood, and no one ever intruded upon them in their
happy retreat, for none cared for them.

One day, Mrs. Belding came home from Newark, looking
quite sober. She retired into her room, and fastening the door,
sat down, and drawing a paper from her pocket, read over slowly
an advertisement it contained, which, was the cause of her dis-
turbed state of mind. The advertisement ran thus :—. '

“ Between two and three years ago, the subscriber went South,
and left his two children, Alice about eleven, and Henry seven
years of age; in the care of a woran *named Mrs. Walton, who
kept a boarding house at No. — Division street. Circumstances,

not necessary to relate, prevented ‘him from returning to New

York until the present time. During the whole period of his
absence, he did not once hear from his children. Now, he finds,

that within a short time after he left the city, his little boy was

sent to theFarm School on Long Island, and his daughter put
out to service, and that his daughter went away from her place
and succeeded in getting her brother from the Farm School with-

~out the knowledge of the Superintendent. Since that time all

trace of them has been lost. Any information in regard to them
will be most thankfully reccived at the Hotel, by

“ HENRY ALTEMAS.”

After reading. this over, Mrs. Bleldi_ng sat and rﬁused for a lozég .
+ 29

.
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time. ‘Then she seemed to have come to a fixed conclusion, for
she rose up, saying in & firm voice, as she did so: .

« They are his children, and I have no right to keep them.
They must be restored to their father. I have had my reward
for all T have done. -But it will be hard to give them up.”

The money of Mr. Altemas being nearly exhausted, and more
than .double the time for which he had obtained leave of absence
from his employer having expired, while all search for and effort

1o obtain his children had proved fruitless, he found himself com-

pelled to return back to the South. He had tried to get employ-
ment in New York, in order to remain there, and continue the
search for Alice and Henry, but was unsuccessful in this, There
was nothing left for him but to go back, earn some more money,
and then come on and make new efforts to discover his children.
He had packed his trunk and was waiting gloomily, for the
hour to arrive at which the cars were to start for the South, his
mind filled with self-upbraidings and bitterness for the consequen-
ces that had followed his career of folly, when there was 2 knock
at his room door. Supposing that it was the porter for his bag-
gage, he called out for him to “come in.” The door opened,

but he did not turn to look at the man, merely remarking in a |

low volce— :

« There it is, William. I will be down to the boat in a little

while.”

¢ Father ! ” said a lowatremulouns voice. '

Altemas sprang to his feet with a sudden bound. An instant,
and his two children were in his arms, while his heart was almost
bursting with tumultuous joy.

-

;

In a few, plain words, we will give the rest. Mrsg Belding, a
true-hearted woman as ever breathed, much as she loved the
children, and pleasant as they had made her home, could not
withhold them from their father. Tt cost her a severe struggle,
but she did her duty, and immediately restored them. Mr. Alte-
temas deferred returning to the South for a week, and, at the
solicitation of Mrs. Belding, paid her a short visit with Alice and
Henry. As he was leaving the cars at Newark, an old friend
touched him on the shoulder, and ten minutes’ conversation fol-"

Towed, during which Altemas briefly related what the reader

'
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knows of his reform, and the recovery of his children. ‘The old
friend, an active Son of Temperance, was engaged in manufac- .
turing in Newark, and it so happened, had Jjust lost his clerk,
He offered Altemas the place at seven hundred dollars a’year.
It was gladly accepted, . . o
A few years have passed, Altemas holds the situation still,
and his children remain with the excellent Mus. Belding—now
Mrs. Altemas—where they are very happy to see their father
three or four times a week, as he returns home from the labors of

~ the day, to find, in' the smiles of an affectionate wifs and the

?aresses'of grateful children, the ‘ample recompense of a life of
industry and sobriety. | '



OUR CHILDREN: HOW SHALL
. WE SAVE THEM?

CHAPTER 1.

Two beautiful children were playing on the floor in an elegantly
furnished apartment,—one, 2 girl scarcely past her fifth summits',
and the other, a sunny-haired boy, younger by at lea.ts.t tW(;l .{;a n.
A living picture of happy innocence were these: sportive chi 1'1;:&;‘
No wonder that, ever and anon, the mothe-r s eyes were I \
from the book she was reading, and fixed with a loving earnest-

ness npon them ; nor, that, resting the volume in her lap, she

murmured to herself—
"« Precious ones!” .
And remained gazing at them for . .
ing her, the children left their play, and, as if drawn to her. fllda
by the invisible power of her love, came and leaned upon her,

and looked up tenderly i
children bounded away,
motions with her eyes, lifted
ing. But, it was not long

hands, and, with a sigh so fa : ‘ .
I:anne(i slig,htly forward and became lost in reverie. While she

thus sat, the door opened, and 2 man, just in the fprlmih(;ff;;f:;
entered the room. Instantly the c'hlldrep sprang from foor
with cries. of pleasure, and a gmile wént wreathing ove
>
mé:Vhie‘:‘lls}f‘icz;)y on one knee and his little. girl on t{leg other, the
man sat down close beside his wife, and sald,.tender y.—- -
T thought you looked sober, as 1 came in, Ellen ; or‘ '

many minutes, until, observ-

and the mother, after following their
her book again and commenced read-
before the volume drooped in her

only my fancy? i

«T don’t know that it was all fancy,” returned the wife, with

& quiet smile.

C(468)

n her face. Receiving each a kiss, the

int that it was scarcely audible, she
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« Why should you be sober or thoughtful, dear? Have we
notall that heart can wish? With. sunny faces like these around
you, how can a shadow fall- upon your spirits ? ”

“T could not ask a change for the present, Edward. My cup
is full. It is from the uncertain future that a shadow comes.”

¢ The present only is ours. Let us be wise and enjoy the bless-
ings it-scatters about our feet.” . .

¢ If these dear children could only remain as.they are, innocent
and happy, no thoughts would come to disturb the quiet of my
heart.  But that is not to be. Ah, Edward! To think of care
and sorrow weighing down this head ”’—and the mother laid her
small white hand among the curls that clustered about the head
of her boy— or evil affections finding a home in this dear child’s
heart! I can not tell you how sad the thought. sometimes make’
me feel.” _ : '

 «“But how vain all this is; dear. We cannot know the future.
All are not oppressed with care or sorrow—all hearts are not
filled with evil—why, then, should such things be feared for our
children? Surely, their promise is fair ! ”’ _ ;

¢ Few, pérhaps, have so fair a promise,” said the wife. ¢ But,
where we can know nothing certain, the heart will, at times, feel
the pressure of a doubt.” : -

Just at that moment the bell announced dinner, and it turned
their thoughts from the sober train into which they had fallen.

- The parties here introduced were a wealthy merchant named
Greenfield, his young wife; and. their two beautiful children, M.
Greenfield had married at the age of thirty-two, after having
lived for ten or twelve years a life of pleasure and sensual grati-

-fication. Few men of his age had been through so much gayety

and dissipation, and yet showed it as little ; and there was none,
except his wife, who knew that a single evil, of the many in-
dulged in earlier years, had fixed itself upon him as a habit; and

- even she did not realize, in anything like an adequate sense, the

consequences likely to flow from this.habit, which showed itself,
at times, in a too free use of intoxicating drinks.

Accustomed to’take wine and spirits from youth upward, Mr.
Greenfield’s physical system gradually accommodated itself to the
extra stimulant it was compelled to bear, and seemed not to be

| - in the least'injuriously affected by it. But this was only an ap=

pearance. Undreamed of by the young man, a morbid change

* 5
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was-taking place, and a habit forming itself, which, ere long, was
to become in him a ¢ second nature,” and b(..al him onward
as a stream -bears the boat that is launched upon its surface:
Long before his marriage, the impulses of this second nature >’
were felt ; but not in a way to create any doubt or alarm in hxs
mind. On:convivial occasions, and at ¢ wine parties,” he some-
times indulged in drinking, until reason’s light grew dim, and the
senses lost their nice discrimination. But, saving a slight feeling
of mortification, and a resolve to be more guarded in future, such
occurrences did not produce any serious effcct upon his mmd

At the age of twenty-five, Mr. Greenfield succeeded to a large
and well-based mercantile business, which he continued with
something . of the intelligence, energy and industry that distin~
guished 1115 father, who had founded it and built thereon a hand-
" some fortune. Inhemtnw a love of accumulation, and inspired
by an ambition to be among the wealthiest, he devoted himself
to the duties of his counting-room, during the hours of business,
with untiring assiduity. But, when he Teft the atmosphere of
trade, he entered that of pleqsm e, and sensualized his mind to a
decrlee that would have startled him, had an image thereof been
clearly reflected back upon bis perceptions.

This life he led until the age of thirty-two, when he was urited
to.a young and beautiful glrl the daughter of a merchant whose
wealth: quadrupled his.own. Not solely by external considerations
were: the parties to this union influenced.. A puler and stronger

attraction drew them towards each other; and in Jommo thelr'

hands: at the altar, their hearts acknowledged a deep and. holy
affection. And she who whispered her maiden vows was worthy
of hislove. A great change took place in Greenfield about the:
time he entered into 4 marriage engagement. Gay company. was
abandoned for the society of his betrothed ; and youthfal follies

and: vices no longer indulged, with the single exception of” spirit.

and wine drmlsmg, which e looked upon as nothing evil.

Tenderly did Mr. Greenfield love the gentle creature e had.
‘Lakeu to his bosom ; and when sweet children blessed thelr umon,.

that love became a ‘deeper and purer passion.

It is. 1mpossnble for any one to passa long period in sensual
indulgence, such as-had marked the early years of Mr. Green-:
field’s life, without having his mind debased in some: degree, and:
the lower. propensnms stlmulated beyond. the limit of an:easy:

+
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rational control. . A' principle of integrity, strenorthened by an

~ earnest and' sincere love for his wife and chlldren was all-suffi-

cient to keep' Mr. Greenfield above unlawful self-mdulcrence if’
the temptation to step aside into old paths assailed hlm ],3ut
corporeal pleasnre, checked in one direction, naturally turned in
another with a stronger current ; and, in the gfatiﬁcation of his
palate, Mr. Greenfield sought to appease the cravmgs of an eager
sensuality. He, therefore, took great delight in the table, and eat
and drank, daily, far more than nature really demanded.. Mere
eating and drinking; for' the sake of gratifying the taste, is an evil
that grows, and the longer it is continued, the more power does.
appetite gain, and the weaker becomes the reason when it opposes
itself to any self-indulgence.

Very soon after the marriage of Mr. Greenﬁe]d his thouwhts

- began to minister to his appetite ; and, from a dehberate purpase,

without reflecting that such was the case, he so arranged his
business, that, on returning home to dinner, he could dlsmlss all:
caré from his mind. - An hour was always spent at the table, at
the end of which period a cup of strong coffee was taken to ,ald
his stomach in the disposition of an overplus of highly-seasoned
food, and a couple of hours spent in sleep to give time for the
wine and' brandy, taken with a most imprudent freedom, to pass -

* from his confused brain. This was the history of | every day, at’

the time we have introduced him to the reader, about six years
subsequent to his marriage, and had been almost from the first. ,
To have said that Mr. Greenfield went to bed drank every d:;zy
aftér dinner, would have been félt, both by himself and wife, as |
a-base and cruel slander. Yet, in sober truth, it was even so.,
It may seem strange to some, yet the intempemnce of her
husband was not a source of anxiety to Mrs. Greenfield; for sk

- did not know his daily self-indulgence by that startling and appall-

ing name.. He never came home to her in liguor. He did not’
act unreasonably His business' was never neglected, nor were .
s evenings spent in clubs or convivial parties. But when he’
mdu]O’ed too freely, he. concealed the fact under the mant]e of

‘sleep.  Not only was his wife deceived; but Mr. Greenfield, by

the very orderly way, so to speak, in which he indulged his’
appetite; remained- half wnorant ‘of the fact that ke drank to
intoxication almost daily.

“ On’ the day_' in which we have introduced the merchant to oiir'
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readers, he came home, as usual, with his thoughts more fully
occupied with what he was to eat and drink than with any thing
else. Slight expressions of impatience, made on more than one
occasion, at having to wait a short period beyond the usual dining
hour, had caused his wife so to arrange affairs as to have dinner
announced in as brief a space as possible after he came in from
his business. But a few minutes, therefore, elapsed before the
bell ‘rang, and Mr. and Mrs. Greenfield, each holding a child by
the hand, descended to the dining room. A glass of brandy and
water came first in order, by way of preparation for the viands
that were to enter, successively, into Mr. Greenfield’s stomach.
Then he took his hwhly seasoned plate of soup, and eat it with
the relish of an epicure. Between his soup and fish, came
another glass of brandy and- water ; and with the meats, two or
three kinds of which were on the table, salads, condiments, and
brandy, were iningled in liberal proportions. During the early
part of the meal there was l@ttle conversation ; but after the
brandy and rich food had begun to stimulate the blood of Mr.
Greenfield, his tongue became free, and he had much to say that
was interesting and sgreeable to both his wife and children.
Before, however, the dessert had been eaten, conversation began
to flag, for the merchant was losing the easy  control of his .vocal
organs. With the dessert came a bottle of wine, a glass of which
" was taken by Mrs. Greenfield ; her husband drank the rest.
\ 'When all the courses had passed, and while the merchant was
sipping the last of his bottle of wine, a single cup -of strong
coffee, almost as black as ink, was brought in by a servant. Into
this three or four large lumps of sugar were dissolved, making
the liquid like syrup. "After taking this, lelsurely, with a spoon,
Mr. Greenfield ascended to his chambel, with every semse cons
fused, and really so much intoxicated, that, if he had’ventured
into the street, he would have reeled along the pavement.
There, torpid as an anaconda after dining upon a deer, he slept
away the effects of his debauch—for such it really was.

Mrs. Greenfield, who had eaten, as-she always did, lightly;
passed the af’ternoon in reading, after having sent her two children
out to take the air. They returned before their father came
down, and were clambering about their mother and telling of all
they had seen, when he joined them in the drawing-room, his
face red and tumid, and his whole appearance that of one almost

. . % .
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as much asleep as awake. Not until after tea did he seem-like
himself again. Then, with a heart full of atfection for his wife
and children, and a mind clear and intelligent, he passed the
evening in_ the. enjoyment of true domestic happiness. He
sported with his little ones, Henry and Florence, for an hour,
until sleep weighed gently down their eyelids; and after they
were laid to rest, he bent over them, and gazed npon their

. beantiful faces—more - beautiful in sleep—with a feeling of ten-
‘derness notdo be uttered in words. Deeply and fervently did he

love these gentle ones. ~ Their babes asleep, Mr. and Mrs. Grreen-

field spent the evening in reading and conversation, the time

passing pleasantly w1bh both. At the hour of retiring, Mr.

- Greenfield ordered a bottle of wine. -His wife took a single

glass, as at dinner time, and he drank the rest.
On the next morning, Mr. Greenfield felt a nervous tremor

" and sinking ; to subdue which he took, soon after rising, a glass

of brandy. This made all right, and prepared him to enjoy his
breakfast, and to go forth and enter upon the business of another
dav At twelve o’clock a Iunch was taken, and, with this,
another glass of brandy ; and at three o’clock, he returned home
to deprave himself by the indulgence of a grovelling and inordi-
nate appetite, as he had done the day befme .
The history of one day in the life of Mr. Greenfield, gives the '
history of years. Thus he had gone on, almost since the time
of his marriage, and the evil, as a natural result, was increasing.
Having presented this history of a day, in order to give a clearly
dlscermble cause for results which we shall exhibit in the course
of ‘our narrative, we will now pass to a portrayal of the sad
effects we design to present. Let the reader bear in mind, that

" the habit of drmlumr was formed at the time of My, Gr eenﬁeld’

marriage, and that this habit had daily confirmation from that
period onward

' CHAPTER IL

* Mo lovelier #hildren than those of Mr. and Mrs. Greenfield,
are rarely seen. Flofence grew daily like her mother; but '
Henry had every feature of his father, ‘and there was a strkaw
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resemblance in their dispositions. As the boy’s mind opened, this

hecame more and more apparent. DBy both of their parents were
these ¢hildren tenderly loved ; but, for- Henry, a certain feeling
of pride mingled with affection. As year after year went by;
the boy’s intellect expanded with wonderfal rapidity, and he gave

promise of future eminence when manhood came to give matur-

ity, force, and character to his mind,

The power of habit is very strong; even the habit of putting
limit on sensual indulgence. By this power of habit was Mr.
Greenfield saved from becoming an abandoned drunkard. Busi-
ness demanded a certain portion of his time, and, in order sue-
cessfully to attend to this, he kept himself free from the disturbing
effects of liquor during the Dusiness part of the day. True, he
took a glass of brandy every morning, early ; bat this was to re=
store to his own stimulated and weakened nerves the artificial
strength that had wasted itself during the night; and he took
another glass with his luncheon at twelve o’clock, bat that pros
duced about the same effect as his morning glass, and did not,
sensibly, cloud his mind. It was after the business of the day
was over that he gave the reins to his appetite, and then he had:
leisure to sleep off the effects.

Thus it went on, day after day, and year after year, with but
a small apparent increase, except to the eyes of his wife, who
could see that the indulgence was freer than in former times, and
the stupor that followed, deeper and more apoplectic. There:
came;, too, a certain dullness of the perceptions, and an increasing
sensuality, that, while it did not alarm her mind, for she hardly:
understood its meaning, sensibly oppressed her feelings. But the
veil at last fell from her eyes, and fell suddenly ; and. the eyes:of
her husband were opened at the same time,—not by any suddenly:
occurring event, but by the intreduction into- their mmds, of a:

~clearly seen truth.

Henry had grown up, in everything meeting the expeetations’

and wishes of his parents, until he had- reached the age of

‘eighteen, when a sudden fear in regard to him took hold of his
' parents” hearts.

