CANADA TEMPERANCE ADVOCATE.

The Reformed.
A Sketch from Real Life.
BY GEORGR NOARE.

~—— ¢ Every day some sailor's wifo,
The mastors of somo morchant, and the morchant,
tlave just our theme of woe,”— Tempest.

¢ So foul and fuir a day, 1 have not seen.” — Mucbeth.

It was a tempestonsnight  The wind whistled fearfully, and
hailstones, whose size threatened to demoheh the windows, rat-
tled against them with a pertinacity, as if to test their strength.
In the parluur of & finc old fashioned house, bLeside a rather mea-
gre fire, wero the family of Mr. Branskill, consisting of himsolf,
wife, deughter, and fuithful maid servant. A heavy gloom, more
of eorrow than anger, rested on oach brow, not oven excepting
the maid servant alluded to, from whoso eager glancos, over and
anon cast towards the family group, the closs observer would
have noticed the deep interest she took in the courso of their
grief,

Tho picture was a meluncholy one, for virtuo in distress has no
light shade tv relieve ;—nall around and about it is dark and som-
bre,—virtue! did we say ;—yer—the reformed and penitent are
well worthy the title,  Tho sensitive artiet would have thrown
asido his pencil, if the subject had been presented to his view es
wo have deseribed it, and his heart have received an impression
wich he could not have transferred to convass,

*‘To.morrow,” observed Mr. Brunskill, ¢¢is tho anniversary of
the death of vur dear Henry,—to.morrow will be ten years sinco
the vessel in w hich ho eailed was lost und all on board perished—
ail, all.”

¢ Alus!” excluimed the wife, ns tho tears coursed their way
down her checks, ¢ to-morrow will be @ melancholy day.”

¢ Indeed, it will; for to-morrow this houee, which belonged to
my father—the furniture, which timo has made, as it were, a part
of ourgelves, and tssociated with many a pleasing eovent in cur
lives, is to besol i—turn from us by the unselonting bands of credi.
tors. O, heavens! I am soverely punished for my sins. 1f cvery
man would take warning from my chequered life, he would fly
from epiritunus fiyuors es from a scrpent! whose sung Lrings
misery and sure desth on aught it touches. It is through that
alone that I am reduced fo this stage of poverty."

He had been wealthy, but, alas! was reduecd to the must ab-
jeet state of poverty, like thousands befare him, and ail through in-
temperance !—that monster of iniquity which annually carries hun-
drods and hundreds to en untimely grave, O! that] had a voico
liko thunder, that ¥ might proclaim to all the world its evils ! What
is the consequenceoof intemperance 7 Intempotanco expels reason,
drewns the memory, dofaces beauty, diminishes strength, inflanies
the blood, causes wounds incurable, hotl: internal and externsl, is
a witch to the senses, a devil to the 'oul, a thief to the puzss, the
beggar's companion, & wife’s wos and the children’s sorrow, the pic-
ture of 2 beast and self murderer, who driniks to others good
health, and rubs himsolf of his own. ‘These are but a few of the
natural conseq of int ance ; we couid enumerato many
more, but space wiil not permit. ‘Thuinas Brunskill had been an
habitual urunkard, but through the cxertions of the members of a
Temperance Society near this city, ho reformed and becamo one of
the staunchest supporters of Temporance, but not before his affairs
became considerably embarrassed.  Hcaven sent the reward !

« Will they sell everything, pa? Can we securo nothing 7
aeked the daughter,

 No, my child, unless with what little money a friend has lont
me, I can sccure & few articles.  Alice, my dear, take your pen-

cil and put them down : first, the side.board, 1t is true, will be to
us now a supotfluons picco of funitare; but it belonged to my
mother, and I cannot, will not part with it,*

' But my piane, pa! must it go 7™

"The wifo sighed, shie futher cust his cyes fowards tho fhickering
fire, and tho duughter was silent. Tho fate of the pinno was do-
cided upon. A melancholy pauso in conversation plainly told
how sovere was the alternative ; for the law never studies the fesl-
ings of its victims, when exacting the penalty of o bond.

“Go, Muary,” said Mr. Brunskell, addressing tho servart, ** gu
and request tho sheriff ’s.officer, who is waiching the proporty, to
walk into the parlour; ho is only dving his duty ; no doubt it s
painful to him, s it is distrcssing to ua. Givo him a scat at our
fire : for it is a sevore night.”

« Itis, Indeed, a fearful night,” obscrved Mis Brunskill, “and
wo have bshaved rude to this man,”

¢ Mothor, I made a fizo in the reom where ho is, but—"

« Speak out, child—’twas tho last stick.”

« Father, it was.”

Mary roturncd with the officer, a polito, gentlemanly man, for
such should be the character of mon who have to perfurm a past
in tho drama of life, not unlike that of the inquisitors of old, whose
province it was to torture by tho rack ; with tlis dfference, how-
aver, thero waa a physicel torture, admimstercd with all the nico.
ty snd precision of legal justice! The officer politely accepted
tho invitation, and endeavored to cheer his viclims by enumerat«
:ng many cases of similar kind, equally poignant and distressing.
‘Thus the evening passed heavily and checrlessly away.

On the morning of the contemplated sale, was to be scen a
crowd of people flocking to the house of Mr. Brunskill ; some out
of sheer heartless curiosity—friends of the family, who came
with mockery on their lips, and empty purses, others with an
intent to purchase; but not one among the crowd showed the
least desire to nid, agsist, or sympethise with the distress of the
family. Thus is the world; we laugh at the misfortunes of our
fellow creatures, and evers;ock their distres.es by witnessing in
silence their sufferings. )

The auctioneer now commenced arrangements by flourishing
hiskammer. The crowd gathered around him. Tho house was
put up first, and actually described—free from all s 1cumbrances,
and subject to but very litle ground rent. Thore were several
bidders, all of whom reemed anxious to purchase it. At length
it was knocked down at £1,800. * Whatname?” * Machin,”
was the response, and all oyes rested on a tall, noble looking
man, who had remained silent dwing tho rapid bidding of the
speculators, and who, as the whisper went round, was pronounc-
ed a total stranger.

« [t iz gone,” whispe~ed Mr. Brunskill to his wile, as he pres-
sed her band in silent grief. ¢ We have no home now.”

« Now, gentlemen,” cried the auctioneer, ¢ we will sell this
sideboard ; in regard to which, i am requested by the creditors
to say that it is an old famil; piece, and it is the wish of the
owaers to retain it if possible. I merely mention this, as it ia
kaowa to you under what peculiar circumstances the things are
sold.”

This had its desired effect; no one geemed willing to hid
against the unfortunate man, except Mr. Machin, to whom the
family piece of furniture was knocked down, A gentleman who
staod by, remarked that the act was a cold hearted one. ¢« Was
i i garcastially esked Mr. Machin. * Then, sir, why did you
not buy it fo; him 7

Mr. Brunskill was very much affected by this little incident :




