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The Lunch and the Fly-Trap. -
g L A DENPERANCE STORY BY A LADY.
-4 What have. you got thers,” said Mr.
litle:gort ‘Charley} as e twas just Foing to his wvea.
ing'aiworley fromn wehicl
pightaln 6y g T , .-
- 4llynch/ % skid Charley, ! am’afraid you, may
jqant-bomething to eat Ystors you comé hoe, and I
dn't-want you to istop 4t the Exclighge. * Please’con's,
fathepd? -~ 1 : L
. %Whatsare you talking' about,'my son? What do
you know about lanches and the Eiéhange'?,":Whé,t
do you mean 1" oo E
“ Why, it is in the paper, father, and’ Fasked' mo-
ther, and she thinks it is to gét- folk$ 'in td'drink :
Something like a fly-trap.” L
“A fly-trap! A very dignified comparison your
mother haghivmpon;. truly ! “Then she had been tel-
ling gagstf;at I stop at-the Exthenge; and that Eiget
_l&g‘ e, nd allthat?  Rine gossip-for your mother
4D, no, father ! she did 'not ay a-warld abdut you)
_xntil, id not know that you went theie; uistil I told her
hat ¥ fbund oy, there the ddy Bessie was so sick.
55&}5‘ 0, j‘aihec,»hoxv bad she looked when I told her 17
?“@'g\t id ypu distress your mether for, you~‘mis-
%ké'v?tg fellow? . Why did you report suck a thing,
ke vou' neverfound me there but ones? Do you
bijnk Lam going to stop and eat anywhere to-night
RanEsne oo e
ys the pap~r tells them to come just quarter
Eﬁ_fm ten ; but please, father, don't stops—scome home

4]y Just as you used to when mother used to sityg,
ud play the piatio, and you played the flute.” O, they
refo Such jnice times! I eould just lie in the bed,
nfl Jisten, and it helped me to go to sleep, and have
léasant dreams, too. Come, father, do tuke it 1%
%&r was softoned, and could not deny the
,qust. e went away not only with a lunch in his
iot, byt 2 weight upon his canscience. He had

ticed at the fable the troubled countenance of his

fll alrendy. He repaired to his office, lighted lis
£3f; and tried (o banish unwelcome thoughts, but in
i, What was to be dona? A party of his boon
mpﬂpigms were seon o assemble at his office, and
g0 fromi thence to the Eixchange. A rare enter-
nment was in course of preparation, which was to

enlivened with wine and merriment. % Perhaps,”
ought he, «“I can go snce moré, and then break ofl.”
ut he had no sooner come to this decision, than the
»_!fl,g@@umennnce of his wifg, atd the importanity of
is child; would rush upon his mind. Neither could
%t formidable fly-trap be forgotten. * Surely,”
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g to bis.
he selddm” raturned’ HIl mig-,

ife, but dare not inquire the cause. He knew to0 |nin
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thought he, ¢ I was almost suds’d the last evening, ahd
dare I ventyre again? No, there is safety only in
flight, and I knew it is notan inglorious.retreat.”?
He wrote a hasty ‘apelogy to his friend, etating that
the circumstancges of his family required.his presence,
and then returned home. No bright lamp Ulumined
his parlor; .only a dim light shone from.a solitaty
chamber. * Poor . Mary,” thought he, as he found
the street-daor fastened, * you do not look for ma for
many a long. hour.” Noiseless and unperceived, he
entered by & side door, and approached the room oc.
cupied by his wife and children. .

The littlo son had. dismissed his disquistudes for a
senson, and was sleeping sweeltly upon- the couch.
Little Bessie occupied the crib, and the mother sat by
it iz her cushioned chair, with her head reclined, rest-
ing upon her:hand. She would sometimes raise ber
head, press hep throbbing temples, heave s sigh, and
thén resume her former posture. Mr. Bigar was
moved. ¢ Ah!" thought he, “igthat my own dear

fary=~the only drughter that I severed from doting
parents, whose hearts still bleed over the separation?
Isthat pale, languid face the same that was once ra-
diant with smiles? Oh, wine ! wina ! what hast thou
done? This heart has bsen steeped in thy poison {ill
it has ceased to love—to feel—no, thank God?! he
does—still love-—still fedi; and, by Guod® blessing,
he will show it henceforth, Here I do most solemnly
pledge myself that this liquid ‘poison shall never again
enter my lips. Stepping gently forward, and seating
himself by the side of his wife, he said, ¢ Why, Mary,
are you ill to.night ¥’

Starting up in suiprise, she said, * Why—yes—no,
not very. But, Edward, are you sick, that you have
come home so early ¥’

« 0, no, not at all; I feel better than usual this
evening, bat I observed that you looked pale atthe
table, ahd have hastened home on your account.”

« Dear Edward, do. not leave me,” said the wife,
with a heseeching look, ¢ just stay with me one eve-

« No, Mary, I am not going to leave you ;. yout are
to share the entertainment, and it is prepared already,”
he said, as he drew the paper from his pucket.

“ There, Mary, the lunch had well nigh ruined your
husband, and. I verily believe the ° junch’ will save
himt, tno.”

Mrs. Edgar at once recognized the agency that had
restored her husband to her side, and smiling amid her
tears, she bagged the privilege of adding something to
the repast. .

« No,” he said,  nothing but some cold water; lst

ug have Charley’s idéntical lunch, and while you pre-