A gentleman, well advanced in years, of much observation and

_ reflection, dined with Mr. Greenfield about this fime. An hour

earlier than usual, the merchant came home with this gentleman,.
and:wlile they sat conversing; “something led to a remark on- the
power of habit, and the latter said—
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“'We all acknowledge this power as affecting’ ourselves, but
how few,of us think of its influence upon our children. And yet:
it is an undoubted *fact, that ‘we transmit to our offspring predis-
positions in exact agreement with any habits of good or evil that
we may confirm in ourselves.”

¢ Do you really think so 27 enquued Mrs, Greenfield, with
much: interest apparent.in her voice.

. -%There is- not" a: question: of it; madam,” was replied. “ Do
we not see in children a.uniform resemblance to their parents, both
in body-and mind ? There could not be a more perfect likeness
between two persons than there is between you and your dangh-
ter; and the same may be said of Henry and his father. You
can best tell how nearly their mental qualities correspond with
yourown. Now, the mind.is made up of affections, which take
forms of thought, and by means of the body produce actions. It
is not. thought, nor is. it action, that parents transmit to their chil-
dren ; but-affections end. these must be similar to their own.
These affections, as they gain, strength, take to themselves appro-
priate thoughts; and, as the body matures, actiorr in correspond-
ence follows. Of course, the thought and action will be either
good or evil, in agreement with the affections that produced
them,”’

« There is f’orce in that,” said Mr. Greenfield, with a thought-
ful-air; ¢ But.it is very. Wonderf'ul ! We do not give to our oﬁ'—
spring:a body fully formed ; nor do we give thonght ; but only a
mysterious spiritual organism, with power to take, from the higher

- elbments of nature, materials with which to elaborate a body, in

perfect. conformity to its-wants in the physical world; and with
power to act by means of thought ?

“ Yes; that is all. Tt is our affections—our propensities. or
qualities of mind that we transmit to our children ; and this is why

¢ their bodies:resemble ours ; for it is the soul .that forms the body -

for its own use, and flows into it and- animates it with what is pe-

" culiarly its own. Therefore, if we ave in the love and practice of

what is good and true, we give to our children inclinations to the”
same things ; but, if we are selfish, sensual,.and evil-minded, our
children will be horn with like propensities. By the forms of

affection that we make to ourselves, we bless or curse our chil-

- dren. If good,  we help them on to a higher- regeneration; if

evil, we retard this good work, ahd may be the means of their
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destruction. The law which governs in the natural as well as
the spiritual world—in the body as well as the mind—is the law
.of similarity between cause and effect. A bitfer fountain never
has and never can send forth sweet water. An evil-minded father
cannot give pure affections to his child. The history of the world’s
declension, since the fall of man, sadly corroborates this,”

“ What a momentons truth!” ejaculated, or rather sighed,
Mrs. Greenfield. ¢ And yet, who thinks of it ? Whose love of
children leads to a denial of selfish impulses? ”

¢ Alas! that it is s0,”” returned the friend. ¢ Men toil carly
and late to accumulate wealth to bless their children; but never
think of restraining a selfish impulse or overcoming an evil de-
sive, in order to lessen the transmissible force of evil.” .

“ You spoke of habit affecting our children,” said Mr. Green-
field. ¢Ts that so to a great extent?”"

« Undoubtedly, Whatever we do from long-continued habit,

we make our own. Or, in other words, what is done from habit, -

impresses the mind permanently. The mind, you understand, of
course, to be an organized spiritual substance, capable of receiving
and retaining impressions. Now, only what the mind possesses in
regard to, form and quality, can it transmit ; and things habitually
done by any one must come from a fixed state or quality of
~mind.” ‘ : -

"™ @ Then all our habits will be reproduced in our children? * re-

“marked Mr. Greenfield, who felt a good deal of interest in what
was said. '

« All our habits will affect them ; though all may never be fully -

reproducedin action, owing to counteracting forces. The habit
of the father may be neutralized, so to speak, by a habit of the
mother ; or the inherited inclination may lay quiescent through
lack of excitement. Still, as a general thing, in this sense, ¢the
" sins of the fathers are visited upon the children unto the third and
fourth generation.” The evil that any man does from a willing

mind, gives to his children an inclination to do likewise. All

sensnal indulgences have a like effect.”

“Then the children of an habitual drunkard,” said Mrs.
Greenfield; ¢ will be inclined to intemperance ? :

-« Most assuredly, if born after the father’s fall from sobriety.
Some have wondered why, in this age, there was, in the mass of
the people, such an inclination to excessive drinking. The reason
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is found in a widely spread hereditary predisposition to intemper-
ance. Our ancestors, through one or two generations back, drank
habitually. At first, drinking to intoxication vwas rare. But, it
was found that the people of a second generation, had not the
power to use wine or spirits within a sober limit; and the reason
was, becausé they inherited a love for stimulating drinks. Drunk-
enness then became, suddenly, a wide-spread evil, and, at one
time, almost threatened the ruin of society. It conquered the
strongest intellects, and darkened the brightest genins. Every-
where appéared its ravages ;—in the palace and hovel,—in the
pulpit, and at-the bar,—in the physician’s office and in the me-

" chanic’s shop. Like the locusts of Egypt, it -covered the land.

Various were the hostile attitudes assumed by the friends of tem-
perance in order to meet and overcome this terrible foe. - But,
until, under Divine Providence, a principle of total abstinence
from all stimulating drinks was adopted, resistance proved almost
in vain, That met the evil, for it took away all excitement from

.the hereditary or acquired love of drink.”

1t is plain then,” remarked Mr. Greenfield, ¢ thatif a man
indulge freely in drinking, he excites the hereditary love of liquor
in himself, should he possess it, and transmits it with accumulated
force to his children ? : - o

¢ Without doubt thisis so. And were it not that most children
of drinking parents are born before their progenitors had indulged
the degrading appetite to a serious extent, a state of things in-
comparably worse than we have ever seen would have existed.”’

Dinner was announced at this stage of the conversation, and
My. and Mrs. Greenfield conducted their guest to the dining ‘room:
Henry was at college and Florence at a boarding school. The
dinner party consisted, therefore, of but three persons. Upon the
table were two decanters, one containing Dbrandy and the other old
rye whiskey ; and on a side table wasa wine cooler containing four
bottles of wine. ~After the first course had passed, Mr, Greenfield
handed the brandy to his guest and said—

« Here is some fine old brandy from the London docks. 'Will
you try some of it?"7- -
* The gentlem"anlsmiled and replied— )

« Excuse me, if you please. It would be a dangerous experi-
ment for me"to put'a glass of that to my lips.” .

«Tndeed! ‘Whyso?” returned Mr. Greenfield evincing some
surprise. '
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“You remember the conversation which has just passed. I
‘have a birthright fondness for all kinds of intoxicating drinks; and

at one time of life, almost destroyed myself, body and scul, from -

‘its indulgence.” But, by total abstinence I was saved. To taste

‘again, would only excite and inflame the dormant appetite, and

for me to-tempt myself by such an act, would be little less than
insanity.”

‘Mr. Greenfield took the decanter of brandy which he had

reached to his guest, and was about filling his own glass, when
-some thought, glancing through his mind, caused him to hesitate
-and replace it upon the table.

““How long is it since you gave up the use of brandy ?” he
-inquired.

“ Thirty years.”

“So long ?”

“Yes. I am now sixty-five, and have not tasted a drop of
tbrandy for thirty years. Bat, I had drank long and deep before
I abandoned the debasing habit, and alas, was afterwards doomed
o see the consequences of my error visited upon my child. In
the very prime of manhood, and when he gave promise of a
‘brilliant, useful -and honorable fature, the accursed appetite which
had come to him as an heir-loom through two génerations, over-
anastered him, and he fell, never to rise again. My son fills a
‘drankard’s grave.”

The old man’s voice trembled, and there was a flush of feeling
on his face. But the signs of emotion passed quickly, and he
added~— ’

+ ‘“Have I not good reasons for letting the cup pass me untast-

ed 77 :
“ Reasons the most powerful,” replied Mr. Greenfield, with
much seriousness of manner.

A conversation so sober, did not suit 2 pleasant dinner occasion,
and the guest changed it to a more cheerful theme. One course
followed another, and stranige to tell, the brandy remained un-

tasted, an occurrence that had not taken place for nearly thirty -

years where Mr. Greenfield was at the table.

With the dessert came some choice wines, and the ‘bottle was
again handed to the guest. But he declined with graceful polite-
ness, and said— '

“To a morbid appetite, even, wine is a poison, and stimulates
the mind into a temporary insanity. I dare not taste it.”
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¢ Surely wine will not have that effect,” said Mr. Greenfield.

It will, assuredly. There is no law for 2 man whose taste
has been corrupted, but that of entire abstinence.” B

Mr. Greenfield filled his own glass and that of his wife ; but
the latter remained untouched. While taking the dessert, the
merchant drank two or three glasses of wine, and then took his

- msual eup-of strong coffee. For the first time in many years, he

retired from his own table a scber man. He had strahge feel-
ings; for the singular conversation of his guest had turned his.
ithoughts into an entirely new current. He could think of little
else, save hereditary transmissions. The question forced itself
mpon him—‘ How far have I disturbed the equilib‘rium\ of my
son’s mind, by giving him some inordinate propensity confirmed
in myself by habit?” And he trembled in spirit, as he remem-
bered at how early a period in life he had indulged himself deep~
1y in the pleasures of drinking,

Not far different from those of her husband were the feelings
of Mrs. Greenfield. ~The guest retired ; but he left behind him
troubled thoughts. He had brought in a light which revealed
‘an unimagined danger; and they who had been happy in their
blind security, were now tremblirig with alarm. :

- CHAPTER III.

The words of their guest did not grow silent in the ears of
Mr. and Mrs. Greeufield, but were ever repeated to them as by
another and more solemn voice. Not, however, until Mr. Green~

Aield made some effort to break through a habit of long.confirma-
tion, did he fully comprehend their import. . While he went on
in the old way, he was like a vessel gliding along with the cur-
rent of a downward flowing river. All was smooth and calm.

- He was scarcely conscious of the progress he made or the force
of the stream upon which he was moving so quietly. But, the
moment an alichor was cast, there came a rush of waters, and,
for the first time, the power of the current was felt. N

It seemed but a little thing in the eyes of Mr. Greenfield, when
the subject first presented itself to his mind, for him to give up
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the free indulgence of his appetite for stimulating drinks., Bat
when he made tHe trial, he discovered, alas! his error. The
slambering giant he had been nourishing for years, awoke within
him, and demanded the old supply, and he had not sufficient reso.
lution to refuse the demand. Conscious, however, of danger,
where he had, before, feared no evil, Mr. Greenfield endeavored
to lay restriction upon himself—to drink within a certain limit.
But after the first few glasses, he forgot his good resolutions, and
. when he arose from the dinner table, he groped his way as usual,
up to his chamber, and there slept off the effects of his sensual
indulgence.

But, when a man like Mr. Greenfield, in whom some virtues
and good impulses remain, is once made sensible that danger
lurks in a favorite path, all sense of security and pleasure in that
path, though it may still be trod, is forever gone. When, there-
fore, the fumes of wine and brandy exhaled from his brain, and
thought became, once more, clear, a troubled feeling was left be-
hind. He felt that he was in bondage, and too weak to break
the cords that were around him. ‘

The first time that Heary came home from college to spend
a vacation, after his parents had_been startled from their false
security, both saw, with feelings of indescribable pain, that he
showed a fondness for eating and drinking, especially the latter,
beyond what young men of his age usually exhibit. A week’s
observation and reflection increased, rather than diminished their
anxiety, which rose toa pitch of anguish on receipt of the follow-
ing letter by Mr. Greenfield, from the President of the Col.

lege:—

My Drar Str: I have observed, with regret, that your son
exhibits a fondness for stimulating drinks beyond what is usual in
persons of his age. If I did not think him in danger, I would
not awaken your fears by this communigation ; but, having seen
s0 many promising young men fall by the hands of intemperance
and become lost to themselves and society, I deem it but my duty
to give you timely warning. I understand that he keeps a case
of wine in his room, and uses it daﬂy, with immoderate fresdom.
Every week, I am told, he joins about a doze of his fellow-
‘students in a convivial party in the town, and usually returns to

the college buﬂdmtrs at midnight, in a state little short of intoxi-
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ccation. T have, on two nccasmns, convelsed with hlm on the

_ subject ; but, he considered my allusion to his- Weakness as’ alto-
. gether uncal]ed for, and met my kind remonstrances with anger.
. One.of our Prof'essors has, also, talked to him, but w1th no better

‘result. Tt paing me, my dear sir, to be the medmm of such a
communication; but.a regard f'or the WeII being of' your son must
be my apology ‘

Yours, _W1th respect e, -

For a fow days Mr. Greenﬁeld kept thls commumcatlon to
hnnself' but Jmable, in the bewllderment and ' distress it occasion-
ed, to decide what steps. to' take; he placed the letter in the hands
of hls wife. The shock’ o Mrs. Greenfield was terrible. - Fora
short time it’ completely prostrated her both in- ‘body and mind.
The anxiety and alarm shown by Henry-on account of the sud-
den indisposition’ of his mother; led his father to suppose that a
knowledcre of the cause might produce the. most beneficial result:
Under' this view, he said to him, in answer to his earnesl; en-
quiries regardmcr his mother’s sudden illness—

“ The cause, Henry, is with yourself ”

“ With me!? exclaimed the young man, turmno pale. _

“Yes, Henry, with you,” replied Mr. Greenﬁeld his voice

~and ‘countenance reflecting the troubled state -of hls feelings.
. “Read that. It will explainall.” And he handed to the young -
" man the letter he had received from: the President of the College.

Henry read the letter over _twice, before he looked up or made-

- remark. His fathet's eyes were fixed upon him intently, in
~order to. observe ‘every shade of the effect produced. :

“ The mallgnant scoundrel ! at- length fell from the yound -

*. man’s Tips, as. he crushed the letter in his hands.. He arose as he

spoke, and commenced moving about the floor. - His face .was .

flushed, and his eyes shot forth glances of anger.

e Hemy, is that letter true? ” asked Mr. Greenﬁeld
%It is not true in the’Sense he would have it understood. He
makes it appear that I am on the high road to ruin.” -
% You may be, my son,” saxd Mr. Greenfield, calmly, ¢if the
facts stated are true.. A case of wine in your room! You are
too young, for that, Henry .
“Tcan’t see, father, what harm the wine' being in my room

is gomcr to do. I don’t drink any more than' I W_oul_d if it were
30 . : ' '
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not tl'xelre.- The President has only made it the }?Iea for a molst

cruel and uncalled-for communication. And to think that moth-
. 192 .

er should have seen it ! o

¢« T do not believe, Henry, that he had anything in view bufi
your good. The letter bears that upon its face. Your convw11

| parties in town, and consequent late hours, were wrong. dS.uc‘:c
things are exceedingly dangerous, and yearly 1ead bundreds into
: bE
ruinous courses of life. o '
«They will never lead me into ruinbus courses,” said thela
young ms;n, who still walked the floor and manifested a good dea
b .
of angry excitement. . y .
& 1\?01: if you give them up in fature. But,if you continue
N - : ‘
them, your destruction is certam. .

« (’}h, father! Why will you talk so! Why V\.’ln you ma'k’?
out of a little thing like this a matter of so m}lch importance |
exclaimed Henry, throwing himself with an air of abandm}ment
into the chair from which be had, a few moments before, arisen.

R

¢ ¢ is no light matter, my son. ‘ ‘ o

¢ Cannot az}onng man drink a glass of wine without being in
danger ? 1 never heard this from you before. I have always
seen wine and brandy on our table at home, and have-always

M "
been permisted to take them.

“Bput it is plain, Henry, from what I have learned.;that you
now use these articles with a freedom that must inevitably lead
to bad consequences.” - o

«T do not think so, father. I am sure it is not so. Lot

And to this position the young man firmly adhered; a de
same time that he manifested the most bitter resentment tow?r 8
the President of the College, and did not hesitate to avow 1t as
his intention to call bim to an aceount for what he had done on

i Institution. ,
his return, should he go back to the ' , )

For th; distress and prostration of his mother, H.enr_} mani
fested the liveliest sympathy ; but he would not admit, for a fIF‘no;
ment, that, the slightest ground existed for the unhappy effec

produced on her mind by the communication which bad been "

received. That was, he averred, a highly exaggerated statement,
and dictated by no friendly feelings.

For two or three days Mrs. Greenfield kept her room, anc}
then, looking pale and troubled, she once more resumed her usua

place in her family. The effect upon Henry was, not to cause
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. L4
an abandonment of the pleasures of drinking, but to excite a con-

v

L2

&

stant feeling .of anger towards the President of the College. He

never saw his mother that he did not inwardly execrate the per-
son who, by throwing a gleam of light upon his path, had shown
to his parents the dangerous course it was taking. As for him-
self, he believed not in the alleged danger, and could not compre-
hend why his father and mother should so causelessly distress
themselves. His father had always ‘used liquors freely, and still
continued to do s0; and he was not a drunkard. So he reasoned
with himself.

“Every day, the brandy and wine were upon the table ag"usual ;
Mr. Greenfield did not see how he could make a dinner without
them. He partook fieely, and it was not wonderfal that Henry
did the same. As for Mrs. Greenfield, the single glass that was.
filled for her, remained untasted, and could her husband and son
have realized fully Ler feelings when she saw the sparkling liquor
pass their lips, they would have dashed their glasses to the floon

It did not escape the observation of Mr. Greenfield that Henry
enjoyed his wine even more highly than Lie did his food; and
that he filled his glass far too often.

“Is it right to place this temptation before him?” was a .

question that arose, naturally, in the father’s mind, and he could
not answer it in the affirmative. While he was debating the
subject, Mrs. Greenfield said to him— '
“T am afraid we do wrong in placing either wine or brandy
on our table, while Henry is at home. What do you think ? *?
“I don’t know,” returned Mr. Greéenfield, in a serious voice.
He was not fully prepared to give up his favorite indulgence

without an argument in its favor, “I’m afraid he does drink .

rather too much:”

“ It makes me very uhhappy. . And he is so unconscious of
danger.” T tried to speak to him yesterday about it, but he be~
came impatient at my allusion to the subject, and said it was all
on account of that letter. If something is not done to turn him
from the way in which he has commenced walking, his ruin is

inevitable. Oh! husband, we should stop at no sacrifice in order
to save him.” ' ‘

The thought that this love of drink manifesting itself at so: -

early an age, was hereditary in his child, came flashing over the

mind of Mr. Greenfield, and he said, with a despondency of tone

that well expressed his feelings—

y,
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¢ What will save him ?”

