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! God, my God, give me the strength to bar out from

BANK OF . give me the st
8| My home this terrible evil ; give me the power to
Br‘tiah North America, *icldand to save my child from this gigantic

niisery —a misery so deep that no plummet can
Head Office---London, England. | sonnd its depths —its fearful depths.”

Alice Carington's face grew deadly pale as her

CAPITAL
2 father spake, and she cried out in tones of agony,
One million Fednda Steriing, ' “O father, spare me all this; I bave not the
($5,000,000.)

strength to send from me the only man I love save
It is a dreary thing, dear father, for a
heart the love of her

my father,
woman to tear out from her

Fifg == Introgt -~

ON SPECIAL DEPOSITS.

Drafts irsued on St. John New York, Boston,
Portland, also in Ontario, Quebee, Nova Seotia,
Grest Britain and Ireland, France, Australia,
California and British Columbia.
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girlhood and her womanhood, and to walk for-
How can my lips ever say to

evermore alone,
the man I'love, ‘Go, f cannot marry you.

My child, you must,

I love him, fatler.

Tear your love out of your heart, before it rends
your heart, he said, bitterly.

0O, father, she moaned.

Jetter that, my'(-hilnl, than hug an affection
which can bring you only sorrow,—a grief whose
talon claws will rend apart your very body and

JAS. 8, LOCKIE,
MANAGER, St. Stephen.

soul. Alice, you know not what it is to bea
G i = |drunkard's wife,
310?%[‘ u" I will reform him after we are married, she said,
™ eagerly.
PER 5T PO e SR 3 aes Reform him first, and marry him afterwards,

my davghter ; but & woman saldly overrates her
strength when she marries a drunkard to reform
him,

George Granville loves me, father ; and you

Jimmy and [ are fellows for play !
Never tired of it; rain or shine.
Jimmy was gix the last birthday,

While . was oat bty tine | know where there is love on the husband’s part,
i nly —sixty-nine

there is influence on that of the wife.
The rector shook his head sadly, and replied,

So little Master Commonsanse
Gives himsell superior airs,
Guiding my inexperience
By the wisdom under his own white hairs.

My child, where the vices of men are Cnnﬁruw-l,i

women can possess very little influence over them.

frighted at the ilea of being a drunkard’s wile ;
Sometimes it happens the hoary sage —
Over-anxious for Number One—

with your ignorance of men, you think that love
can accomplish miracles with them, and that the
Turns to account my tender age, dranken lover wmill prove a sober hasband. Ah!
And I.am most atrociously “done.”
her hopes of happiness on just such a fallacy as

No matter how it may chance to bb, thits

Jimmy's argument never fails :
The copper is always wrong for me,
And Jimmy is winner, heads or tails, her head on the table beside lier, and sobbed pase

o {
Her father was prepared to see her |

sionately.
grieve, but he did not anticipate so wild a storm
of grief as this. He knew that his child loved,

with all the ardor of her affectionate natare, the

Well, I have lived to be boy and man,
Dad and grandad, yet, I vow,
Never was I in my threescore amd ten

who had been so carefully reared, grew from bad
to worse ; and when he reached reached man’s es- |
tate, he was a confirmed drunkard.

There lived on the next place to Medway Ma-
nor a lovely girl, named Alice Richmond, whom
Clarence Medway loved. She was young, younger |
by a year than you, my daughter, for she was only

seventeen. She was a sweet, dove-like girl, gentle |
and loving, the idol of her parents and friends, '
and rich in every blessing that made life i]rsiral:lv.i
There never had been a sorrow on' Ber beart ;

and no minor note wailed through the songs that

she sung.  Oh, that so fair a life should have been
s0 cruelly blasted,—blasted, too, by the man to
whom she had given the priceless gilt of her young
aflections, |

e

hid from her his body and soul-destroying vice ;

Clarence Medwiy sought her in marriage.

she knew not that the man who breathed passior-
ate love-vows in her ears, was an habitual drunk-

ard. She had heard him ealled ‘wild* and in her
girlish fgndness, her girlish ignorance, she thought
she could tame him down, and make him a quiet,
sober, domestic husband, Iler parents, however,
knew that she was about to peril her bappiness,
and expostulated with her, my daughter, even as
I have expostulated with you. But she could not
see the great, black, frowning rock standing out
in what ecemed a smiling sea ; she knew not how,
on that rock, the rock of intemperance, ber fairest
While the

parents were expostulating, the lover was urging,

hiopes wonld suffer a cruel ship wreck.

and one stormy night, Alice Rayniond, taking her
destiny in her owa hands, stole forth from her
bappy home and married Clarence Medway.

The rector of Rivington arose from his seat and

I kuow that your sensitive heart shrinks back af- {bastily paced the floor. e stopped in front of his |
daughter, who was watehing Lim, with sad, anxi- !

ous gaze, and sail,

There are some memories which sit like Lideous

nightmares upon the heart, and that we can. only

my child, many a poor, foolish woman has wrecked bear by God's help; -such is the wewory of what eourtsroom, my clild, to hia cell in the prison,

1 aw now telling you,

Again he took his seat. It was evident that

keoping.

