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ble, sensitive natures, one of t.hose fc.jble
physical organizations that cannot bear
ridicule or excitement. Why, a glass
Of wine that to men of strong mind and
body like you, gentlemen, would only be
a littie pleasant stimulus, would send
the blood rui;hing îadly through bis
veins and set his brain on fire. I blush
for him-that he could flot control his
p)assion)s better, but he found that there
was no safety for himi saive in total ab-
stinence. For more titan once his feet
lad stood just over the awful gulf tIat
yawned to swallow the weak anad un-
wary. So lie promised himself, and one
dearer to Itim thani bis own life, that he
would forever abjure wine or any drink
that cati intaxicate. And so that Christ-
mas ove, two years ago. when wine was
offered, lie refused to drink it. Fair
ladies and brave mien pressed it upon
him, but with unwonted firmness lie stili
decliued. But there were two gentle-
men pres.ýnt, both older and wiser titan
hie-both men of influence, of talent
and wealth, bothi his superic.rs, and lis
friends, so lie thou 'tht, pour foot that I
was!1 For Frank Rivere and Charlie
.Moore (yon start, gentlemen, you
change color now-now 1 conte to
names you sec) were flot friends, else
the>' would flot have whispered, "ldrink,
Edward, it vili do you good-drink,
Edward, it is su odd to refuse," and
added ridicule 1.0 persuasion-would
they? They knew Icould not bear that
and I drank. You know, gentlemen,
how deeply I drank, how wildly I talked,
and hov my two best friends, Moore and
Rivers slipped me away slyly and sent
me out of town to, my sister, whose
heart vas almost broken at the sight of
me, disgraced, miserable wretch that I
vas. Weil, airs, that glass of wine
ruined me, sont and body. That one
g1lass of vine, that but for you, and you,
sir, I should neyer have touched, has
sent me here, my body here, my soul 1.0
its Maker, for I neyer wiii live to, bear
this awful disoerace. God only knows if
Iamguiit' o?tbi crime; if 1 bave doue
thithigit vas vhen I was stupified
vith drink, for a God Âl1mi ht i mýy
vitneu,ý I knov nothin ata à&but IL
Nor amn I the only victim of that fata
Christmas patty. Do you remember,
gentlemen, hearng that young Averill
vas kilted in a utreet fight las: veek, in
New York? And that St. John Pierce

vas touud witli his throat eut ii bis
prison ceIl, wlicre lie was sent fur pass-
in- counterfeit coin ? Weil, sirs, they
went to that party resoh-cd, like me, to,
abstain from wine. We had talkced it ail
over, we three, aiid mnade ant arrange-
ment to that effect. But through your
persuasi'Jni 1 drank. Tbey foliowed in a
single gla8s-wlere was the wrong iii
that? Ay, sirs. they wcre weak like me
and that glass of %vine %vas tlieir first
step backward in the road whieî hur-
ried their souls, titibidde, to the judg-
ment. Thev are dead ! the rest remnains
witli God.

H1e stopped a mnomnt, gazing wildty
at thc tliree, wlio, pale and p-anie strick-
en, stood i!ose together in one corner of
the ccli, dunîb witli sorrow, and shame,
an. fear. Then lie xvent on more madly
titan bel ore:

& You, gentlemen, sit iu earth's high
places, you wiul doubtless tilt thie highest
offices in the State. Ag-ainst me thc
doors of socicty are barred-me, the in-
mate of a convict*s cell. But I have
sbown you how. 1 came hiere-wliy I amn
this liateful thing I have become. God
have mercy on me! As for you-yon
are murderers of those two, youngy men,
and of mne. Cruel, disgraceful, wick,-ed!1
flore, jailor, brio- your ehains, your
handcuffs-bind them -

He had beeu growing more and more
excited, and now, witî a cry that smote
the hearts, of tIc listeners with horror,
the poor fcllow staggercd forward and
felI to the floor-tne blood gurgled fromi
lis month, and flowod a crimson rivulet
over bis sister's breast, for she knelt o>'
his aide, and laid bis bead in her arms
tenderly as lis inother ever folded him
tz er heart when lie wa., a baby.

Edward Talbot did not then and there
die vithin the walls of that prison oel;
but aftcr wpeks of delirium and fever,
during whidli the banner of the King of
DeatÉ seemed unfurled over hie, 'sick
bed, le woke oine morninc, fromn a pleas-
ant siumbor ini tIc o]d Moore Mansion
to rocognize the dear faces bendingr over
hirn-woke to the pleasant consciousness
that lis innocence of the crime cbarged
against him 1.ad been proven tc> the
world beyond a doubt.

But le vas neyer welI again. Though
the pale cheek gloved with crimson
spots, and in bis eyes vas unwonted
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