¢« We know not,” replied his wife ; ¢ but now that we are aware
of his danger, let us do allin our power to withdraw him from
temptation. So long as he sees you partaking freely, counse! and
warning will be useless ; for, he will say, if these things do not
hurt you, they cannot hurt him.” .

« True, true. - Though I am not hurt by them, yet they shall
be banished from my table.” :

A light glanced over the face of Mrs. Greenfield, and she
said— .

¢ T hope much from this change.”

More was meant by this than her husband understood.
" Accordingly, on the next day, when the family assembled for
dinner, neither wine nor brandy was on the table. The first im-
pulse of Henry, who perceived this almost as soon as- he sat
down, was to remind his father of the omission ; but the troe
reason suggesting tisclf to his mind, he remained silent and ob-
servant. Both his father'and mother tried to introduce and carry
on a cheerful conversation ; but he could nét join in it, except by
a forced word now and then, for the wine bottle was before his
imagination, and his thoughts were busy with the supposed reason
for its banishment. Neither Mr. Greenfield nor his son, enjoyed

the rich and dainty food that was spread with an epicurean hand
before them. One thing was lacking—an appetite stimulated by .

- wine. Searcely half the usual time was passed at the table, and
soon after they arvse, both left the house.
Henry muttered to himself as he walked along the hall to the

street door— ‘
« This is too much ! To be treated as if that letter were true

‘in the broadest sense!”’ _

But he did not reflect, that the very reason' why he had little
appetite for his dinner, and why he was now Jeaving the house,
‘proved the trath of the President’s inferences and fears. Young
as he was, the first barrier placed between his hereditary and ac-
quired taste for stimulating drink, showed the movement of &

* “strong current that was bearing hitn towards a coast upon which
hundreds and thousand had already been shipwrecked.

On leaving the house, Henry went to a fashionable drinking
establishment, and seated himself at a table covered with newspa~
pers, ordered a waiter to bring him some brandy-punch. Ten

~ in this pointed question—
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:}:ﬁ:;ti?f ati'ltic;r\?}ratrl'ds, on raising his eyes suddenly, he encountered
phose of tableaoler. hMr. Greenfield was sitting in an alcove,
et asié nthw ich was a bottle of wine, A draft of-ai;.
ot blon lof_ek. e curtain that Ellid him from general observa-
.Side,him o I(_)I ing up, he. saw his son with an empty glass be-
e b; th,h de;ry saw hfs father indulging in th pleasures of '
and the éurt:in ﬁir:ei?iprll)‘;iclli a: dltn nerI.' An‘)ther‘mm’ément’
Greenfield was alone again. Neilﬁtm1 i a(-:e, o oo
.pliasant at thl:S mutualgdiscovery. e';lilefjii}:: 111];; St(‘:ll]lzef:ih Eery
:&:;‘:fl‘dof ]}]nSbOttle of wine. When, a quarter of an ?h;‘::
laég?ihl_ ;,f _e-cgfm?;..sl.l_owly and half stealthily from his hiding-
place, he le t behind him more than half the bottle he had h ”
to enjoy. Henry was gone, . e hoped
kcoghe_ young man was not at home at tea-time; .and did not
~come in until towards ten o’clock, when, instead of joining his

“parents in t ily sitti :
P in the family sitting-room, he went direct to his chamber,

It would not hav ' 1 i
v ot have made their sléep any sweeter had they seen
-

CHAPTER 1V.

anFiEﬂl\;}jixIrH nG‘REENFIELD. did not return to college. He expressed |
an wn an%nis';s to meet the President again, after what had
geenmrec C,es " 11; ‘iarlia;gsgwe;e I:qualiy unwilling, under the cir-
ces, to o back, and remai
removed from the sphere of their ;bservatior?l;lnflo?n;u{:iz IOI'II%E:
m.entalI loss to. the young man they deeply deplbred ;-but that was
a small consideration placed against the moral injury he was
likely to sustain among his old associations. The design h:d

alwavs be '
- always been to educate Henry for a merchant; and accordingly
f=2 ]

. ]] * I ) . I
on leaiiltlg co ege’ he entered _h]s fat 1er'8 countlng—roon], W eIe,

by his quickness, intelligence, and the interest he took in busi-

ness, he ingpired the liveliest 'lmpes for the future. But over

| these hopes hung, ever, a threatening cloud.

he meeting of Henry and his father in the refectory, was, to

. th N - » )
e latter, a most painful and mortifying incident ; but it produced

a for i '
salutary change, for it. awoke a train of reflections that ended
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“TIf this habit is so st;ongin me that I transmit to my child -

an inordinate desire for stimulating drinks, am I not alse in dan-
ar ?7? . N

Mr. Gleenﬁeld could not answer in the negative.
danger, and he felt it.

«For my own sake and for the sake of my boy,” he said, “ I
must break through this habit.”

This, he clearly understood to be no easy matter; for, in the
temporary opposition already made, he had discovered that he
was grasped in the hands of a giant, and that freedom would only
come as the result of a resistant force almost superhuman. But,
once fully sensible of lis position, and clearly alive to the danger
of “his son, he resolved upon a desperate struggle for liberty.
And, as he had a strong will, strengthened by a natural pride of
consistency, he was successful. VVme nor brandy never came
back to his table—were never again seen in his house. Nor did
he, under any pretence, use them.

Thus free himseif, he could, with more c:onslstency and hope
of succesg, seck to work out the freedom of his son. DBut, alast
he found it utterly impossible to awaken in the mind of Henry a
sense of danger. When he sought to induce him not to drink
any kind of intoxicating liguor, the young man w rould answer—

T am conscious of no danger, father. I do net drink more
freely than other young men. You seem to imagine that I have
really become intemperate.”

# Not intemperate, Henry ; but in danger of becoming so;

He was in

| and my warning is meant to be timely. Ilknow, far better than

it is possible for you to know, the peril you are in. Believe me,
it is great.”

« Did you not use these things at my age, father?”

¢ Yes; I own that I did.”

¢ And you have used them ever since. - But you have never
become their slave.”

Mr. Greenfield could not confess his weakness to his son ; nei-
ther could he tell him the whole truth touching the real ground
of danger. That would have been too humiliating.

] have given up their use entirely,” was the simple reply.

¢ Not because you think it wrong for you to drink wine or
strong liquors, but in the hope that I would follow your examples
1 am sorry for this, father. You deprive yourself of a stimulant
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necessary at yours age, as well as from long habit ; without infla-
encing me in the least, because I sce no reason for doing what
you propose.” -

“No, Henry. It is not necessary for me. I am hetter with-
out it. I feel satisfied of this every day. Heaven knows, I wish
T had never tasted any beverage stronger than water!”

The reader can imagine how s1ncere]y these last words were
uttered. 4 : :

Bat, argument and persuasion were alike useless. Henry’s
appetite was too deeply seated in the very substance of his life.
He loved the taste of liquor too well to think of giving it up.
But, with this love, which was not so freely indulged after his
return to New York as it had been during the last year he spent

at college, was a total unconsciousness of dauger, notwithstand-

ing the alarm sounded by his paxents. Other young men, with
whom he associated, drank as occasion  offered ; wine flowed like
water in many companies into which he was thrown ; yet no one
thought himself in the way to mtemperance No; it was only a

chimera conjured up by his parents, in consequence of ‘the letter
they had received from the President of the College. ‘

The banishment of all intoxicating drinks flom the table of

Mr. Greenfield, and their entire expulsmn_ from his house, had

the effect to deceive him in regard to the extent to which they

were used by his son, who was 1erru]arly at his post in the count~
ing-room, and active in the discharge of all the daties that de-
volved upon him in the business. It was in the evenings that

" Henry indulged himself most freely. But a long time did not

go by before the effects of these evening mdu!o‘ences were visible
to the mother’s anxiously observant eyes, in the changed- expres-
sion of his face. She could do nothing, however, but look on,
and wait with trembling for the result. Fally alive to his real
danger, yet without the power to ward it off, her daily life veas
one of Intense anxiety and fear.

As time moved on, it seemed to Mr, and Mrs. Greenﬁeld that -
the evil so dreaded was long delayed, or, indeed, might not visit ¢ .

them. " Two or thiee years had gone by, and yet-no very alarm-
ing symptoms were manifested.

“Tt may be,” said the mother, one day, “ that the stand we
have taken towards Henry has saved him.” .

“T have hoped as much,” returned- Mr. Gleenﬁeld' e yet I
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tremble while I bope. TTntil he cut himself off entirely from
indulgence in drink, there is great danger.” ,
« A year or two mdy give his reason more control.
‘ . 7 i
« Qr confirm an overmastering evil habit.

¢ Let us hope for the best,” said the mother, whose mind was

ising i . <« There was a time when
rising into some degree of confiderice

i sl i feel so now. Something -
heart was sick with fear. . I do not feel s0 3
f':ﬁs me that my son will not g1l into the gulf that seemed open- .

ing at his feet.” ) ' )
er Greenfield saw more than did the mother, for his observa

tion was wider in extent. He had, therefore, l-ess co/nﬁdence.
But he did not seek to throw a-cloud over her feelings. L
On that very evening Henry was ab.sent at- tea-time, at}\l o
the mother’s enquiries, Mr. Greenfield said ba‘lt,httle ; thoug be
questions evidently made him even more gerious than hg was_ e~
f.Or:i"i".fas. Henry at the store during the afternoon ? ” asked Mrs.
Greenfield, after they bad vetired from the tea-table.

it Yes, until about five o’?c},ock.”

“ did he go then® .

w ¥$§r2011ng n?en called to see him, and he went away with
them.”

'« Who were they ?7

«] don’t know.” _

« Did you ever see them before ?” .

«Yes. They called to see him last week. -

No more was said. Mr. Greenfield sat down to read, an
Mus. Greenfield and her daughtex Florence, now a young lady,
went up stairs and spent the evening in some 11.g¥1t employment.
Ten o'clock at length came, and Florence retiing to her own
chamber, Mrs. Greenfield came dciwn t{) 13163 gitting-room.

“ ’ come yet ? 7’ she asked.

“ET:S:I-;;I e?e‘{,” repl);ed her husband. '“,IF is more hthan
probable that he has gone to the opera, and will noﬁ be home
before eleven o'clock. He goes frequently, you lfnow.

4 Ves. But he does not take Florence with him as oftf?n as he

. should. Indeed, he shows her very few attentions of this kind.
His neglect of h}(lardpain}s;'me’;”

«“ is attached to him. N

¢ %h}? 1;:;! Tenderly. She would do‘ almost any :c’hmg to
gratify him, I wish he were equally considerate of her.””

[

Qi

i
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H
4
!

' OUR CHILDREN: HOW SHALL WE SAVE THEM? 489

For half an hour they continued to converse about the young:
man, when the street-door ‘bell was rung violently. Without
waiting for a servant to answer the summons, Mr. Greenfield
stepped quickly into the hall, and going to the door, opened it
As he did so, the body of a man fell in heavily against him, and
rolled upon the floor, Mrs. Greenfield had followed her husband,
for there was a”misgiving at her heart., As the man struck the
floor, the light of the hall lamp fell on his face, and showed the.
flashed and disfigured countenance of Henry Greenfield. '

A cry of pain was uttered by the mother as she clasped her’
hands together and sprang forward. The moment Mr. Green-

~ field understood that it was his son, in a state of drunken insen-"

sibility, he returned to the door, which yet stood partly open.

- But no-one was there. Those who had brought him home had

hastily retired. , : ‘ .
But few can realize what was suffered during that almost sleep~
less night by the father and mother of the mnhappy young man.
From the lips of Mrs, Greenfield, the cup, out of which she had
begun to sip a draught of hope, was dashed to the ground; and
she felt, in the keenness of her despair, as if the very life would

" fail in her heart. But, to the sterner grief of Mr. Greenfield

was added a weight of self-reproaches that almost maddened him
at times. If his son were lost, it would be, he felt, in-conse~
quence of his own sensual indulgence, whereby he had trans-
mitted a life tainted by a vicious inclination. He had cursed his
son with a legacy of evil instead of good. The words of the old
man, who had been his guest, came back with a distinctness so
clear that it seemed as if he were but just nttering them. Once
he tried to negate the whole theory advanced ; and for a short
time, argued strongly against it as absurd. But his own percep-
tions of truth swept away the arguments he advanced; for they
were lighf as gossamer. . o
The dawn found both weary with thought and sorrow. Nature -
then gave way, and they sunk into a brief, but troubled sleep.

All except Henry met af the breakfast-table, half an hour later
thanusual. - '

« What keeps Henry ? * asked Florence, looking earnestly first

~ at her father and then at her mother, wondering as she did so why
* their faces wore so troubled an aspect.

Mrs. Greenfield turned to the waiter, and directed him to go
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and call Henry. When the waiter came down, he said that the

young man did not feel very well, and wished a cup of coffee

sent up to him. This was done. The meal was finished in
gilance, and Mr, Greenfleld went off to his store.

" Henry made his appearance about twelve o’clock, with all the

evi’dences of his evening’s debauch about him. Mr. Greenfield

felt it to be his duty to allude to the matter; but the allusion was’
met on the part of his son in such an impatient spirit, that his
lips trembled on the words of remonstrance he was uttering, and
then became silent.

In the afternoon the young man went away again and was
absent at tea-time. It was after twelve o’clock when he came
home ; and lie was so much intoxicated that hie could just stagger
up to his room, where he threw himself upon the bed and.
remained all night without removing his clothes. Daylight
found him sober, both physically and mentaily. He had been
deeply mortified in consequence of what had occurred on-the
evening before the last, and although signs of Jmpauence were
mamfested when his father alluded to the subject, in his shame

and repentance he had resolved never again to let his appetite

lead him astray from sobriety. How little force there was in
this resolution, became sadly apparent even to his mind; for
scarcely. twenty-four hours elapsed, ere he had again fallen. The
groan that issued from his lips, as he arose and clasped his hands
tightly against his throbbing temples, attested the anguish of hls
spfrlt.

“To dearade and debase myself in this way!” e murmured.
“Ohlit maddens me to think of it. Others can enjoy a glass

of wine without running into excess. But the moment I put the ‘

generous draught to my lips, a feverish, delightful excitement

runs throngh my veins, tempting me to mdulcrence, until I pass -
the bounds of moderatlon Why is this so? I have a vigorous .

constitution—and, I believe, 2 strong mind. I do not under-
gtand it.”

And, with his hands still bound upon his temples, he sat ques-
tioning himself as to his wealness; but, without obtaining the
true answer. That this weakness was constitutional, or derived
by inheritance—an heir-loom of evil—was a truth beyond the
ability of his mind to conceive, for there was nothing to lead him
to such a conclusion. That his father had indulged a habit of
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drinking to excess, was something he did not know—something
of which he had not-dreamed. And, as to the doctrine of heredi-

., tary transmissions, he had never heard of it; or; if it had chanced

to gleam.across his mind in any of his miscellaneous readings, it
had never presented itself to him in its real light as a truth of
most vital and practical importance. In a word he did not
know that he was in more imminent danger than many others,
because of a natural inclination to over-indulgence derived from
his father. Had this truth been then made clear to-his mind, it
might have saved him. Buf who was there, beside his father and
mother, that understood his real danger? Who but they knew
the painful secret? And their lips were sealed. The father

. ¢could not tell his shame, and the mother’s heart shrunk from
-uncovering it hefore ler child. He was walking, therefore, ina

perilous way, yet all unconscious of impending evil.

At breakfast time, Henry Greenfield met the family as usuftl
e had little appetite for food, but he forced himself to eat in
order not to -attract more observatmn than he felt was already :
directed towards him.

On leavmcr the house, he went to a noted drinking estabhsh—
ment, and calIed for brandy and water. This act dld not arise
from a purpose of the mind, but was the result of mere inclina-
tion ; or, more properly speaking, a desire for the stimulant hLe
bad accustomed himself to take. The brandy brought back his
already weakened mnerves to their lost tension, and he felt, in-
consequence, much better, and in a cond:tmn to attend to busi~
ness as usual.

‘Having lost the control of himself two evenings in snccession,

~ Henry was more upon his- guard when he went into drinking

company ; ;and months elapsed before he again fell into the dis-

~ graceful condition of absolute drunkenness. Yet, he indulged,

every day, freely, thus giving strength to his natural appetite;
and W(,akenmg the force of his good resolutlons.

Neither Mr. nor Mrs. Greenfield ‘had® said a word of the in-
stant conelusion to which their minds had come, from the posmon :
laid down by the old fiiend to whom we have referred. The

- former believed his wife unconscious of danger to Henry from

this cause ; and she, with the natural dehcacy of one bearing her
relation, avoided, with the most scrupulous care, the utterance
of a word Which would lead her husband to imagine that she
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believed their son in peril From hereditary taint. The conse- '

quence was, that the fear of each was locked in its own bpsom,
and was more constantly present to the mind, because it was
unuttered.: .

How deep was their anxiety, few can jmagine; for few have
realized, so fully as they did, the perilous way their child was
treading. They saw him progressing, step by step; and yet,
could not sound in his ears an’ adequate warning. Gradually,
and to-the eyes of his father and mother, apparently, the arms
of the foul demon of intemperance were clasped more and more
tightly around him. In his twenty-fifth year, they saw, if othera
did not, most appalling indications of a speedy breaking away of

all the barriers of restraint. Scarcely a week elapsed that he did-
‘1ot come home in a state little removed from drunken insensi-

bility.

