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THE CONTRAST.
It was a night of hitter cold. Mather,” said an interesting
httle boy, *let me sit a lutle closer to you,” as he maved hushitie |

stool up hy hia mother’s sude, ** una don’t let father whip me when
he cowmrs home. T am afrad of lum—he knocks me wround so.

P father always beat my Dittle brother before he dicd, as he beats
* No mv child,” said the insther, * not always.” '
iquestion, and such was the mood in which he (ntored s nuseras

me

“'T'hen why dil my Lutle brother dic 30 soon and so sudden. |
ly Ty

T cannot tell vou now, my child; you must not ask me such :
Your father will soon be hicre, 1t may be, and he wall .

queslions.

be angry if he finds out that we are talking of your httle brother
that isnnw dead and gone—" \

An uncenscious and sleeping infant lay upon the lap of its mo. |
thrr—two httle boys were nestling together in a distarbed shumber

uprn a pallet of straw an one corner of the room, covered by the

remnant of a worn out carpet.  The fire was almost out uponthe

hearth § and the pale and smckly mather, with her anxious boy,
sat waiting the aparoach of one, whose very foot.fall was a note
of terror.  ‘The room wasscantly farnished with the meanest fumi-

ture, winch ia found in th mranest hovel, and th ot hoee], the hovel
of tie drankard. The eity clock had tolled away the hour of .

nud-night, and still he did not come.
¢ 'Will he eame anon, mother ™
“ It may be; I cannot tell.”

ther—" |

“ Why do vou «ay so, my son. e s your fither; and the
Bible sevs, ¢ Honour the father and mother”  Why do you wish
you had no father 7 Do you wish your father dead ™ I

s No, mother; bat I sometim s wish that I was dead.  If it'
were not for you and my little brothers and sister here, I <hould |
not wich to hve. I am tired of hfr. But when 1 sce the tears;
stealing down vour paic check, and when I think how londly yeu
would be on these lonely nights, if you had no Iittle boy to =it upl
with ynu, then I wish to hive for your sake, mother ™

At that moment they heard the heavy tread of one who was ap-
proaching the door. There was no mistaking it ; it was the step
of the reching drunkard.  The boy instantly clung more eloscly to
his mnther's eide, as his bratal father hifted the latch of the door.

'lhat den of unquity, the grozstiop.  But long mnce every pronuso

1 wish he would never come again; or, I wish 1 had no fa.

— —

of this nature had been broken and forgotten, and he, why was
the kind father, had become the mfunated fiend.  Uyven the toars
of his wife, and the fears of lus chiddien, maddened Tanwith roae.
Nuthing at home would ploase hun, but ull went wrong.  Thae
more gwlty he was hunselt, the more melined was he to be angry
with every one of lus house-liold. So it was on the mght n

ble dw . thng. .

Tite first uhjects which met hus eye were the tears of s wife,
and the elmgug of his boy to the sde of usmther,  He wasjust
full cuongh of drnk to be the demon without the unbeelity of
the drunkard.

“{)———1 you, you sncaking, slinkmg m-sercant,” sad he, as
he approached as with a Lon bound, and se.zed upon lus irembling
by ¢ 'l teach you to be alwavs flimg from the face of your
father.  What are you doinyg, you wfernal rascal, to be always
hidmg behind your mother when 1 come?  There, tuke that—
and that —and that,” as he cufied hin on one sde of the haad,
and then on the other, 6] with the last blow, he rehnquished his
he!d and seut hun reeling ugamnst the opprsite wall, where he fell,
and lay gneving and moaning upon the floor.

The poor wother had rused her unplonng cyes to her hvsbard
to spure her boy, while the big tears were rolling down her chedk,
though she could not utier a syllable.

Those tears maddened hun. ¢ Wife,” sud he, with the v nce
of a ficad, © [ have seen cnough of this everla-t:nz snivelling, and
naw, d——n you, you shall go after your bov " and he levelled
at her a hlow which kud her prostrate wpon the floor. ¢ And
row,” smd the ficnd, “I'il have a general clearance, and a sull
heuse for once.”  So saying, he fai | hold of hus wife, and drag-
giyr ber to the door, he threw her wito the deep snow ; then sciz.
mg the mnfaut, winch had fallen to the floor, by one arm, he hurled
that aftc: ner; then his almost unconscious boy, after giving him
a cuff or two, he dragged by one leg to the dour, and slung him,
with all tus nughy, into the durk dictance without ; then followed
n a moment, one after the other, the hittle boys in the cormer;
roused 1n a tw:nkling, and hurled abroad up~n the cold snow.

¢« Thus the house was clearcd; and the moemeat this was donc, the

door was fastencd, and all with:n was clear. The r mother,

The man who cntered was of tall and well made staturc, | @9 8000 a8 possible, gathered around her, her out-cast farmiy ; the

about middie hfe. i

He was the son of wealthy parents, and had been brought up,
in the midst of inxury. He had been well educated for a man of |
busn=ss, and at his father’s death had inhented an ample fartune.
It was intcnded that he should take his father's placc in the busi.
ness, which he had pursucd. He mamed carly a young lady,
cvery way his cqual ; and no marned couple cver began lfe to.i
gether with better prospects.

But that husband had learned in eatly Iifc to tarry long at the
wine. He wasfond of social and convivial parties. They were,
often at his house ; and he ofien in the migst of them, cathered -
at the houses of otiters.  There he became the frogquenter of the
evening wine club.  He sank lower and lower by regular 'xnd:
constant gradations, till his property was wastrd, and cvery thing |
about him was entangled.  Picce after picee of his properiy went |
to mtisfy the drmands that crowded thickly upeu him.  The mare
s affairs became embarraseed, the more “d~:ply did he seck to
drown his senabihitics and his ennscience 121 the intovieating bow!l
Often would his fond wife remanstente with um, and b g him,
for her sake and his children, to gt his cups and cumpamions
once and forcver; and often «id he, with many tears, prom.sc
that he would never drink another drop, and never again enter

"and husband.
' past night.

nfant in her bosom ; the Little boys clinging to her on cither side.,
But when she went to her darling first.born, the noble boy, that
would never Irave his mother's side, nor clore an cye n sleep
while st sat wating the retura of her brutal husband, she found
him still unconsrious, and unable to r:isc.  With one arm, knecl.
ng, she clasped her dying, boy, and raised him to her bosom ; she
called him by name but he awoke not.  The pulse was stll beat.
ing, and that was all.

Somrthing must be done ¢ save her own life, and that of her
chiidren.  She gpproached the door, from which she had been so
foreibly cjected, not to seck an entrance, but to know if any deed
af scif.destrucuon muight be gowg on within, Her spint was
broken, and she did not seck to go farther ; and then she turned
away to her nearcst neighbour.  She and her children were
housed for the might, and every thing done for thewr relief.

Morning cam© and w.th it returning reason to the brutal father
Hec remembered something of the scencs of the
But he rememberced them with pain and dsmay—
Where are lus wife and children 7 tosecd out tin the clement
maht!  What had hus cruel biows done, bestowed in the heat of
madnees and pasion : 1nd bestosved with what vislense and force
he gould ot remember.



