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THE OLD MAN'S 8S8TORY.
X Tunnuxe skxron,

T ehall nover forgot the commencement
of tho temperanco roformation. I was a
¢hild at the time, of soma ten years of nga.
Qur bore had overy comfort, had My kind |
parents idolized me, their child. Wine |
was vory often on tho table, and both my

or and mother gave.it to me in tho
QIR of the morning glass, .

On Sinday, at_church, a startling an-

nouncement was made to our peopfg. 1
w nothing of its pirport; but thero was
much whispering among the nigh. The
ditor eaid that on the next evening would
18 & moeting, and ah nddress upon the ovils
of intempornnce ip the use of aleoholic
Wkﬁa'h. o expressed himsolf ignorant of
8% ‘objoct of the meeting, and could not
a3y what courso it would {;o best £0 pursue
in the matter. .

Tho subject of tho meoting camo up at
our table afier tho sorvice,and 1 questionod
20y, father o ot it with all tho curious

agarnces of a obild. The wl[_i;(?em and
words which bad beon dropped 1o my
hearing clotbod the wholo affair with great !
yatery 1o me, and, [ wan all ea%ermm to
Wam of the strange thing. My father
lﬁ;relyluid it was somo schomo to tinito
t 1%hurch !:md atata.

o night came, the groups of lo
&tborcd on the tavern slﬁ::. E::Id ¢ mﬁd

! QFB\. and the laugh, and saw drunken

Y como recling out of tho bar-room.

I urged my father to let mo go, but he
at first rofused, Iinally, thinking. it would {
be an iunocent gratificntion of my curiosity,

put on his bat, and we walked across
he grean to the church.  Ivwell remember
haw the peoplo appoared as théy tame in,
?:muing to wonder what kind of an exhibi-
ipn was 10, gome off. .
« In.th¥ Gorner was the tavern-i':ce r,and
rousd him a number of his friends. For
an hour the o;lyxlc of the place continued

.pome in, tiil there was a fair house-full.

1 wers ctiriously watching the dost, and
appavently wondering what would appear

uxt. The paatprpwﬁ in and took his seat
hLud .4 pillar ander tha gallery. ds if
Hdubtful of tho propriety of being in the
church at all,
oL, 1.

Two men finally came in Ahd ivent for
ward to tho altar and took their soata,
All oyos =ore fixod A{upon them and a
Fenumi tilliiose prov lod throughost the
louse,

The men were unlike in appearance, ono
boing short, thick-aot in bis %uild, a the
other 1all and wel} foriad, The youngef
1i#d tlié innnner and dress of & clergyman,
a full, round face, and a quie!, good-
natured look as ho leisurely lookéd ronnd
ovar the audietice,

But my childish intereat was all 1§ tho
old wan. His broad doep chest and un.

usus) hoight looked ginnt-like as ho strode

lowly up the nidle, His hair was white,
Lis brow deap, seamed with fuerows, and,
around his handsome mouth, lines of calm
and touching sndinss, 113 dyés wero biack
and restless, and kindled ns tho tavern.
keeper uttered a low jest aloud. His lips
woro compressed, and a crimson flysh welit
and cams over his pale theek. One arm
was off above the elbow, nud there was a
wido segr over his nght cye.

The
uhjcct of tha modting, und asked if there
was a cleryman presont lo dpth it wi
prayer.  Our pastor kept his ecat, and the

'sneaker himself mado o short address, at

thy conqlusion calling on any ono to mako
remarky, Tho pastor, arose, under thé
gallery, and nlwcﬁcéo tho position of the
spenker, using the arguments which I bave
often heur.l usod since, and concluded by
denouncing thoss engnged in the gew
movement as eddlesome fanatics who
wished to break U the time-honored usages
of good eociety, and injure the business of
respectable people. At the couclusion of
bis romarks, tho tavern-keoper and bis
friends got up A cheer, and the current of
feeling was evidently agninst the strangers
and their plan,

While the pastor was speaking, tho old
man bad ¢.ced his datk eyeaupon him and
leaned forward to catch dvory word,,

As the pastor took his seat, the old man
avose, his 1all form towering in its sym-
matry, and bis chest sweiling as he inhaled
his breath through his thin, ﬁilnwd nustrila
To me, at that time, theib was sometbin
awe-inspiring and graid in the appearancg
of the old mai,,as he stood, with bis full
Bye upon the audince, his theth sbut hard,

foungur fionlly roso and atated the
th

'—F\nd a sllgnco liko that of doath throught

out the cjrech, :
fle bent his gazo upon tho tarorn!
keeper, and that peculiar ey lingored and
kindled for a mement, The sear grew
upon his forehead; and beneath his Hoavy
brows his oyes glistoned and glowad likd 4
L eorpont’s. The tavern-keeper quailed bofore
| that searching glance, and 1 felt & rolief
l whon tho old man withdrew his gaze. For
; & moment moto hid ademed lost in thotight,
: atld then in low and tremulous tores com-
mencod. .

There was & depth in that volce, a thfill:
ing swoetneas and pathod which rivetsd
overy hoart in the charch bofure the firt
period had been rounded. My fathor'd
attentibh bad become fixed npon tho eyo
of ti.e speaker with an interest I had nevee
boforo ecen him exhibit. I can but brioly
remembor tho aubstance of what tha old
{ inan said, thongh the scens is ns vivid bo*
foro me ns any that Terer witnessed,

“My frionds! I am n stianger il yopr
village, and 1 truat I ma Call you friands,
. A now star has arisen, And thero is a ho
in tho durk night which hangs like a pall
of gloom over our country.’ .

Vith o thrilling depth of voice, the

speaktf continned, ¢O! God, thou who
lookeat with compassion upon the noat
¢rfing of earth's frail childron, I thank thed
that i Yragen serpStt Las been lifted up
upon which the drdiikard can look and be
liealed—thiat n beacon bas burst out uroﬂ
the darkness that surrounds hiny_ whip
shall guide.back to hongur and hta¥dn the
bruised and weary wanderer.’
It is strangowhnt power there is in somo
voices. Tho speaker’s voice wus low and
teasured, but, & tesr, tromblad id 8very
tone, and before 1 knew why, a tear
dropped on my band. The old iman
brusbied one from his own eye, and conti:
nued:

iMen gud @bristians, you have just
heard that Iam a 'vag'rﬁizg aird a fanatic.
1 am not. Ah, God knows my own heart;
I came bere just to do good. Hear me
and be just:

I am an old man glatilding dlotie af the
end of life’s journey. 'Therois a decp sor-
row in my heart and tears in my cyes. I
have journeyed overa bénconlgss beean, ar_)él
all life's bright bbjtes hiive Uten wrecked:
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