But there occurred, about this time, a change that filled the -

hearts of Mr. and Mrs. Greenfield with a trembling hope.
Henry becdme enamored of a beautiful young lady, whose
character was lovely as her person; and, for her society, he
forsook, almost entirely, the company of young men with whom
he had led a gay life of pleasure and dissipation. He seemed,

" 400, to have become aware of his danger, for it was evident that
he drank far less freely than before. His face lost, to some
extent, its florid appearance, and his complexion became clearer,
and his countenance more elevated. .

Agnes Loring, the young lady whose beauty had eaptivated
Henry Greenfield, felt her breast warm with a sentiment kindred
to that with which his .own was inspired. She received his
advances with fivor, and when he offered his hand was prepared
to accept it.

From the proposed union, the parents of Henry hoped much;
and yet they looked forward to the new relation he was to assume
with many misgivings of heart, and much fear and trembling.

CHAPTER V.

 How like leaves in the eddying winds of autumn, were swept
away, as by a sudden blast, the newly awakened hopes of Mr
and Mrs. Greenfield. : o
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The parents of Agnes saw no barriers to the proposed union.
"The marriage was, therefore, celebrated at an early day after. all
the necessary preliminaries were settled, A large and brilliant
wedding party graced the occasion. As usual among the wealthy
and fashionable at such times, a liberal entertainment was pre- -

_ pared, and wines and liquors of various kinds were used as freely
‘as 'water. It is hardly a matter of wonder, that Henry should

have been tempted to drink liberally. At the smpper-table, he
was called tipon to take a glass. of wine so frequently by one and
another, that, had he not been able to bear a good deal, he would
never Lave found his way back to the drawing-rooms in any thing

like a tolerable state of sobriety. One less fond of wine, would

have merely sipped his glass with every new compliment ; but
Henry hever failed draining it to the bottom. -
When the company returned to the drawing-reoms, the young

‘bridegroom showed himself to be in a remarkably good humor,

He talked and laughed so loudly as to be heard by every one ;
and said many things that sounded to other ears than those of his

~ parents éxceedingly foolish. Grave old ladies bent their heads
_ together, and then locked towards him curiously; while the

younger and less thoughtful laughed aloud at his merry sayings
and doings. With what a sudden and painful shock did this come*
upon the fdelings of Mr. and Mrs. Greenfield, who: had built so
hopefilly upon the foundation of this marriage. To see their
son more than half intoxicated on his wedding night, was a terri-
ble mortification ; but they felt a deepér anguish than this morti-
fication- occasioned. The hope they had so fondly cherished was
gone. If the occasion and the company did not prove strong
enough to withhold his appetite from indulgence, what was to re-
strain him in the foture ? N S
While they felt and thought thus, two or three young men
withdrew him from the room. Nearly half an hour afterwards,

-as Mrs. Greenfield sat in conversation with the young bride and

her mother, a rude shont startled them, and turning their eyes in
the direction from whence it came, they saw Henry dancing into
the room, and acting more like a madman than a person in his
senses. Everything"was thrown into instant confusion. Young

_ ladies screamed as he approached them ; while elderly matrons

knit their brows séverely. Mr. Greenfield went quickly to his

side; and taking hold of him, said—
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« Henry! Henry! You are forgetting yourself.”

¢ Forgetiing myself ! ” responded the young man, half inar-
ticulately. -« Ho! ho! That is excellent! Why,isn’t this
my wedding-night ? Aint T just married?  Where s Aggy, the

* darling !” ‘ ) " _

And he made an effort to pass by his father; but the latter
grasped his arm tightly, and spoke to him in a low, stern voice.
At this moment, the frightened bride arose from Ther place beside
Mrs. Geenfield, and glided from the room. *

¢ There! There she goes!” cried the young man, attempting
to follow her. “ Aggy! Aggy!” .

A scene of painful disorder followed. Two or three men re-
moved Henry from the room, and took him away to the bridal
chamber, where he passed the night alone. Soon after he re-
tired, the company broke up.

When the next day dawned upon the young man, and memory
vividly recalled much that had transpired during the preceding
night, his mortification and shame were intense. Mr. Greenfield
came early td see the parents of Agnes, and to place the conduct
of lis son in the most favorable light, and he succeeded in remov-

ing, to a great extent, the unhappy feelings it had occasioned—

& . .
but not from his own mind. o :
Me. Greenfield made this the occasion of a Jong interview with
his son, in which he represented, in a most vivid manner, the im-

minent danger he was in, and by every possible appeal and con- '

sideration, sought to induce him to abandon entirely the use of
stimulating drinks. No-—not by every possible consideration.
. There was one, and the strongest, that he wished to, but could

not, urge ; for to do so, involved a confession of his own wealk .

ness, and he was not yet prepared for that.

It was an easy matter to satisfy the mind of the young bride,
and make her feel that the lapse from sobriety on the part of
Henry was not a very serious affair. In a few days the light
shadow it had thrown upon her feelings, passed off, and her
heart was again in the sunshine. A number of parties were
given, but, previous to each, Mr. Greenﬁield warned his son
against the folly of his wedding night, and thus kept him so much
upon his guard, that he did not again drink to such an excess,
although he partook so freely as to make the effect visible to the
eyes of his father and mother, and cause each festive occasion to

[ .

s
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be one of .grief instead of joy to them., They went with fear
and trembling, and passed the evenings in anxiety and oppression
of feeling. ‘ ' ' '

«Oh! Thisis dreadful ! Dreadful!” said -Mrs. Greenfield,

~on retiring from the last party, at which Henry had indulged

himself with a freedom that made his condition apparent to
almost every one. ¢ I hoped that this would have saved him;
but my heart now despairs.” _ '
¢ “ Nothing will save him,” replied Mr. Greenfield, speaking
rom a despondent feeling. »

“ Do n’t say that. Wé must not give him up,” returned the
mother, quickly. ¢ He is young.” C

¢ So ‘young, and yet-so lost to shame—so powerless in the
hands of a vicious appetite. Ah me! If he could only be made
fully sensible of his danger! If he could understand why he |
above others, should be most on his guard ! | "

This was the nearest allusion yet made by Mr. Greenfield to
the subject which had pressed upon his mind, with its weight of
trouble, for years. Mrs. Greenfield did not answer, bl?t her
heart moved in response. A silence followed, which the former
at length broke by saying, in a low, meek voice— o

¢ There is one thing, of which I have never spoken, that bas
long oppressed my feelings.” " A

~ Mrs. Greenfield listened, but made no remark.

“ Do you remember what Mr. Heartwell said about hereditary
transmission 7

“ Yes,”

T believe that every word he uttered was true.”

T have often thought of it,”* said Mrs. Greenfield. < There
was force in his arguments.”

“ And a selfevident force in the position assumed, unsustain-
ed by a single argunment. It is not a body that we give to our
children, but a soul, which forms to itself, from the elements of
nature, 2.b3dy. to dwell in. This soul, or life, derived from us,
must have'the qualities of our life, be they good or evil. If we. .
have evil, gross, or merely sensnal affections, such aﬁ'ectionsu
will we give to our children. Can it. be otherwise ? Does an
evil tree produce good fruit? or a bitter fountain send forth
sweet water? No—this would be in opposition to nature’s
l?mst apparent laws. If then, a man habituates himself, as
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T did f'or years, t_o drmk Iarwe quantitles of' Wme and brandy,
until the desire became 5o: ‘strong that it was almost 1mp0551ble
to 1esrst it, wﬂl Lie not curse. his chlldren with an  inclination
o' the same kmd of' mdu]gence‘? He will!] . Does the assertion
need ploof'? Look at our boy L. Ts' it ot plain that somethmg

+ more than a. mere’ acqulred taste 1mpels Tim to indulge the pIeas— .

ures of. dnancr‘? He jis too- yoling to be enslaved as_he " is,’

weré there not-in him a heredltary weakness Ah! How this
thought ‘has haunted ‘me like a. repmnng spectre ever smce the '

', truth came ﬂashmg upon my mind | m
Mrs. Greenﬁeld bowed her head and hstened Her husband

even thoudh he had. spoken these bitter- things against hlmself' .

- hialf- hoped.- for dlsbehef on the part of his w1fe He wished .

her. to. thmk of him’ with less’ of a condemnatory splrlt than he -
mdu]ged towards Jhimself. But she remamed silent. . Not a

word. had been, spoken that she’ did not. fully believe. Seemg
_ that she had nothmcr to answer,. Mr Greenﬁeld contmued '
R It is this that_ makes me: §0 hopeless Tf the love of intoxic
‘ catmg dunks were. merely an, acqulred habit with hlm, it mwht

be broken as. 1 have btoken the same . hablt ‘though mdulced for: '

- mbre’”; thirty . years. But in his ©asg; the ev11 Ties. much

deepex

could only. 1 teIl himthis! But I cannot—no, I cannot!” . -
Mrs. Greenﬁeld hstened but did not answer: What could she
say‘? For weeks afterwards she’ debated in her own mind; the

questlon ‘whether she oucrht not. to tell her son the reaI cround of

his danger, and. thus seek to save him; ‘but ever;, time - she re-
solved to do s0; 2 natural repugnance to exposing to her child,

his father’s, weakness and error;, became 50 strong, thal: her mmd '

U fell back adam into mdec1slon
A few months after the. marrlaue of Henry G—reenﬁeld b'oth

hig own and wife’s desne to have an_ establishment was gratlﬁed :
An e]ecrant house was - boucrht by Mr. Loring, and handsontely
fmmshed as .4 ‘present for his daughter.” Into thls the young '

couple were installed. . An interest in his father’s busmess, gave

‘Henry the. command of money. in ‘his own nght ‘and he was, "
the1ef'01e, free to use it.as his mclmatmns might direct. Among :
his first acts, was to, stocl'. his cellar with a- chmce vauety of vld
hquors, selected for hlm by a wme merchant whose taste in such -

L gt

A ﬁatunal 1nchnat10n, ot' “hmh he knows not‘nmg, 18 -
even stloncrer than habit, and lures: ‘him on 1o mdulgence 1
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rnatters were considered faultless. Wine and brandy he made a

mdxspéusable to the dimner table, as bread ; and he commence;
using them very much after the fashion pursued by his father in
earher. times. His dining hour was four o'clock; and as he
made it a rule not to go back to the store after d:nner he had
leltsure to sleep off the effects of any over indulgence he m,lrrht fall
10,

But, Henry varied from the old habit of his father in on

thing. With Mr. Greenfield the indulgence of the dinner 110l1:

_ su.fﬁced to a great extent; but it wasnot so with his son, whose
mind was far from being as well balanced. The latter dlfm'lk on

? d COllntllltl- (810103 the morninge aIld Tepes te
hlS wa to t.he = X 1 1N n nb, p a d t]“.s

at least two or three times during the hours of business ; so that

it. often happened on his going home at four o’clock, that his
mind was very much unbalanced

The occurrence of the wedding night, notwithstanding it had

- been treated lightly by the friends of the young bride, made its

impresston on her mind. Her first feeling was one of mortifica~

- tion. But that quickly, and almost entirely, wore off. It was

succe’eded by a tender concern, as she saw her husband’s fondness
for wine ; and this gave place to something like anxiety, when
after.they had commenced housekeeping, she observed the, eﬁi‘ect;
of his daily indulgence at the table. Against this she ventured
a gentle remonstrance. His reply sent her to her chamber in
tears. How long she wept alone, he did not know, for he had
not caleulated the effect of his words, and was iértlo,r'ant of the
force with which they had fallen upon her heart. s

There had never been the semblance of unkindness on the
part of' the young husband before. But, his wife ventured, un-
krlowl.ngly, upon forbidden ground. There was one aff'ectio,u of
his mind, stronger than even the love of his bride—and that was
a perverted affection, derived from his father, and making, as it
were, a part of his very life. So long as this was unche?lied in
its course, no ripple appeared on the surface of his feelings. DBut
the moment it was opposed, the even flow of his tempe? was dis:
turbed, and he exhibited himself in a new light to the sincere
gentle, loving creature he had taken into his b:som. ’

Tremblingly she shrunk from him ; and when she came next

into hissi)resence, there was a timidity in her half down-cast
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eyes, that only passed away when he .spoke to her in hls usual
i tone.
aﬁ;:t:::: i;e first and last time Mrs. Gr-reenﬁeld v?ntured a word
in oppositioh\ to her husband’s too free indulgence in the p]easure:
of drinking. But, from the moment a fear of co'nsieq;fanc?
stole into ber heart, no persuasion could induce .her to join him in
a glass of wine at the table, as she had done in the beginning.
efore, drank alone,
H?_E\;}l;:rit w;nt on, the debasing passion growing stronger Fanﬁ
stronger, until its indulgence oﬂ:(?,n exceu.eded the.bozndsdod a-
propriety ; and sent its slave reeling to his home ‘m road day |
lxgztt.Sad, sad, was the lot of the young, beautif’ul, accorr;phshe{l
and loving wife. Henry Greenfield po.ssesse-d his shar_e 0 faxcet—
lent qualities, and they had won and still clalmefl her aﬁ'e;tmna.e
i'egard. Her love was true and tender, and tlus: .made‘t e pain
she suffered the more severe. For his honest spirit; for his un-

: ers ; for his many good and gen-
gelfish regard for the good of others; for ;
o qu:]itiés, she honored, admired and loved him. But, alas!

Low was all: clouded by the one over-mastering passion! How

*did the fine gqld become dim! How, over all that was beautiful,
~ #ell.a dark, distorting shadow ! :

In the lapse of time, a babe came, with its blessing of }nn{(;-
cence, to the dwelling of Henry Greenfield. The Io‘fe o. O;i
gpring was, with him, as with his father, a strfmg- f'eelmlg ‘,nanf
when the child was laid in his arms, he experienced 2 thrill o

i ¢ ‘ e a8 eX uisite as SI:IO]IU‘. Even If her own helllt llad Ilot
7 sure a q =
P u-plea

been filled to joyfulness with a new love, the si.ght of hlezlr 1lms-

band, as he bent over the dear pledge of aff’ectl?n, wou tw;;:

amply repaid the mother for all she had endured in giving to

v "beimng.

W()':lgic:na'e r::;tbsn,r;nd the babe grew into the heart of its father ;

but in one thing, the mother was disappointed ; he was not “;En

from his sensual indulgence. Amnother m_nocent came ere . e

first had reached its second summer ; and still another followe d
But for the weakness under which Henry Greenfield labored,

" his would have been one of the happiest of homes. He loved

fervently, the gentle being who moved by his side ; and s?arce]y
less than worshipped the sweet children she had brought him. .
By the time his oldest boy, a most lovely child, reached his

periment of a second. Fro
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fourth year, Henry Gureenfield had become so much enslaved,
that even he took the dlarm, and made some ineffectual efforts to
break away from the bondage in which he was held, But he was
not as a strong man tied with light flaxen cords; but as s child -
~ bound with ropes, He felt, for a time, the struggle to be in
vain.  As it usually happens, when any long indulged propensity
receives a sudden check, that. it runs riot as soon as free, the
effort to restrain himself was followed by a deeper indulgence.
And this was continued until shame aroused him again into a re-
sistance that proved as ineffectual as the first.
Not understanding, that only in a total abandonment of ‘every
species of intoxicating drinks, was there the loast chance of safety,
~ Greenfield sought to reform his habit of indulgence by placing _
certain restrictions on his appetite. But he might as well have
tried to hold a wild bird from its forest home with a web of gos-
samer. To taste was to fall. There was for him no nicely bal-
anced equilibiium between sobriety and drunkenness. * The most’
he could do, was to curb his appetite during the business por ipn
of the day ; and, for this restraint, it claimed a freer indulgence -
when he retired from the eye of public observation into his home.

CHAPTER VI.

WaaT sadder spectacle is there than that of a man,in the very
prime of life, fitted in every way for usefalness, and surrounded
by all that can make lifo pleasant, falling beneath the paralyzing
‘touch of the monster intemperance, and dragging those who love
him, down into the deep places of wretchedness ? Such a spec=
tacle was presented by Henry Greenfield, when he entered his
thirty-third year. And so changed had he become, that he would
not permit his father or mother to make the slightest allusion to
his evil habit without an angry retort; thus cutting off all the
hopes they had cherished of one day being able to show him his
folly in such a light as to win him from his evil way.,

“As for his wife, from the da

7 _ y her first word of remonstrance
was thrown back upon her,

she had never ventared upon the ex-
m every one, she carefully concealed
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. the extent of his fall from sobriety ; and even when questioned
by her own mother, evaded all direct answeré. DBat, so rapidly
did he begin to move in his downward way, that her long-suffer-
ing spirit was aroused into a wild alarm, under the influence of
which she called one day to see the elder Mrs. Greenfield, and
unbhrdéhed, for the first time, her troubled feelings. The mother
heard }'ié'r ‘weepi_rllgl But she had no healing balm for her wound-
ed heatt; no hopeful words for her drooping spirit. She had
nothing'to give but tears.

After Anges went away, Mrs. Greenfield held a long conference
with her husband. But no light dawned upon them. On the
next day, Henry took his two oldest boys, of whom he continued
to be exceedingly fond, to an exhibition especially designed for
children. After leaving the exhibition room, he brought them
into the store, which was not far off, to see their grandfather.
Pwo lovelier children are not often seen ; nor wers any more
tenderly beloved than they. Their father brought them into a
little retired office, especially assigned to the use of the elder Mr.
Greenfield. After they had been caressed, and had related the
curious and wonderful things they had seen, they ran out to talk
with the young men in the store, and the father and son were
left alone. ‘

« Dear little creatures !”* said the elder Mr. Geenfleld, after a

pause.

was another brief pause, and the elder Mr. Greenfield said—

« Bat my heart aches, whenever T see them.”

His son looked surprised. - :

“Yes, Henry, it aches. Sit down, and T will tell you why.”

The young man hesitated. He felt that another remonstrance
was coming, and he wished nothing said on the old subject.

« 8it down, my son,” said the old gentleman I wish to tell
you a secret that I onght long since to have divaiged. But,
‘shame has kept me silent.”

