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Mrs. Jarvis did not raise her cyes to the face of her husband, as
heentered.  The sight of that once luved countenance, distorted
and disfizured, even made her heart sick when she luoked upon
it.  Jarvizscated himself quietly in a chair, and held out his hands
for his youngest child, not over two years old, who had no con.
sciousness of his father’s degradation. In a moment the happy
!ittlc creature was on his knee ; but the other children showed no
inclination to approach; his conduct had estranged their young
hearts’ purest and most innocent affections. This was perceived
and felt keenly; but he had hope of reclaiming all that he had
lost, and this compensated, in some degree, for the present distance
and estrangement.

The frugal meal passed in silence and restraint.  Mrs. Jarvis
felt troubled and oppressed, for the prospect before her scemed to
grow morc and more gloomy. All the morning she had suffered
from a steady pain in her breast, and from a lassitude that she
could not overcome. Her pale, thin, care.worn face told a sad
tale of suffering, privation, confinement and want of exercisc.
‘What was tobecome of her children she knew not.  Under such
feelings of ho,;]clcssncss, to have onessitting by her side who could
take much of her burdens from her, were he fo will it—whe could
call back the light to her heart if only true to his promisc, made in
carlier and happier ycars—soured in some degree her feelings, and
obscured her perceptions.  She did not note that some change had
Kascd upon him—= changs that if marked, would have caused

er heart to leap in her bosom.

_As soon as Jarvis had risen from the table, he took his hat, and
kissing his youngest child, the only one there who seemed to regard
him, passed quickly from the house.  As the door closed after hun,
his wifc heaved a long sigh, and then rising, mechanically, pro-
ceeded to clear up thetable.  Ofhow many crushed affections and
disappointed hopes, did that one deep, tremulous sigh speak.

Jarvisreturned to his work, and applicd imself steadily during
the whole afternoon.  Whenever a desire for hquor returned upon
him, he quenched it in a copious draught of water,and thus kept
himself gs free from temptation as possible. At night b returned,
when the same troubled and uneasy silence pervaded the little fama.
Iy at the supper table. The meal was scanty, for Mrs. Jarvis' inces.
sant lubor could procure but a poor supply of food. After the
children had been put to bed, Mrs. Jarvis sat down, as usual, to
spend the evening, tired as she was, and much as her breast pained
her,insewing. A deep sigh heaved involuntarily her bosom as
she did so. It cau'iht the ear of her husband, and smote upon his
heart. He knew that her health was fecble, and that constant
Iabor fatigued her excessively.

“¥ would'nt sew to-night, Jane,” he said, ¢ you look tired ; rest
for one cvening.”

. Mrs. Jarvis neither looked up norreplied. There was something
in the tone of her husband’s voice that stirred her feelings; some-
thing that softened her heart towards him. But she dared not
trust herself to speak, nor to let her cye meet his ; she did not wish
touttera harsh or repulsive word, nor was she willing to speak
kindly 1o him, for she did not feel kindly-—and kind words and af.
fected chserfulness, she had already found, but cncouraged him in
his evil ways ; andso she continucd to ply her needle, without ap-
poaring to regard his presence. Her husband did not make another
effort to induce her to suspend her Jabors ; for under cxisting cir-

cumstances, he was particularly desirous of not provoking her to
usc towards himn the lunguage of rcbuke and censure.  After git-
ting silent for about half an hour, he rose from his chair and walk-
ed three or four times backwards and forwards ..cross the room,
preparatory to going out to seck a coffee-house, and there spend
the evening—as his wifc supposcd.  Bat much to her surprisc, ho
retired to their chanber, in the adjoining room.  While still under
the cxpectation of seeing him return, his loud breathing caught
her quick car ; he was asleep !

Catching up the light, as she arose suddenly to her fect, she
Rnsscd, with a hasty step, into the chamber. He had undresaed

mmself, was in bed, and sound aslecp.  She held the candle closo
to his facc; 1t was calmer than usual, and somewhat paler. As
she bent over him, his breath came full in her face; it was not
loaded with the disgnsting fumes that had so often sickencd her.
Her heart heat quicker—the moisture dimmed her eyo—her whole
frame trembled—then looking upwards, she uttered a single prayer
for her husband, and, gliding quictly from the room, sat down by
her little table, and again bent over her work.  Now she remem.
bered that he had said, with something unusual in his toncs—
« ] would not sew to-night, Janc; yon leok tircd; rest for one
cvening”—and her heart was agitated with a new hope ; but that
hope, hike the dove from the ark, found nothing npon which to
rest, and trembled back again into a feeling of despondency.
What had she to hope for? Surcly not that her husband would
reform ! She had seen too many cfforts at reformation, com-
menced under better auspices than could possibly now surround
lum, and all had failed. At cach successive failure, his state bo.
came wofso than before. It was past twelve o'clock when sho
laid by her work, from exhaustion and pain, and sought a few
hours of troubled rcposc.

On the next morning, tho irembling hand of Jarvis, ag he lifted
his sauccr to his lips at the breakfast table, made his wife’s heart
sink again in her bosom. She kad felt a hope, almost uncon-
sciously. She remembered that at supper time his hand was
stcady—now it was unncrved. Thig was conelusive to her mind,
that notwithstanding his appearancé he had been drinking. But
few twords passed during the meal, for neither felt much inclined
to converse.

After breakfast, Jarvisreturned to the shop, and worked steadily
until dinuer time, and then again until cvcnini As on the night
before, lie did not go out, but retired carly to bed. And thiswas
continued all the weck. But the wholc was a mystery to his
poor wifc, who dared not cven to hope for any real change for
the better. On Saturday, towards night, holaid by his work,
put on his coat and hat, and went into the front shop.

8o you have really worked a week, a sober man, John I Mr.
Lankford said.

« Indeed I have. Since last Sunday morning, no kind of in.
toxicating liquor has passed my lips.”

« And I hope never will again, Juhn.”
«Jt never shall! If I die, I will not depart from this resolu-
tion.”

* May you have strength to keepit,” the old man snid, carnestly,
Then, after = pause—

« How much have you carned this weels, John

« Here is the foremen's account of my work, sir. It comes to
twelve dollars.” . ’

«8till a fast workman. You will yct recover yourself, and
your family will again be happy, if you persevere.”

« Q, sir, they shall be hiuppy ! 1 will persovere I



