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he would go again, and more mad and wilful he would revel on, not
knowing where he went or what he did, often Fcrilling life by wafking
into ponds, slecping in the open air, and fulling in the high road.
Strange that the Governor of human life, and to whom all are amena-
ble, should so long permit, with so much forbearance, the violation of
his laws hoth physical and moral. ¢ But his mercy endureth for ever.”?

¢ Thomas,” said this lady, ¢ why are you afraid to meetme, have
I wronged you?” ¢ No—but—?*> "« But what 7 ¢ Why, you trou-
ble me, I can’t become sober, it is impossible—~1 have tried your mod-
eration plan, and drink a little, but when it is before me, I feel tuch
a strange infatuation, that I must drink on.”” ¢ Well, why don’t you
become a tectotailer; thousands huve been cured and why not you 9%’
¢ A teetotaller! why 1 should be laughed at?”’ ¢« Well, had they
not better laugh at ¢sober Tom,” than ¢ diunken Tom 2’ asked the
lady. ¢ Why, as for that, I doa’t know ; what a weakness it is to
sign » pledge—a man in all other things, but a child in this—but,
ma’aia, have you signed the pledge 7 <« Why, no, Thomas, [ have
not,”? ¢ Then, why do you ask me? and he turned abrubtly and
went away. Such aquestion, and at such a time, forced itself wpon
the conscience of the lady, and, troubled and concerned, she went
away to pender the searching and unanswerable question of Thomas
Conrad, the drunken father of sweet and well informed children.
What ! said she in her closet, am I nol in a condition to reprove this
wicked man, and to teach him a more excellent way ? I never get
drunk, nay, very varely taste the drunkard’s drink, what need have I
to sign the pledge ? Beside, how can I become one of a community
whichis protessedly to reclaim drunkards ! and she read hersacred book,
and asked for wisdom from on high, and she rose from her knees, and
the thought that the drunkard must once have becn sober, and by
little drops, often taken, his taste became stronger and stronger, and
as all sn is progressive, this very little with me may increase to more,
and beside, this total abstinence society is for the prevention as well
as the cure of drwikenness. So that it is as safe for me to sign for
prevention, as Thomas. Conrad to sign for a cure—and away she
went to the Secretary, and nobly put her name on the registry,
and tock out her card, and then requiting a blank one, she started
for Tom’s house. He was at home. For many days fie had been
absent, debt had overwhelmed him ; poverty, with her rude hand, bad
dressed him in rags, and, depressed and woe-worn, he was literally
on the point of desperation, revolving in his mind as to what his steps
should be. He had dressed himself and was coming down stairs, when
a stranger’s voice was heard. He paused, but it was no use; untiring
fidelity in the office of benevolence must be rewarded, and though
determined to go up again, yet the lady’s vcice prevented him.
“ Thomas,” she said, « I have signed the pledge, and have brought
ablank pledge card for you.”” * Well you may leave it,”> was his
cold reply ; he ‘eft the lady and his wife together—he could eat no-
thing, but fe'* thirsty in the extreme—he went to his work—his boy
went with him—bis father was on the same job—and as the day rolled
on, he sent the lad for half a-pint ; the lad went and returned, but
the landlord, with whom he had spent pounds, would not now trust
him a penny. < Where’s the beer?” asked the father. ¢ They
won’t trust you, replied the lad. <« Won’t trust me 2’ and he paused,