. Henry sat down, and looked wonderingly into the face of his
father. ' '

« T need not ask you whether you love your children,” began
Mr. Greenfield. ¢ I know that they are exceedingly dear to you
I know th_;{_!:. you would do almost any thing to secure their good.
And yet, Henry, you have cursed them with a direful curse.””

Henry, who was entirely sober, affirmed the sentiment. There
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“Me? Father! Are you beside yourself!”

.‘-F No, my son ! I speak but the words of truth and soberness. ’

Listen to me, and I will unburden my heart of something that

' ha§ been on it for years. I should have told you Iongb 8go.
Will you promise, now, to hear me patiently 2’ ,

“Surely, I can do no less,” replied the son, who was taken
altogether by surprise at his father's strange words. '

Every body says your little Henry hgars to you a remarkable ;
resemblance,” said Mr. Greenfield. . ‘

“Iknow. And I can see in his disposition, already, traits‘fe-
sembling my own.” - ' ’

“Why is this?

T am his father,”” :

“ And therefore, he is like you.. Yes, that is the simple truth. - ‘
You are aware of a habit you have of placing the fingers of
your right hand against your temple, when musing ? ” i

¢ I never thought about it. But I believe it isi‘o.”

“You are doing it now.”

“So 1 am. I’ve observed that Henry occasionally does the
same thing.”

“True. Look at him now, listening to something one of .the
young men is saying.”’ :

“Tsee. His fingers are on his temple.”

“Whyisit?” o

The young man looked thoughtful, but did not answer.

% You also have a slight twitching in one of your eyebrows.”

%I know; and Henry has the same.””

I...“.He Wfdks like you—he stands like you—in fact, he is your -
miniature image. Hvery one remarks this,” ‘

i True.” : '

“Why is it?”

“I am his father.” : S
o« .Y'es. ‘Buif you did not give hima body. 'Why, then, in body
and in the actions of his body, does he resemble you in so re- -
markable a degree ?”

The son again lookéd thoughtful.. L
‘:' Is it not because he derives from you that spiritual form into "
which God breathes the breath of life, and which takes to itselfa
mgx@gr:ial body whereby to act in the visible world of nature ?
A#id if this be 5o, will not the form you give possess all the qual-
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%ies and characteristics of its progenitors ; and, in clothing itself

in a material substance, o do it as to represent those qualities and

distinguishing features? ”

¢ That seems to be the explanation.”

« Depend upon it, Henry, it is the true one. Every father
thus transmits to his offspring the qualities of his own mind, and
these manifest themselves in a body with a peculiar and corres-
ponding form. This is the reason why achild resembles, in body,

his parents. If in the body, then, there be a resemblance, how

much more so in the mind or soul, that forms the body ? Do you

comprehend what I say ?”

 Clearly.” :
“Very well. You can then see, as 2 practical and real some-

thing—not as a vague theory—the doetrine that children inherit
the mental qualities of their parents; be they good or evil 77

« Qh, certainly. I never doubted that this was so: although
I have never had occasion to think much about it.”

“You can then clearly understand, that the greatest blessing
parents can bestow upon their children is a legacy of good affec-

- tions 27 :

« Explain what you mean by this in other words.” ‘

«If our children inherit the tendencies to good or evil that rule
in our mind—if our habits descend to them as heir-looms—how all«
jmportant is it that we should, for their.sakes, cultivate good affec-
tions, and reform all evil habits ! For, if we do not do so, our chil-
dren that are born while we indulge in such evils, will inevitably
be cursed with an inclination for the same things.”

« What a doctrine!” exclaimed the young man, as he drew &

long quivering breath. ‘
« Yet as true as that the sun shinés in heaven,” said Mr.

Greenfield, solemnly.

«T cannot doubt it,” was the musing, serious reply.

s And now, Henry,” said the father, and his voice was slightly
agitated ; “let me bring this home to your mind and heart by
evidences of & most painful and heart-aching character. You
are my son, and as such have been eursed by your father.”

¢ Do not say so!” interrupted the young man, in a deprecat-
ing voice, . .

« Listen |’ continued his father, «and let every word I say be
-well: considered. For many years before you were born, I -in«

e
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dulged a love for stimnlating liquors, until it grew to such a habit
that it beeame my chief pleasure. You have, yourself, seen how
freely I used wine and brandy every day ; but, you did not know
that, for years, I left the dinner-table so near to intoxication, that
I would have staggered in the street. But it was even so. ,Is it
any wonder, then, that I cursed you with an inclination to the
very evil that I had indulged? But, I did not understand how
sad an inheritance I had left my child, until it was too late to

- guard him from the approach of exciting causes. My own hand

placefi ttf.:mptation_ before him. I not only bequeathed a nat-
ural inclination: to indulge in drinking to excess; but I kindled

the fiery desire in his bosom ere reason came, with its calm dicta~ .

tion, to restrain him. I cannot wonder, that he fell! I cannot
wondet that his appetite had more influence over him.than the
tears and entreaties of his parents and friends. God help him!
for there is no power on earth that is strong enough to save " -
The very agitation felt by Mr. Greenfield, closed for a time his —

utterance. His son made no reply, but sat fixed as a statue, with

his eyes upon the floor. In a few minutes Mr. Greenfield re-
gurr{ed, but in a lower and calmer, yet exceedingly earnest voice.
- “Henry! If the curse had been permitted to die with you;
1f' the sin of the father had not descended to the third gene'ra:
thIl bH] - -

~ “Father I exclaimed thie young man, in an agitated voice.

" The tone was that of one who had been struck with a sudden -

pain.
“If,” went on Mr. Greenfield, * you had not fallen into the
same dreadful evil, and entailed upon your children the same

dreadfiil curse—""
“ Oh, father! Say no more! Say no more!” cjaculated

- Henry, in a voice of agony, rising as he spoke. # Your words

almost madden me,” : '

And. wit?this he turned off abruptly, and going into the store
took Lis children by the hand and led them away. ‘

“ Father,” said little Henry, taking hold of a wine-glass that
stood by his plate, a few minutes after the family of the younger
Mr. Greenfield assembled around the dinner-table on that day-—
b father, can’t John fill my glass now ?” ‘

The custom had been to let Henry have a glass of light wine

- with his dessert. But the child’s taste had been already morbidly
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excited, and he craved the stimulating draught even before the

1 time. . o
usx&?hel$§rds of old Mr. Greenfield had been, as it were, burning

themselves into the mind of his son since the moment of theolr .:
" utterance. He had tried to disbelieve them; but that was a VT'H
offort, He felt that all was but too true; and tl?at ! 11?.61, in bills
hand, the key which uunlocked the .mys:cery.of his OWE;.] 1-nsat1aen: :
thirst. Nothing had been decided in .lus mind up to the mo.n;-_ g
when the request of his child came T.wth a startling corrobora an
e had beard. i o

Of‘?ga};i f:ther ! Can’t John fill my gTa.ss now?” ca}nz aggm;
ere he had found time to reply, in‘-ﬁttmg words, to the firs

request.

Then turning to the waiter, he said—

% John, you may remove the wine and brandy to the side- - '

board.” - e n\ﬁm
- The waiter obeyed; but merely placed the decanters o
sideboard.” o :

« Lock them up,” said Mr. Greenfield. - .

« C:.;’t 1 hav};, some wine?” asked, again, the little boy,

looking really distressed at the prospect of losing his .accusfcomed |

Tass. - _ o
¢ 5\“ No, my dear. It is not good for you, replied his father,
kindly. N
“ gut-you drink it, father. Isn’t it good for .you? ” “r
% No, dear,” replied Mr. Greenfield, after a slight pause. ”t_-
is not gc’)od for either of us, and we won’t drink any more of it.
Mrs. Greenfield looked up surprised. Bl}t her husband
' i nt over her face. '
voided her eyes.. What a light went over
) The child seemed but half satisfied. When the dessert came,
he would eat a little, and then finger his glass, with the air of one

who, for want of something, could not enjoy the good things

spread before him, and this was continued until the meal v;aS'
finished. On leaving the table, his fruit and pastry-werg ut

half eaten. | | o ‘ o
All this his father observed, and with deeply painful emotions.

He saw that the perverted appetite which he had‘ recen'fed fro:;

his father, was entailed upon his own child, and with an mcreas‘

susceptibility of excitement.
L]

i osure of voice.
« No, my dear,” he answered, with forced gomp ' ce.

OUR CHILDREN: HOW SHALL WE SAVE THEM? 505

“ How shall T save him ?* came almost aloud from his lips, as.
he closed the door of his chamber after him, and threw himself .
upon his- bed—not to sleep, as usual, but to think— perfectly
sober after leaving the dinner-table, and for the first time in many
years. i ) : .

We cannot follow the nuhappy man through the long and
anxious period that elapsed from the day of his reform—he never
placed the cup of confusion again to his lips—auntit his children
entered the world as men, subject to all its thousand temptations.
Enough for the practical bearing of our story to say, that, after
fally explaining to his wife the nature and extent of ‘the danger -
with which their offspring was surrounded, he united with her in
an unwearied guardianship over them, that.made the removal of

. stimulating drinks from ‘their sight and taste, ever a thing of

primary importance. Yet, with all this, he knew, too well, that
they must ever be in danger. That for them to touch, taste or -
handle, was to put their souls in jeopardy. Sometimes, in
moments of a more vivid realization of the peril that surrounded
them, he wished that they had died as infants. But, after years .
brought his reward; and he saw his sons enter the world tem-
perate from principle. He did not, however, let them go forth, as .
men, without giving them, in order to make assurance doubly
sure, the history of himself and father which we have related ;.
and enjoining them to guard their offspring as he had guarded
them. ‘ - : ;

“ For,” said he, ¢ intemperance is a sin that is visited upon. the
children even unto the third and fourth generation.”

And, let the writer add, so is every other indulged, and there-
by-confirmed, evil principle of the mind. If we would save our
children from the vice of intemperance, let us be temperate our-
selves, and thus give them healthy moral as well as physical con-
stitutions. If we would save" them from theft, let us be honest
in all our dealings with our fellow-men—not honest merely in a
legal sense, but Lonest in our very intentions. If we would not
have our children tempted fo commit murder while in the heat
of . passion, let us beware how we indulge a feeling of hatred
towards others; for, we give to our children the forms of the

very affections by which we are ruled. If we are honest,
© virtuous, chaste, and temperate, oi;il__r_ children will be born with

honest, virtuous, chaste and températe inclinations ; but, if we

B
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wrong our neighbors—if we are covetous-—'if we are1 1mpuff:1t;
we indulge in the evil of intemperance, or in any other e\:il ,f ‘_ i
children will-be impelled by the very nature t}ley inherite .m;n
us to do the same things, This is no _1dIe fiction—no cunningly
devised fable—but a most solemn and 1mpo’rtant truth: .
Men labor diligently to lay up this world s good's with ;v 1c' tf_),
bless their children ; but who thinks of. denying himself the grati
fication of his evil lusts and passions in o_rder to bless them in a
i eal sense.
hl%s? :ngx];l??d Ir?m;:h;t is already written fail to impress the
mind of thet;eader, farther argument would be use'les:s. Ar;ci :,Z
we cast this seed into the minds of the .people,' behevn;lg it to )
good seed, and trusting that a portion will fall mto-gioo tg;o;z:vé
If no tidings of the harvest ever reach us, We .wﬂ yet be e
that the seed has taken root somewhere and yielded its prop

fruit. -

e -

'TEMPTATIONS : A STORY FOR

THE REFORMED.

CHAPTER L

- A womAN pale from recent sickness, and wasted by long suffer-

. ing, want and wearying toil, sat bending close to 2 dim light, and

straining her eyes, half blinded by pain, over work that mnst be
finished that night, or there would be hunger at the hearts of her
children on the next day. Three little ones, for whom, in sorrow
and in tears, she took up, daily, her heavy burdens, and tottered
along under them, lay sleeping on the floor, with only a coarse
quilt between them and the hard boards. Avound her, all looked

- comfortless. The room was in disorder, either from neglect or

lack of time to see after its proper arrangement ; and there was,
in the person of the woman herself, an air of slovenliness and ex-
treme poverty, that indicated the loss of all interest in even the
common affairs of life, '
No sigh struggled up from the unhappy woman’s bosom ; no
groan, wrung by pain from a drooping spirit, came through her
colorless lips; there was no pause in her labor to muse or to listen.
No-—mfor the hope of change had passed from her heart. There
was nothing left but to suffer on and toil on until the end came..
While she sat thus at her work the door of the room where she
was, opened, and a man, covered with the sad evidences of years

of debasing drunkenness, came in. The woman needed not

to turn her eyes upon him, His step was familiar to her ear.

She knew it was her besotted, degraded, unfeeling husband. For

years she had lived in the anxious hope, that he would see his folly

and pause in his downward course to ruin., But that hope had

long since left her. She never looked, now, to his coming home

with the trembling interest that once agitated her bosom. She
' (507)
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knew he would return bereft of human reason and human syms
pathy, and that he would bring nothing to supply the wants of!
either herself or her suffering clnldren

Without even looking around, or by any sign md;cahng her
sense of his presence, the woman continued tosew on.  The man,
after closing the door, stood for some moments, looking first at his-
wife, and then at the children who lay sleeping upon the floor.
Miserable as was lis attire, and marred his countenance, he ap-
peared to be in his right mind; and as he surveyed the scene

sigh.
How suddenly did the wife start and turn, as that evidence of

feeling struck upon her ear. One glance caused her heart to-

bound, and then to flutter in her bosom with a newly awak-
ened hope. Her husband, who had been away since dinner-

time, had come home sober. Strange event! Such an oceur-

rence had not taken place for a long, long time. Though he could
not supply his family with food and clothing, he had, yet, ever
been able to meet the demands of his craving appetite. Though
the bread was cut off, the fiery stream of ruin had not been
stayed. : :

But, he was socber once more. The work fell from the hands

of his wife, and, unable either to speak or to rise, she-sat looking

anxiously np into his face, her own countenance expressing sur-
prise, hope, and eager expectation. For some moments the two,
who had rewarded each other for a long time with indifference,
now ezchanged glances of intense interest. But the silence and
suspense were quickly broken. _

¢ Margaret,” said the man, in a low, tremblm , yet earnest
voice, coming up close to her as he spoke, “I have this night
signed the pledge. They told me, if I would do so, I could re-
form. That it was my only hope. And I have done it.”

“ Oh William ! 7

The wife gave voice to no other words; but the tone in which
these were said, contained a volume of meaning.

There was no enthusiasm—no impulsive expressions of joy on
either side. Both felt too serious ; and both stood too near the
yielding margin, and in full view of the dark and rapid rivex.' that,

- but a moment before, was bearing them on to swift destruction, to
have any heart for a joyful utterance.

around him, his' face became sorrowful, and he uttered a deep ,
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- With a subdued and serious air, the man, after announcing in
the few words we have given, the important step he had ventured
to take, came, and sat down close by his wife, whose work still
lay upon the floor where it had dropped from her hand. She felt
bewildered ; and was questioning herself whether all were not a
delusive dream. ~ For such a changy, shé had not trusted herself

to hope. In fact, as is just said, hope of a change in her hus-

band’s ways, was no longer a visitant in her bosom So passive
—s0 expressionless was the poor woman, that her husband began

~ to feel a little disappointed. -

“You do pot seem glad, Maraaret ” said he, in a half com=-

plaining voice..

This aroused her. :
% Glad ?”” she returned. ¢ Glad! Oh, William ! But I can-

‘ot realize it. You have signed the pledcre 2

“Yes.. And by the help of God, T will keep it. Never—
riever again shall the poison that -has:burned so long through my
veins, and taken away reason and all strength to keep good reso-
lutions pass my lips. Forever have I renounced the accursed

“thing 1 7

“Forever! Oh! Thanks to God!” fell, murmured, yet

~with an intensely fervent expression from the lips of the wife,

as she' leaned over, and hid her face upon the arm of her hus-
band.. - _ :
‘When the whole truth presented itself, and without disguise,
to the mind of that*sufferm(r woman, enough of doubt came to
blend with her happiness an alloy of fear, and to check the words -
of congratulation that trembled on her lips. Would her husband
be able to keep his pledge? How.instinctively did that- ‘question
force itself upon her! Too many instances of men having vio-

 Jated their pledwes had come to her know ledtre, and she 11’1([ seen ..

that the last state of such men was worse than the first. Alas?
even in an hour when there was so much cause for j Joy and thank~
fulness, doubt and fear came obtrusively in. That such was her
state of mind, came into the perceptlon of her thouahts, and she:
made an oﬂ"mt; to rise above it; and in the effort, she spoke in
words and tones of encouragement to her husband, :
“Oh!” she said, as she hﬁ:ed her face, and Iooked up with .
overflowing eyes, * Oh William!  We may yet be happy!. It is _
never too late to repent and lead a good life. God will strengthen
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you., He will enable you to keep your pledge. He will send
light, warmth and comfort once more into our household.”

« He will, Margaret, he will. Oh! What a wretch I have
been !’

“Let us forget the past. A pleasant way lies before us, if we

ywill anly walk in it.” .

As the wife said this, she stooped and lifting her work from the
floor, turned towards her poor light, remarking as she did so, in
a cheerful voice— .

« But it is getting late, and this must be finished before I can
go to bed.”

« Ol no, not to-night, Margaret. It is already past ten o’clock,
and you look worn out as it is,” replied her husband, laying his
hand upon her arm.

With kind words and tones like these to sustain her, the toiling

wife could have worked through the whole night, and not felt
a sense of weariness. They came upon her spirit as dew upon
the mown grass, or showers to the parched and thirsty ground.

T do not feel tired now,” she answered, smiling. In an
hour, I can easily finish this garment. And it must be done to-
night.” o,

Y an hour! And why to-night, Margaret?”

The wife smiled, with a kind and cheerful expression, as she
replied— : )

« [ must have the money for it to-morrow morning.”

“Why?” o

« We are out of every.thing. The children - would have

nothing to eat.”” .

v

A shadow fitted over the disﬁgured face of the husband. 'B'ut'.

he instantly thrust a hand into his pockets, and, after searching
through them, brought forth several small coins; their aggregate
value was about forty cents. -

« Here, Margaret. These will buy bread for to-morrow,”’ said

he. ¢ Put up your work.” _

And he laid the money upon the table near which she sat.

The fingers that, but a moment before, held the bright needle
so firmly, were now relaxed; the heart, so strong in its purpose,
fuiled ; and the body, which necessity had merved to further
endurance, bécame feeble almost as the body of a child. Help
had come alinost unexpectedly. The first fruits of the pledge

"TEMPTATIONS: A STORY FOR THE REFORMED. ‘511

_were before her. A hand was upon the heavy burden'*that had
pressed her to the earth, and while she felt it lightening, she also
felt that she had no real strength to bear even a smaIle;' weight
and wondered _that she had been able to hold out so long. %h; -
made no reply to her hushand as she laid aside the garme?nt upon

_ which she had been sewing, but he read in her face more than

words could have expressed.

“ Margaret,” said the repentant husband, ¢ yon shall work
beyond your strength no longer. I can made g”ood wages, and
the whole of what I earn will I place in your hands. Tatl;e ,com.-
fort. Better days are coming.”

Will any one be surprised to hear, that words of encourage-
ment like these, coming so unexpectedly, and uttered in tender
accents by lips from which only angry and bratal expressions had‘
fallen' for months—it might be years—so broke down the feelings
of that poor wife, that her tears could no longer be restrained
but gushed forth freely? Though she covered her face with her’
hands and-wept and sobbed, like one in a paroxysm of grief, he
who looked upon her in her excitement, knew- that joy and tha:nk-
fulness had awakened this strong emotion, E

Calmness of mind soon came to both, Then they talked of‘
the future, and spoke to each other many words of comfort and
encouragement. - Thus the hours were employed until after mid-
night, when a sleep more peaceful than either Lad for a long time

“known, closed gently their weary eyelids.

CHAPTER 1L

Wiztiam Encar, a history of whose trials and temptations as
a reformed man we are about to write, had been, as the reader
n.aturally infers, a most degraded and besotted drunkard. Ata
right ‘moment he was approached by a friend of teniperance, and
prevailed upon to sign the pledgé. He was assured that, on,Iy in
such an act, was there the smallest hope for him; that unless he
pledgfed. _hin.welf’, under his sign manual, to abandon the use of
:ild;tlgr:l::ng :;;11;?;31;? must go do“-rn, inevitably, to a drunk-

- : Pt at reformation on the mere strength
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of a good resolution, or oral pledge to himself, he knew to be
useless, for he had tried it too often. He had lost ‘all rational
“control over himself. ‘There was no longer any power in reason
to restrain the giant appetite that had grown up within him. He

was o free man no more. What was told to him of the pledge, ° B

therefore, confirmed as it was by a long array of evidence and
example, he, fally believed, and in the confidence of this state,
_signed it. Nothing was said of the temptations that were tofol-
low; of the flerce struggles that would come when the manacled

giant, gathering up his strength, made terrible efforts to regain

his liberty. It would have done no good to have warned him, at
the time, of this—it might have done harm by inducing discour-
_agement, To one who had fallen so low, and who, when first
lifted upon his feet, stood tettering; as it were, hope and confi-
dence. were most needed, and these were- given. The pledge
Edgar believed to be, after he had signed it, a wall of adamant
around him, through which no enemy to his peace could break.
" And so, under the blessing of Heaven, it was, in his first state.
God made it the means to him and to every other reformed man,
of elevation from moral slavery, and held him up by it, until
. able, once more, as a man created in His image and likenéss, to
stand in the strength of-rational self-control. But it was only
a substitute, coming with external restraints to one in whom no
principle of religiofi could yet be formed ; and its use was to hold
him free from the soul-destroying vice so long indulged, until
snternal bonds could be formed. These once laid around  his
soul,%he would be free indeed., The evil of drinking would be

shunned as a sin against God, and not as the violation of a

solemn pledge entered into befween man and man. When}'this
state came, the danger of falling in any temptatior, no matter

how severe, would be far removed. s )
Into the freedom here described, itis the effort of Divine Prov-

idence to bring every man ; because no man can be spiritually -

elevated, or, in other words, regenerated, who is not in freedom
to choose between good and evil; this he cannot be, when he
feels himself to be under external bonds. Reformation of the
life, and a regeneration of the internal principles or ends of life,
are two things. The reformation of the drunkard can only be
.obtained by means of the pledge ; but his regeneration as a man
is effected independently of it, so to speak, and lifts him entirely
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above its sphere of influence, . He then becomes a truly temper-
gtc? _lIilaE R 1;.)01; because he is pledged to abstain from intoxicatine
rin ; is a si i :
» but because drankenness is a sin against God. He knows

that if he tastes the cup of confusion, he ‘must inevitably fall ;-
ol |

and he, therefore, shuns it as an evi m
: n evil that would ds i
to perdition, ' e hlm down

Thus much-to make our story of William Ec'lgar,r the réformed |

, man, intelligible. Thousands, like him, have signed the pledge
_?.nd 1r_1.th_e confident hope that it would prove all :uﬂ'icient fo hct)’ld’
in chains the feverish and struggling appetite within them, have
gone on, se}f‘-conﬁdent and glorying in their new-found st;enuth

fora f'ew months, or, it may be, for a few years, bt alas | i; a
moment of weaknass, or, in a time of severer .I’:rial,,.they. have

fallen; and, too many of them, hopelessly.  Nointernal principle, . -
. ? '

no re.lzgm.us bas.is, had been formed in their minds, to hold all in
genwmne integrity, and the external bond, weakened or over-
strained, was snapped in sunder '

. In giving the history of Willtim Edgar, our ohject is to make

- the reformed man sensiblewf his true rélation to the pledge, in
N ?

order that he may plant his feet more securely, and stand firmer
'f:han he has yet stood._ No good and true 'prin,cﬁ’ple is.confirmed
10 any man except through temptation’ﬁrmlf withstood, and over-
come in strength réceived and acknowledged as from éod Iti |
for this reason that every reformed man is tempted but. ne N
beyond what he_can bear, if he'will strive in a right s,pirit for :}T:

m - .7 N
' _m:lstery y l\L’Fezl‘e abstinence from intoxicating' drinks does not
<¢ 2 man mternally a better man, but, it puts hini in f'réedom’ '

f:o h’emfne .bettgr, and’if he does fiot rightly use this freedom, he
) . !
:; gve;l' I mmnent dangér of falling away and becoming worse
: a?. e was- before. This is a solemn truth, and it is f‘l:ll' time
. mlat' It was c‘lear]y and broadly enunciated. The work of refor-
in?(,l?‘n 1; but b'egun “fhe'ﬁ a man signs the pledge ; his elevation
o ree Om will be. as slow, and, it may be, slower than was hjs
~ declensioty; 'and to give all the aid in our power to help on this
%)roces.s of elevation, is the duty of every oné who is called to
al?qr}_n the cause of temperance. ' '
: On the morning of the day after William Edgar had signed
the pledge, he went, sober,’ ¥ W
) R ».sober,’to the shop where he worked as a

jourfieyman, T in hi
R ig h_e change in hxm was- so marked, that all 1o~
32 |

“a

PRI
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«Hallo! What’s the matter with Edgar,” sa_id,on'e.as he
came in. He had so degraded himself in the eyes of his f'el.lo\v
worlsmen, that -no -sentiment of respect for Lim was entertamed
by any in the shop.

The remark drew all eyes upon bLim. o

«8ober, as I live!” exclaimed another. ¢ What §-in the .
wind? Is the world coming to an end ?” .

¢ He"s juined the Millerites, and expects to go up next week,
said a third.  ~

At this there was a general laugh -through the s?mp. Edgar
felt the railing. Sobriety, and an earnest desire to rise above the
degraded cond:tlon into which he had fallen, restored some of the
Iost feelings of the man. The new life he had entered upon, in-
volved so many serious considerations, and was so full of impor-
tant results both to himself and others, that he felt in no mood
for levity: One of the journeymen, noticing his serious air, and
half guessing at the caunse, said, as the }auch died away— .

“ O no. It is not the Mlilerltes who have got him, but the

Temperanceites.”” ’
“ What! Bill Edgar joined thetetotallers? 1’1l never be~

lieve that.” _

“Isn't it so, Bill? & sald the other. ¢ Speak ont! Don’t be
‘ashamed of it. If you have signed the pledge, here’s my hand,
and I wish you joy. May you never break it !’

The journeyman ehtended his hand, and Edgar seized it in

assent.
tpl:‘e;soft indeed so!™- fell from the lips of other of hls fellow
workmen, ay they cathered around him,and in tones of appreval,
pleasure and concrmtulatlon, e‘iclalmed “ Who would have be-
heved it ? 7’ :

The -moment the truth was known, the beamnrr of every one
changel towards the'man they had been in the habit of treating
as one who had lost all claims to respect, and as destitute of
human feelings. In his efforts to elevate himself, they were
ready to lend lnm a hand, and to encourage him to stand fast in
the good resolution he bad taken. :

Ail this was pleasant to Edgar, and helped to sustain him,
Self-respect came back, and this strenathened the good pmpsses
of bis mind, and made his resolutions stronger. He felt like a
free man ; and above all danger of again falling into the dreadful

4
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vide ﬁom the slavery of which he had just broken. To work,
had never seemed so pleasant. The hours, that before had

' dracrged heavily on, now passed swifily, and the time for return-

ing home came ere the:day scemed more than half over.
Edgar understood the earnest, almost fearful glance thrown upon

. him by his wife as he entered his humble abode ; and he also un-

derstood why her countenance brightened up mst:a.ntly Her face
was thin and pale, but ‘her smile was pleasant and the tones of \
her voice, when she spoke, were cheerfal as of old,

Days passed and still Edgar remained true to his pledge. He
met with encouragement f'rom almost every one. Men who'had
treated him as they would a mere animal, devoid of all feeling,
now spoke to him asif he were a rational being, and cmwratulated
him upon the new era that had opened upon his life. At home,
the ‘appearance -of every thing began to change. - Liitle articles
of comfort, one after another, were introduced ; wife and children
appeared in better attire, and a plentlful supply of wholesome food
at all times erowned thelr table. '

But it must not be supposed that, even durmo* the perlod of
‘these first, inspiring changes, the reformed man wag entirely

- free from temptations. His lot had that been the case, would

have been more than mortal ; or, the mere signing’ of the pledge
would have produced an internal change instoad of being the first
great step in that important work. No, he wag not ﬁ'ee from

“ temptations ; but they were llrrht in compauson to those which
" were to come.

The ridiculs of old companions in vice, fretted. him sometimes ;
and there were occasions, when théir sneer at hlm for being a te-
totaller, or a cold-water man, was excessively annoying. Bu{: he -
turned from them quickly and came into his own right mind again. .
But, what he had most to contend with, was a gradually return~
ing desire for the old stimulus. "As hé beca.me familiar with the
changed aspect of things at home, the contrast between the present:
and the past was Jess d:stmctly presented, and, therefore, operated

less and less as an incentive to persevere in his new gourse of life,

A llttle reflection always recalled this contrast ;- but it was the
fact that it required reﬂectmn to recall it, which rendered it no
longer a constantly operating incentive, :

It was now that he began to be aware of the fact, that even
total abstmence had not destloyed the old appetite ; for there were
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. times when it would suddenly be awakened, and eall for indul-
gence. He did not, for a moment, feel like yielding to its de-
mands ; but the fact that it still existed, when made clear to his

mind, brought a feeling of -discouragement, accompanied by &

chilling fear, lest, in -some unguarded time; the old desire should
be too strong for him. Beyond the pledge, he saw no aid which
he could callin. That he had looked upon as the all-lmportant
vemedy for the disease-of drunkenness. Tt had been applied; in
his own case, with wonderful success. But, alas | a" predisposi
tion to the disease still remained in his system, ready to take ad-
vantage of gvery exciting cause. Of this it took only a few
months to make him painfully conscious.

_CHAPTER IIL

For six months William Edgar had been true to his pledue,
and hundreds of pleasing evidences of the fact were to be seen at

home and in his own person. Yet, as intimated, he had not been

entirely free from temptations, though they were comparatively
light. What he most needed, was somethmcr to employ thé txmﬁ
before spent in drinking houses and among * hale .fello?vs we

met.” A taste for reading had never been formed in his mlnd,.
and he had, therefore, no resource in books. The consequence
was, that his evenings dragged heavily. Sometimes he would re-
tire to bed early, and sometimes he would go out after supper and
walk the streets, listlessly, for an hour. One or two evenings
were spent in temperance meetings. These were passed more

; n
aax‘-?eOahlzieﬂf‘n”ahz said one evening, r1smo' and stretching hlm.-
« ] wish I had something to do.”” .

selilrsllg‘dcrar looked up from her work, but did not smile 3 for
evidences like this of an internally dissatisfied and restless state,
had for some time exhibited them.selves, and caused her un-
eail‘nfsi;eheve 'l take a walk,” added the hnsband « Though
walking merely for walk’s sake,: is poor employment. If I had an
errand -out, or were going any where, it would be another thm,g
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e Suppose you read to me,” said Mrs. Edgar.
« 1 don't like to read-aloud. It tickles my throat ”
“ Read to yourself’ then.” -
+¢ Books do'n’t interest me. No, I ’11 take a walk.”,
+ ¢ You’ll be back soon ? .
#Oh yes. I’ll only take a turn around two or three blocks.”
And saying this, Edgar left the house with a feeling of dissatis=
faction at his heart. He wanted some excitement——some recrea-
tion—something to break the dull monotony of his idle hours. .
Thei‘e were old and .pleasant companions, with whom to chat, or
take a game of draughts or-dominos would have been agreeable
- ehough, and with whom she hours, now so heavy-footed, would
have danced lightly away. But, he could not join them. They
svere where he dared not go; for to meet them, as of old, Would
be to runinto danger—would be to court temptation. ol
“Edgar ! ” “said & man, stopping before him, -and puttin,
hand upon'his.shoulder, and by the word and act arousing him -
from a dream of formier times, in which a false light gilded and =~
-made pleasant to contemplate scenes of revelry and gross self indul-
gence, “ Edgar my old fellow'! ! bow are you? Where have you

© been thls half' an-age ?”’

The two men shook each other by the hand, heartlly )

¢« I am really glad to meet you,” said the frlend “ Where i in
the world have youn kept yourseif for so Iono‘ a time ? And how
well you Jook. You are like another man.’

“ And so I am,” returned Edgar, with a fee]mg of “pride. “
am a new man.’ : , ‘

« Indeed ! “How 27
“I’ve quit the old bad hablt »
(@ Drinking ?
¢ Yes,” : : o
- ¢“Indeed! Have you signed the pledge?”
“ Yes, I have signed the pledge.” -
“ Humph !” There was an equwocal expresswn in the sound
of the man’s voice.. Evidently, no hearty and warm response

“arose in his mind at this intelligence,

‘ Well, you acted ‘wisely, no doubt,” he added, “ for you were
tather far gone. But have you SJgned off from every thing?
“ Yes, from every thing that can intoxicate.”

“You would n’t refuse to take a glass of wine for old acquain~
tance’ sake ?” :
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« My pledge covers every thing. Brandy,,wine, beer ?’r cider.” .

¢ A glass of wine, now and then, would n’t hurt you. .

« Tt would be my ruin. No—no. The cold :fgter pledge 18
the only safe oné to take. " Al others are_useless. 7 .

« Vou know best, T suppose; but, come around to Bender’s
with me, and let us have a good long talk about matters and
things. I am really glad to see you, and glad to 'ﬁnd you are so
much better off than when we last met. You will .not TEf;lI:.SE to
take a glass of lemonade, or eat a plate of oysters with me.

" The danger of going into a drinking house bad often been
urged upon Edgar by his new temperance friends. .The very -
t=3

atmosphere of such a place was poison to the lungs of a reformed
man i ' .
serti:)n, he gave a full assent. - And yet he could not see how it
was possible to refuse the present invitation. He was -glad to
meet this old friend, and as he held him by the hand, his heart
warmed. ~To have an hour’s tall: with him, would be very pleas
. , : \
ant. But he did not wish to accompany him to .Ben,c,ler 5. .
47 don’t care about anything to cat or drink,” said he in
‘ " ]
reply. © Let us take a walk. -

I:‘yIf you don’t, X do. So, come along. After working hard
all day, 1 want to sit down—not walk about:” . .

But .Edgar still hesitated. He had an interior consclousness
that it would be wrong for him to accede to this request—that
he would be exposed to danger.. ) . -

7T would rather not go to Bender’s,” he said. . )
" 4 Then come around.to Ely’s. It don’t matter to me.

«1 would rather mot go into any drix_lkil.]g h?usia.‘ I have
pledged myself not only to abstain from all intoxicating liquors,

but to discourage their use in others. It would be W,I',Ol’!g, theres
fore, for me to be seen in a place where they are sold. o
« That’s runping away into extremes,” said the man, with &

slight air of displeasure. « But it ’s the way with all you temper-

ance men. The moment you take the pledge, you are-like the

fox who had lost his tail, and will never rest uptil you, get every=
. ] .
body else in the same predicament.” © ’
o'l:yhe way in which this was said disturbed ‘Edgar, and, de-

sfroyed, to some extent, the rational balance of his mind. He

i jon, i er in which i
did not like the accusation, Dor the sneering manf .

was uttered. And his flrst impulse was t0 disprove it, 0 f_ar as
‘ . . . ’ ) .S as..
he was concerned, by yielding to his companion’s wish :

they said; and to the sound reasons they educed for this as-

[ .
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“ Clome along ! said the fiiend, breaking in upon this state of
rwind, *and do n’t make a fool of yourself. If you are pledged
not to drink anything, why do n’t drink—there is no necessity for
it. But you are surely not pledged to abstain from meeting an
0ld acquaintance, and spending a social hour with him? Seo
come along! Or, if you.won’t, why good evening. I can’t stay
‘here any longer.”

« Do n't get offended,” returned Edgar in'a deprecating voice,
as he commenced moving along slowly in the direction - his friend

" started tolgo.

. “Ohmno. I’mnot offended,” was replied; “but then 1 like
to see a man act like a man, and hold himself free to go where he
pleases.” - ‘ ‘ :

¢ He ought riot to go, wantonly, into danger,” said Edgar.
¢ No, certainly not. Andif you think thereis any danger in

~ your going to Bender’s, and chatting with me for an hour, don’t

go. If you can’t bear the sight and smell of liquor, without
wanting it, my advice to you is to keep out of danger. But I
really thought, that when a man took the pledge he was free.”
¢ And so he is,” said Edgar. ¢ I would not be afraid to meet

" any enticements to drink you might bring. No: it was not that.

But—but—"’

“But what?” :

¢ Oh, nothing—nothing.” : o

And the reformed man walked along by the side of his tempter,
in the way to the drinking house where for years he had spent
from two to three evenings in a week, and debased Limse]f by in=
toxication, until scarcely a vestige of the likeness and image of

. his Maker remained. His mind was not fully made up to-go in.

I'hat question was still in debate. Prudence, and a regard for
the principles ho had adopted, urged him not to enter a place

- where intoxicating ‘drinks were poured out like water ; while false
shame, weak pride, and a.latent desire to get among old associates,

drew-him along like a ship in a gently moving current. At last,
they were at the tavern-door, and, without pause, the friend was

. passing in. Edgar stopped.

“Don’t be so weak and silly,” said the former. ¢ There is
no great anaconda here to swallow you, nor hyena to suck’ your
blood. What are you afraid of ? If you have taken the pledge,

. that is enough. A man clad in iron may pass through the fire
gnharmed,” '
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" As a man who is about taking a fearful leap, closes his eyes
that he may not see bis danger; so did Edgar close the eyes of
his mind to a perception of consequences, as, with a blind resolu-
tion, he stepped forward, and, in a moment more, Was in the
brilliantly lighted bar-room. This was a favorite drinking house,
and nightly filled with idlers who came to lounge and sip their
punch, or with a lower class, who were drawn thither by the un-
resisted appeals of a yearning appetite.

Edgar felt strange. He was neyer more clearly conscious of
wrong in his life than he was at that moment, The atmosphere
of the room oppressed him.. . But for very shame, he would have
hastily retreated. DBut it was. too late, he felt, for that now.,
His companion led the way toa table, and handing him a chair,
‘they both sat down. The former remarking, after they were
seated— T : ..

« Now this looks like old times. The fact is, Edgar, I can’t
" see why a man who takes the pledge is bound to desert all his old
friends, and give up every social enjoyment. I dare say you have

moped at home or strolled about the streets as you were doing -

this evening, until you were half beside yourself, and ready to go
to drinking: again, from very necessity. ~ This is wrong—all
wrong, A temperance man should n’t cease to be a social man.
There are dozens of warm-hearted fellows that meet here every
night, who would be glad of your company, and upon some of
whom your. presence would “be a salutary check to too free indul-
gence. Here, Jake!” He ﬁaddressed a waiter who was passing
at the moment. '« One apple toddy, and—what shall T say for
you 27’ addressing Edgar. : :
- «Oh! nothing—nothing. You forget.” :

«Yes—yes. You must have something. . A glass of soda-
water or lemonade. Which will you have.” '

« Lemonade will do, if I must drink with you.”

« One apple-toddy and one lemonade, Jake.”
-« Yes sir,” ;

By the time Edgar had taken his glass of lemonade he began

to breathe freer, and to feel rather more at home. He Jooked
around him upon each familiar object ; and felt that it was, really,
something of a privation to be debarred the privilege of spending
- an evening occasionally, in such a pleasant place and among old

- friends. ‘Soon he was noticed by one and another of his former

p
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gequaintances, who gathered around him, with many expressions
of pleasure at seeing him once more, and looking so well,

“ And is it really true, Bill,” said one, “ tha? the temperance
folks have got you? I heard that they had you shut up in a sort
of cold-watéir nunnery—or rather monastery.” :
. « Not quite so bad as that,” remarked- the friend who had hita
in charge. *Butit is true that Edgar here has signed the pledge
and ‘become a sober, decent man ; and T give him credit for it
Still, he is not so exclusive in his feelings as to cut himself off: -
from his old friends.” . ' : \

« He 'd better,” muttered a red-faced man, who, with his glass
o.f' liquor in his hand, had come across the room to hear what the
little group around Edgar was saying; and he turned away as
he spoke. He’d better; for if he don’t cut himself off from
one set of friends, he will from the other. No man can serve

‘two masters. I’ve tried that; but it won’t do.”. And the man

sa.tt dbwn in the place from which he had risen, and went on sip-
ping his liquor. o _ :

¢ Signed off tetotally! Ha! hal”

«Tf a man signs the pledge, that is no reason why h

e should
desert his old friends.” , yhe should
- ¢ No, indeed.”

“ ’That s w.hy I hate all these temperance reformers. They
won’t let -their followers speak civilly to any. one who thinks
proper-to take his glass in moderation.” - )

¢ Here’s Edgar; as clever a fellow as ever breathed. Have n’t

they made him turn his back upon all of us?”

And remarks like these ran round and round the circle that had
gatc_hered near Edgar. Some laughed at him boidlj for signing.off"-
on every account, . - ' R

“ A glass of beer or wine never hurt any bbdy,.” they said.
“They were good things to be used in moderation, - If some
men would make beasts of themselves, that was theirs, and not
the liquor’s fault. This going on the other extreme was alla
piece ‘of folly and fanaticism.” S -

Thus were assaults made upon the good resolutions and pledge
of the reformed man, and, at every point, until he was strongtljy

tempted to put the cup of confusion again to his lips, to prove

that he was a free man, and not afraid to drink. But, happily,

he was able to resist the temptation ; though in far more danger
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than he imagined. Two hours he spent among his old compan-
jons, and then dragged himself away and returned home to his
anxious and alarmed wife. The disgusting fumes of the bar-room

" were still upon his garments when he came in. ~ They were per- .

ceived by Murs. Edgar, whose face instantly became pale, and its
expression alarmed.
-« Where, where have you been ? " she inquired anxiously.
The walk home had given Edgar just enough time for reflee-
tion to see and feel that he had done wrong. Ile was painfully
conscious of having acted with great indiseretion, and of having
escaped an imminent danger. Not for the world would he tell
his wife where he had been. Yet he perceived, the moment he
entered her presence, that she more than half suspected the
truth, He did not know what heart sickening evidences of the
error he had committed he bore about his person in the fumes of
tobacco smoke and mixed liguors he had brought away from the
place into which he had permitted himself to be lured. "If he
“had been fully aware of this fact, he would not have evaded, even
to equivocation and direct falsehood, the anxious inquiry of his
wife.

It was the first unhappy time they had known since the blessed
pledge had saved the errmcr one from the dreadful bondaﬂe to sin
. and shame into which he ha,d fillen.

I

CHAPTER IV.

Trovex much troubled in mind, on the next day, when he
thought of the occurrences of the previous evening, Edgar could
not disguise the fact, that the time at Bender’s, spent among his
old companions, had ghded by pleasantly, and contrasted strongly
" with the dull everiings he had for months passed at home. Reason,

and the common perceptions of his mind told him that he had
acted wrong ; yet, still, his thoughts turned spontaneously to the

agreeable hours of the last evening, while a counter-argument in

favor of repeating his visits among h1s friends, to which: he inclined
an open ear, was going on W1thm him.

Silent and sad both retired to bed that night, and for hours
did both turn and turn, restless and sleepless, upon their pillows. -
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It is no matter of surprise that the mind of Edgar became con-
fused, and that he was unable to see, except by partial glimpses,
the’ rmht way hefore him. No one in the shop knew that he had
spent the last evening at Bender’s, and not on any consideration -

" would he have had the fact known among his fellow w01kmen—
" not that he had done wrong, was mentally affirmed, but because

his motive was misconstrued. Through the whole of' the day fol-
lowing this deviation from the path of safety, the mind of Edgar
was dlstulbed fnd his thoughts in conflict. There were times,
when he saw és clearly as one sees the sun at noonday, that he

had been.wrong; bat darkness and confasion would again fall

overrhis mind, and then the argument for self-indulgence went on.
Evening Aé.t last came, and Edgar returned to his family less
happy than he had been+for months. He was not determined as
to what he would do with himself after tea. He could not make
up his mind to go again, of his own accord,.to Bender’s; and the.

thought of moping at home, or loitering, aimlessly, about the

street, was exceedingly irksome. ‘

, - That achange had taken place in the mind of her husband was
too plain to T\rIrs Edgar; and the date of that change was, un-
doubtingly referred to the previous eveningi—Anxiety and fear

~oppressed her. Edgar did not eat with his ustal appetite nor was

he so cheerful as he had been. Not onee did .;she see him smile.
He scarcely noticed the children ; and when she SPOLe to him, he

answered her as if he had but half heard her question. When -
.he drose from the table, his eyes turned almost involuntarily, upen -

his hat. His wife noticed the movement; at the same instant-

' their glances met, and he became fully aware that she was suffer-
- ing the keenest anxiety on his account.

The effect of this discovery, coming upon his own unsuttled
state and half consciousness of error, was to fret him, and still
more to obscure his perceptions. :

Without a word, he sat down, and lifted one, of the younger
children in his arms. But he dld not exhibit towards it any other
mark of affection. In fact, but a few moments elapsed, before he
had almost forgotten the fact that his child’s head was resting upon
his bosom. Too strong was the internal agitations of his mindsto

Jeave room for the play of tender and humanizing affections.

“Am T to give up all recreation of mind ?” he said to him=
self, “Am I to be watched and guarded like a heedless boy ?
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Is she afraid to trust me out of her sight ? " Tied to a woman’s

apron-string!  No, no! That will never do for William Edgar1”
He arose from his chair and-put the child down suddenly.

“Don’t go out, William,” said his wife, in an earnest voice
" and with a troubled look.

“Why not? ” And he turned quickly upon her, and spoke
sharply.

Tears came into her eyes, and her husband saw them.  But
she did not answer the unkind interrogation. "For a moment
Edgar looked at his wife sternly ; then he put on his hat and left
the house.

Was he happler in consequence of his first deviation from the
right way, small as it might seem to him ? No! He felt wretch-
ed. As he walked hastily along, after leaving the house, he thus
muttered to himself—

« Am Inot pledged to total abstinence ? And have I not faithe
fally kept my pledge for the greater partof a year? Must I now
be watched ; and have every movement interfered with, as if [
were-not to be trusted out of sight? Nol not I will not sabmit
to it. As to moping about home any longer, night after night, I
cannot think of it. That alone, if continued much longer, Would
drive me to drink again as a measure of relief.” :

And Kdgar, after having said this, quickened his pace, and was

soon at the drinking house where he had spent the previous eve-

ning. He lingered but an instant at the door. Within he found

a number of persons; but it so happened that not one of them -
proved to be an old acquaintance. This made him feel a little
awkward. After walking across-the floor of the room once or’

twice, he sat down by a table upon which were files of newspapers,

and commenced reading. All but him were either drinking at .

the bar, or had their glasses of liquor before them at the tables,
where they were reading or conversing. To make a convenience
of such a place, without taking anything at the bar, he could not
think of doing. He was about rising to call for a glass of lemon-
ade, when a feeling of shame came into his mind, at the thought
of merely taking lemonade, when all around him were drinking
either wine or spirits. All, he felt sure, would observe it, and
lock upon him as.a reformed man, who was afraid of anything
stronger than cold water,

‘A severe conflict now commenced and continued for nearly ten

Fl
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ininutes, his better reason. growing weaker every moment, He
argued, at last, against himself, that he had abstained from drink-
ing so long that the old appetite had died out, and that there
would not be the slightest danger in taking a glass occasionally.
"To this opposed itself the fact that he had signed a solemn pledge
never again to taste, touch nor handle any thing that had the
power of intoxication. The greatest difficulty was to get around
this view of the case. To gain his own consent to violate, delib-
erately, the vow of abstinence he had taken, and in the strength
of which he had been enabled to rise above the influence of the
insatiate appetite that had degraded him lower than the beasts, °
was no easy thirlg. Yet still the conflict continued, his mind
growing each moment more obscured, and the opposition of reason
weakeér. In this state, and in a moment when a dark shadow ap~
peared'to fall over him, he got up and walked to the bar,

“ What will you have?” said the bar-keeper, looking up at
him. '

“ A glass of—of—of—of brandy and water.”

A tumbler was pushed towards him and a decanter placed upon

- the bar. - Edgar poured out a small quantity, to which he added

water, and then taking up the glass, walked back to the table where
he had been sitting, intending to drink the brandy at his leisure,
while he enjoyed a newspaper. Ere the tempting draught.had
touched: his lips, a hand was laid upon his shoulder. He turned,

- and met the earnest gaze of anindividual whom he dld not recol-

lect to have before seen. ‘

“Come!” saId this person. “I want to show you some-
thing.” ‘ ‘

The manner. of the man was earnest and serious. Edgar;
aroused instantly, by the incident into self-conviction of being
about to do a most evil, perhaps disastrons thing, followed passive-
ly the man, who pointed towards one of the boxes before the en-
trance of which a curtain was drawn, The brandy and water re-
mained untasted, on the table on which it had just been placed.

“ Do you see that,” said the man, drawing the curtain from
before the little alcove,

Edgar looked in. A man sat within, his head Iald down upon
the table,

“ That man is drunk,” remarked the stranger. .

“ Well [ sald Ddfrar who began now to feel a little irritated
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at what struck him as rather an unjustifiable liberty for a stranger
to take with him. ' '

« What you will be, in less than an hour, if you put that glass
of brandy to your lips.”

«&ip1” The tone, look and manner of ‘Edgar expressed dis--
pléasure. , _

« That,” continued the man, * was a reformed drunkard. He
took the pledge a year ago, and became sober, industrious and
happy. - But, like you, tempted at length by his old feelings and
appetites, he came.to this place, drank and fell. Ttismnota week
since I saw him enter that door, as sober as you are. You see
him now. Drink the liquor you have called for, and you will be |
like Lim.” ' ' T

A palsying tremor seized the limbs of Edgar; and he had to
place his hand upen a chair near which he stood. For a moment
or two longer the man held back the curtain, and then let it fall
again, hiding the painful scene he had, in raising it, disclosed.

% A wise man foreseeth the ovil and hideth himself; but the
simple pass on and are punished,” said the stranger, close to the
ears of Edgar. . -

How he got out of the place, the reformed man could hardly
tell.  He awoke like one from a dream, and found himself in the
street, with the cool and unconfaminated air melting upon his hot
forchead.  But he was weak in every limb, and still trembled so,
that he could hardly bear his weight., As soon as the whole
truth of his ‘position came clearly to his mind, and he saw the
deep gulf upon whose brink he had been standing, he shuddered
to the very centre of Lis being. :

Tn half an hour from the time her husband left the house, Mrs.
Edgar, whose heart had been like a heavy weight in her bosom,
saw lim enter, sober as when he went out. She did not know
the fearful danger he had encountered, during the brief period of

his absence.

< ¥

CHAPTER V.

Up to that time, Edgar had felt the most perfect confidence in

the power of the pledge alone to sustain him. But now he had

[
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"'a painful and discouraging sense of the fact, that it was nota

bond too strong in every case for the reformed man’s reviving
appetite to break. He had'been just on the eve of its vib]ation,
and was only saved by what seemed to him scarcely less than a
miracle. The man whose timely warning had been so success-
fully given, was, to him, a perfect stranger. "How he should
‘have known him or his history, or why he should have interfered
so opportunely, were alike unanswered questions to him.  He
seemed Iike a heaven-sent messenger to warn him of the destruc-

tion that Jay in his path. And so,in a certain sense, he was.

He was the same individual who had noticed and remarked to
himself on the -dangerous position Edgar occupied, on the night
he was tempted to rejoin his old companions; and, slave asbhe
was to a depraved appetite, he had yet enough regard for others’

* good left in his heart to prompt him to interpose to save a fellow- -

man from ruin, ere interposition would be rendered hopeless.

Of the temptation into which he had fallen, and of the danger
he had encountered, Edgar said nothing to his wife. But she
saw that he was not only ill at ease from some cause, but suffer-
ing in his mind. He retired early to bed. '

For days the reformed man was silent, thoughtful and serious.
His former confidence in the all-sufficiency of the pledge was
gone, and yet he resolved to cling to it, as the only palladium of
safety 3 and he did so, in trembling hope and fear. One result
of his recent error, in imaking him less confident of his secure
position, was to lead him to_see:the vecessity of keeping, as
far as possible, from every thing that would entice him away
from the narrow path of rigid self-denial in which he was now
walking securely. That he was wrong in going to the drinking-
house and among his' old companions, was as’clear to him as the

~day. He saw that old associations must revive old feelings, and

‘these awaken old appetites. He was’ also aware that the reason

of his having ordered the brandy and water was not really so
much founded in the wish not to attract attention, as he supposed

at the time, as it was in the desire he felt again to taste the in-.

* gpiring liquor. This was a humiliating and discouraging con=

ficiou‘sness. As a pledged man, he had stood with his head erect
in a proud sense of security ; and yet, he had, in less than a year

* from the time his pledge was taken, been upon the very eve of its

violation, and in danger of falling into hopeless ruin.
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Weeks elapsed before Edgar could breathe again freely, and
even then be did not experience that comfortable sense of security
he had hefore. known. There was felt a want of somgthing
beyond the pledge ;—2 desire to come into a position of security
above that guaranteed. by an external bond, such as a pladge,.or
solemnly subseribed promise, totally to abstain from the use (?f in-
toxicating drinks. He wanted to pass along free from any inter-
nal desire to go astray after sensual delights. _

«If there were nothing in me to be tempted,” he said, think-
ing to himself, « T might pass through a fiery furnace of allure-
ments to go astray, yet mot feel their presence. I want some
internal echange. But will that ever come? I hoped the pledge
would do all that for me ; but it has, so far at least, failed to give
me internal power. - In obedience to my bond, T abstain from t‘he—
maddening poison, and abstinence gives me a sound mind again,
and makes me a new man in all the relations of life. I am &
debtor to the pledge beyond all accounts ; but stil], it does not
make ap internal change, and until that takes place, I am not in
safety.” ' _

A consciousness of danger made the condition of Edgar really
more secure. than it was before. Nothing - could now have
tempted him to run again into the danger from which he had just.
escaped: h '

.« The: passage of a few months, however, ‘eqused the anxious .

feelings with which he had been troubled to subside again, -ané! a
.seﬁse'of security settled. once more upon his mind. Meanwhile
the want of companionship, or something to do in the evening,
caused the hours to drag heavily, ‘and often drove him out to
Wander' on the streets. "The -hot summer weather came round
again, and with it revived, at times, the old thirst for stimulating
drinks. Often, now, as he wandered listlessly along the streets,
on warm evenings, the sight of decanters of liquor in a window,
or the fames from some bar-room that he passed, excited a sudden
desire for a draught of mixed liquors: This imagination, in spite
of all his efforts to banish the image from his thoughts, would
dwell upon.the well-remembered tastes and refreshing qualities
of iced beverages, compounded of brandy, sugar and lemons, or
other liquors and flavors well known to the palates of all who in-

dulge the stimulating glass. There were. times when this would.

be so strong, that it seemed as if he could not resist it.
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. The Fourth of July, or Independence Day, came round, and"

William Edgar, in common with almost every one, had a holiday.”
In the hope of enjoying it more than he would if he staid at
home, he decided on taking a little excursion into the country by
one of the railroad lines. He wanted his wife to go aidng with
him ; but that she said was out of the question. She could not
possibly leave hoge. So he went by himself.

The place at which the cars stopped, and where Edgar pro-
posed to himself to spend a portion of the day, was one of public

" entertainment. There was a handsomely fitted up favern, with

its well-stocked bar, and choice variety of refreshments. - In front
of this was a spacious lawn, with walks ; and in the rear a large

garden. ‘Tt was a pleasant place, and one to which a, large - -

number of persons resorted. On this occasion, over a Hundred
persons had come out to spend the holiday. = e
The day was very warm. When Edgar stepped from the ear -
in which he had come out from the city, he felt thirsty. - TFhe
first thing that struck his eye, as he' passed, with the company.
that had arrived along with him, into the spacious bar-room, was:
the words, in bold letters,— A, THE TEMPERANCE BEVER-
Acrs;”? and below was a list of their various names. There
was « Root Beer,” ¢ Cream Mead,” ¢ Nectar,” Soda Water,”
“"Sarsaparilla Beer,” ¢ Sherbet,” ¢t Lemonade,” ¢ Ginger P_op,f’«'
«Spruce Beer,” and some half-dozen other beverages besides.’
Edgar ran his eye over this list, and selected spruce ‘beer; for-
which he called. That seemed ‘more like what he wanted tham:
any thing else he felt authorized to take. The beer was partiexi
larly palatable. He enjoyed it very much. After drinking ity he:’
strolled out info the garden, and wandered ahout amdng the
flowers and shrubbery for some time. But he at length gré'w‘
weary of this, and ceased to perceive the sweet odors that filled
the air; or to notice the varicty and beauty of the many-colored
flowers. Then he returned to the house and sat down in the "
bar-room to read. He could not, however, get interested in - the i
newspapers he found there, and soon laid them aside. He: them X
passed some time in observing those who came in and ‘went. to the
bar to drink. There were two bar-tenders, and they were busy
nearly all the while. He observed that few cilled for the: tem-

perence beverages; not one in twenty. Involun'tarily;"w-hile,x ino

his: thought he condemned the folly of those who indulged im
s 7 | .

5

-
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strong drink, did he watch the glasses as they were placed to the
lips of the drinkers ; while, in imagination, the peculiar flavor of
_ the draughts lingered pleasantly upon his own sense of taste.
This went on, until the old appetite began to revive, and he
became aware of the fact, ; .

Then commenced another fierce conflict. He thought, instant-
Iy, of his pledge, and of the dreadfui consequences that must fol-
low ; and, in order to give himself every advantage in the con-
flict he felé coming on, he arose up and went from the bar-room,
with its brandy-perfumed atmosphere, out into the open air, that
was redolent of the breath of flowers ; and tried to forget all that
had just passed before him, and to stifie the desires it had created.
But this was no easy task. An affection of the mind, when once
excited, carries the thoughts with it, and the thought bodying forth

the affection, gives it an active existence and a double power, -

He could not, therefore, try as he would, get away from the strong
inward enticements to a fatal indulgence. L

«T will not violate my pledge,” said he, arousing his mind into
a firmer resolation.  * In that is my safety, and I will stand by it.
Nothing shall tempt me to violate my pledge! No—no. I am
not so lost to all sense of honor and mdnly self-respect, as to break
my solemn pledge.” '

But, for all this, the evil spirit would not be quieted, but rather
raged the more fiercely. Like a restive and impatient horse, the
awalkened appetite yielded to the rein only while more than com-
mon strength was applied, and then struggled on again, bearing its
rider along in spite of his most vigorous restraining efforts. Had
the cars been on the eve of starting for the city, Edgar would
‘have thrown himself into them and thus escaped from a place
‘where temptation had come suddenly upon him like a downward
rushing torrent. But three hours would pass before the next train
went down. :

«T shall be lost before that,” said the fiercely-assailed man
with a shudder, as he thought of the long period through which
he would have to remain in a place so full of danger. ¢ And am
I not 2 man ?” he added. ¢ Have I not the power in myself to
do right—to resist evil and choose the good ? Ihave. And,like
a man, I will conquer this intense desire!”’ -

. Under this impulse, Edgar walked along with'a firmer step, and
with a feeling of confidence. DBut, too soon, alas | the wave that

TEMPTATIONS: A S§TORY FOR THE REFORMED. 531

had receded a moment rushed back upon him, and bore hiim from
his feet.  For half an hour, perbaps, he continmed to resist.

Then, human-strength failing, he gave up the unequal struggle.

Long before Lie had taken the pledge, and ere he had fallen as low

- as he was when.by means of the pledge he was elevated from'a
condition of abject bondage, he had tried over and over again to
reform. - All the considerations possible for a man to array in sup--

port of ‘good 'resolutiohs,"he had called to his aid, but they were
swept away. He had thought of his sorrowing and over-burdened
wife; of kis neglected and abyééd children ;- of ‘his own, wretched
and fallen eonditio_n, and contrasted with these the peace, comfort
and ‘happinéss of former times. But all had availed nothing. So

strong was his depraved appetite, that he could not resist its
appeals for just’a small ‘indulgence ; ‘that granted, and all was
again lost. The pledge coming in with its all embracing restric-
tions, not only made him at once a sober.man, but bound him to

. i .
others in an honorable contract. Its effect was to give him a con-

scious elevation. To make him feel that, as a man, he was looked

to in society; and that his life must bé in conformity to his
?vowed principles. This held him up, until he began to gain somé
internal strength, and to be able to walk by the aid of good pur--

- poses as intrinsic powers, and without thinking of his pledge.-

But, that he was not in himself really strong enough to stand

firm without the aid of external bonds, has been seen.  And as '
these bonds were but human restraints, they were really inade--

quate to save him fully from the unregenerated appetite that
lurked like an enemy within, ready to waste and destroy when
the good man of the house should be asleep. ‘ R

On this oceasion, while the flerce conflict was going on, he re-
vived all the old considerations that he had used as means to give

~him strexigth ; but the ‘picture of his family, smitten down again
‘by his act, would fade so quickly from his mind, that it exercised

but 2 feeble influence. 'Then he fell back upon lis pledge again,
an thought of all the consequences that would result from its
violation,—honor lost;,—the cause of temperance injured, ‘himself
a by-word and a disgrace in the community. IHad he mot boast-
ed, over and over again, of his freedom ? Had he not said that
?he‘pledge alone would save the most debased drunkard, and by
its own power bold him above all temptations? Yet all was of
no avail, It was an hour of darkness. A thousand enemies to
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his peace were rushing upon him, and poor feeble human nature
could not withstand the assault.

But, the reformed man who struggles with an earnest desire to

hold fast by his integrity, even where, as in the case of Edgar,
trusting too much in his own strength, he exposes himself to
temptation, is not left without aid from above—from whence
alone comes all true power tb resist evil—if he will but use it.
" Edgar had given up the struggle, and the conqueror Appetite
was leadmg him back into the bar-room, a victim for sacrifice.
He had come near to the door of the tavern, when, lifting up his
eyes from thé ground they met a well known face. It was that
of an aged minister in poor health, who lived opposite to the shop
where he worked, and whom he saw every day walking out with
slow and feeble steps, leaning on the arm of his daucrhter Cars
had _]ust arrived from the city, and the weak old man had come
out in them to breathe the refreshing country air, accompanied,
as usual, by his loving child, a young girl who had known some
‘¢ighteen summers. -To the minister, Edgar was a perfect
stranger, and he might well be surprised when the latter paused
suddenly before hlm, and w1th a look and tone of desperate en~
treaty said—

«Oh sir! Save me from mysélf, or T am lost fmever 1

And as he thus spoke, he laid his hand upon the minister’s
arm, and clung to it with an eager, trembling grasp. For a mo-
ment the old man was startled, and his daufrhter became pale
with fgar The first impression of both was, tha.t the man was
der,a_nged,' Edgar saw that such was the case, and instantly re-

leased his hold and receded a single pace, saying as he did so—

"~ 4T am a reformed man, mad with the old desire for drink.
Can you not save me? Oh, sir! Put forth your hand and hold
me back, for my own power of resistance is gone ! ”’

% In man there is no strength,” replied the minister ; ¢ but all
power isin God. Look to Him, and he will save you. Trust
in Him, and. He will be mwlmer than all your enemies, DBut
come, and let us go where we can be alone, In the mean time,
fear not ! The struggling spirit, God never leaves in the hands

of its'enemies. He sends aid, even if it be at the last moment. |

Come |
- And they moyed away, and were soon alone in a shady retreat
in the garden removed from observation, or any thing to inter=
rupt thelr intercourse.
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CHAPTER VI.

As soon as they were alone, the minister asked, in a composed
voice, for he had, as they walked along in silence, collected his
thoughts— '

% Have you SIgnecI the pledge 2

% Oh yes ; long ago.’

¢ Have you ever broken ite”

“No. But, it scems'as if T were possessed to do it now.’

% But is not the fact that you have solemnly promlsed to ab-

. stain, totally, from all intoxicating drinks, sufficient to make you
~ resist this temptatmn? ” - ’

Tt is sufﬁment n others ; and it ought to be, but it is not
now in me. You do not.know how reason and everything else
is carried away by the roturning power of the old appetite I had
thought subdued. The pledge has done much for me. It has

© lifted me from the lowest deep of degradation, and made me a

sober man and careful for my famlly But it seems to be losing
its power.”

“Tet us rather hope,” said the minister, in a voice of encour-

* agement, ¢ that it has done its highest work for you, and that the

temptations you are now enduring are but the salutary precursors
of an elevated and more truly ratmnal state of mind into which
you are about entering; a state in which obedience to what is
right will come from an internal regard for right principles, and

not from any external considerations whatever The man who.. ~ |

comes into this state is free indeed.” b :
¢ But how shall T come into it, sir? >’ asked tbe unhappy man.
¢ By shunning the evil of drinking, because intoxication isa

sin against the Lord.”” ‘

Edgar looked earnestly into the minister’s face. The l_atter ro= R

sumed :

¢ There is no powet in any one to refrain from evil, except xt
be given him from Heaven. All the power that the{ pledge con=
tains, is a Heaven-sent power ; and men are able to keep it from :
a cortain principle of integrity and honor, which comes to them
from above, But,itis the desite and effort of the Lord to elevate
every one from a state of mere. external obedience to order]y and
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Just principles, into an internal obedience that springs from a love
of things good and true. The pledge is for those in whom-a life
of self-indulgence and low sensual pleasures has debased the mind.
But, its mission ceases so soon as it has raised those to whom 1t
has come, in great mercy, from their low and degraded state, into
a higher and truer life. To those who will not rise above its mere
external requiremdents, it remains a law: but they are ever in
danger. Hundreds, nay, thousands have broken and will continue
to break it. Only those who forget the pledge in their regard for
religious principles, are really safe.” ‘
Edgar continued to listen eagerly, and while he listened and

earnestly desired to come into the higher state described by the -

minister, he felt no longer the presence of the tempter.

« We are all God’s creatures,”’ continued the minister, “and

his love for us is so great that he would not only save every one
into heaven, but draw us ever closer and into himself. His provi-
dence, which is over every one of us, regards eternal ends. He
is ever seeking to remove our inmost affections from material ob-
jects, that they may be placed on things spiritual. These are the
things that are really and truly substantial, for"they abide forever.
* Now, the Lord, in flowing down with his power into the pledge,
. looks not simply tothe saving of the poor drunkard from the
misery and wretchedness into which he had plunged his body by

debasing his mind ; but He looks, really, to the man’s spiritual

" elevation. ; The first step is, of course, the abandonment of in-
toxicating drinks, and the means of doing this He furnishes to the
most depraved, in the power residing in the pledge. The pledge,
for a time, is left to do its work. DBut it has only external re-
quirements, and; is only an external bond. To those who are
capable of spiritual elevation, temptations come, after a time; and

thus they are driven to seek for strength in their weakness by -

Jooking directly to the Lord, and ‘from” Him' receiving power to
live a truly temperate, just and useful life.- Be not then discour-
aged, my friend.—Look to the Lord, and He will sustain you.
Lean upon Him-—trust in His strength, and you are beyond the
reach of danger.,” :

« T feel,” replied Edgar, in a low, subdued voice, that there is
no power in a human arm tosave me. My good resolutions have
become like a thread. The strength of an infant could break
them. If help comes not from above, I am lost.”
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% Help will come from above. Itisin order that you may look
for and claim this help, that you are now so sorely ‘tempted.
Fear not. The refiner and purifier of silver will not let the pre-
cious ore be lost while the fire consumes the dross. You will
be, I trust, better, wiser, and happier for the painful ordeal
through which you are now passing.” '

And the minister was right., When Edgar returned home,
after having received much good counsel from the venerable man,
it was in a sober, yet calm frame of mind. _

. Not unaware, altogether, of the dangers that lay about her
husband’s feet, Mrs. Edgar had spent the whole day in a state of
more than ordinary anxiety. Asthe hour-of his return drew near;
she felt so troubled that she could with difficulty compose herself
to her work, from which she had taken no relaxation. - When she
at last heard his step in the room below, her hand fall powerless
by her side, and she sat breathless and motionless until he ascend-
ed the steps and came in. One look sufficed ; all was well ; and
while a smile of welcome illuminated her face, her hushand saw
that tears were in her eyes, and read, beneath the veil of joy that
was hung over her countenance, the marks of anxiety and painful
suspense. T

The history of what he had suffered on that day, Edgar did

" not relate to his wife; for he felt that to do so would only create_

doubts and fears in her mind. But he talked to her of much that

_ the minister’s words had suggested, and ere they retired for the

night, he took from the closet an old family Bible, and read a.
chapter or two aloud.  This was repeated in the morning, with-
the children around him, and then he went, once more, to his
work. His mind was in a calm and peaceful frame throughout
the day, and there was thankfulness in his heart to the Great
Father of mercies for the timely aid that had been sent to him,

when, struggling in his own strength for victory over the powers -

of evil, he had well nigh been overcome. In all this there was a
humble acknowledgment and trust in the Divine Goodness.
The hours did not pass as heavily as usunal on that evening.
When the supper was over, Edgar took his two oldest children,
and after hearing them read and say their lessons, became inter<
ested in some little school events which they related, and which

- afforded him an opportunity to give them some good advice.
After they had gone to bed, many things came up in"his mind as

-
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subjects of conversation, and he talked with his wife for an hour
or two, unvisited by a sense of weariness. Before retiring for
the night, a chapter in the Bible was read ; and.in the morning
this was again repeated. Never before had there seemed so much
life, power, and beauty in the Holy Word as now. Passages
read in the morning, returned again and again to his thoughts
through the day, and kept his mmd in an elevated frame.

~ Gradually the mind of Edgar rose into a more distinct and
formal acknowledgment of the Divine Being as. an object of
‘worship. - To the reading of the Bible in his famlly was added a
bending of the knee in prayer, and the repetition of that beauti-
ful and all-embracing formulary glven by the Lord when he
visited us in the flesh. And when he said, * Our Father,” he felt

that Grod was indeed his father, and that if he trusted in Him he

would pass through the world unharmed by the powers of evil.
No longer came idle and irksome hours to the reformed man.
He always found sémething, useful to do either for his family or
others, during the evenings in which he was freed from the regu-
lar business of the day He could read now and take an interest:

" in what he read ; for"his mind was progressing upwards, and with

this progress came a thirst for knowledge. Daily and hourly was
he gaining more and more true internal strength, and this he
gamed throngh an acknowledgment of God in every thing and
.teference to him in all he did. .

A few years have gone by since William Edgar passed

through the severe temptations we have described; and as he -

has, sinde that'time, acted in all things from a religious principle,

and gradually risen into higher and hlcrher spmtual life and intel- -
ligence, he has experienced no more of those strong enticements

to selfindulgence which before almost bore him away, like a

strong rushmo- torrent. But he knows that if he were to let. one

draught of intoxicating liguor pass his lips, that moment he
“would fall—that moment the subdued appetite would spring into

* life and bear him down with an irresistiblé power—and, therefore,

he shuns the evil of drinking as a sin against God.

THE END.

i




	Arthur, T.S. 1871 Six nights with The Washingtonians
	Arthur, T.S. 1871 Six nights with The Washingtonians
	Arthur, T. S. 1871 Six nights with The Washingtonians
	Inside cover-101
	book_20160111141521
	1-101

	102-251_DONE

	252-351

	352-401

	402-End