Well, they were married, this happy young girl
and this drunken young man. The tatal step was
taken,—laken by ber with Love and Faith ging-

ing sweet songs in her trusting heart. It took her

!does not only himself, but all who hase the

answer. O, my God, my God! eried the
rector, olggpirg his thin hands, I thank thee
that thou didst, at length, pour peace into this
miseral'le man’'s heart, for nowhere could he

looked at hia daughter ; 1hen he soid. in tone:
whose touching pathos she never forgo’,

Your father, my child, your poor futlier,
She sprang from her seat ; she threw her

have found it but in ihee arms around her father’'s neck, and sobbed out

t was deereed that he should drink mor#|p
deeply of the cup of suffering. When the
fearful derd was bruited abrond, Clarence

assionately.
God pity vou, my poor, stricken father.
He. has pitied me, my child, even as you

Mudway was arrested and thrown into prison, | pitv me

During those long and weary days of his im
prisonmemt and trial, deprived of the accursa-d
liquor that liad made him a brute, a madman
and a murderer, e eame into the full posses
8ion of his senses, Then Lis eyes were opened
and he saw what a bitter wrong the drunkard

mi-fortune to love Lim. Siting in tke solitade |t}
of bis cell, as memory earried him back to his
anrly life, he wept 10 think what he wase, and | ly

what he might have been ;3 he had sold the ™

eternal rest.

Avrd the fatlier and daughter sobbed aloud

a9 thev drew nearer 10 each other in deepe.t
sympnthy and tender love. :

Long years have passed sinee (he rector of
g Yy |

Rivington sat in his quiet study and told - this
sad story of bis life to his young davghter.
No longer ypung, Alice Carington now rits

wre alone ; for her father bas gone to hix
Her mother's history sank deep-
y into ber Leart, and she chose to live single,
to become a drunkard's

ither -than wile

prood birthright of his manhood for a misers | Serene and happy, her days passed in deeds

able mess of pottage.

Overwhelmed with grief for the loss of his | p
wife ; crushed by the fearful erime he l-ml|f'
committed ; deeply humiliated by his puirful |1

of gentle mercy, and she sheds around her the

recions p-rfume of a pious life. Sho has
Aded the winzs of silence over her early love,
10 rememberancs of it never disquiets her

vosition,  Clarence Medway passed through and she daily thanks heaven for giving her
his trinl for the murder of the woman whom | the strength 10 put away from her lips the

he had aworn to protect.

I cannot go over|glittering cup held by Love, in whose depthe

the distressing details of that proceeding, when | were concealed the deadly poison of despair

the life of this unfortunate man lung trems,
blinz betwren time aad eternity, On the day
the verdict was to be delivered, the halls of
Jjustice were erowded ; silent the eriminal sat,
awniting the words that wers to consign him
to life or death. They camne, and as he stoul
up to receive his sentence, his ears heard (hs!;,
dreadful ‘Hung by the neck until{,
dead.” then-all grew black,—black as mid-
night,—and he wes led away from the., room. B

words,

er, and she caught Lier futher’s hand conval |
sively, and said.

Hung I' did they hang lLim ?

He walked from that dreary fcene in the

and prepared to meet his ignominious fate, In
vain hiy fricnids strove to obtain a pardon ; pe-

who had murdered his wife in & fit of dronken |
deliriam,

Time wore on, and the day of execntion ar
rived ; he hiad pressed hissweet child to his
bosom for the l"il time, and rained tears ol
sorrow on its young head. Hig friends had

speaking, but thess words seemed to electrily |

Men of America, God hias given us a good

¥ heritage ; majestie rivers, lofiy mouritaing,

st {orwsts, a belmy clime, and a fruitlal ‘scit

ome flowers of Eden we still do inherit,
But tne tnal of the serpent iy over them all.
This serpent is Intemperanee, that i3 trails
vg its hateful length threough this fair Jdom sin,
rushing, as it goes, the beautilul buds of Lome,

withering hopes, avd destroying body and

oul.

. . 1 . This serpent itia that clings to us in
All this whi'e the girl had refeained from |,

ur grand march onward, 1o stand side Ly side
vith our sister nation<, their compeer s all
ave vears

Truly, it is time for ths dunghiters of Age-
ica (o protest. when her sons are se ling their

fair birtheigh: for a mess of pottage,

R S
Arroros of the. Dolly Varden style of rai«

: n _ , ment, 0 much talked of in the present e, weo
The tears that had been slowly falling from the | nothing but an overmastering sense of duty made !itions were sent 1o thiose in authority, but h

g A \ 4 A B R e o £ a, or'e 1here wae ity o h i
girl's eyes, now eame down in torrents, She laid 'he father conlide this sad story to his daughter's aawiry™for the mizerahls wreteh

ave reen no deseripiion of it 80 sueeinet and
leur as the follawing : *'The starboard sleeve

bore a yellow bop vine in full leaf, on & red
around, with numbsrs of grey hirds, badly mye
filated by the seams, flying bither and: shither
in wild dismay at the agproach of & groen ana
black liunter,

An infant class - was  depicted

Half so sharp as Jimmy is now | ) i : ;
P ! man who hal sought her in marriage. He wag 8)me time to d’scover what an error she bad made ; {akeny a sad and <olemn farewell of him, and| the back ; and in muking up -the ghmént

Al arrangements at the Pot |

drews, are a3 folio we; ! ! " And sadly the question bothers me, liandsome, intelligent, and amiable ; but one ter- how she l'":’ burieil aYETy Jjoy; l“-""_’h" gl stood now all that was left for him to do. was to :;.:-‘I::l:h,‘.'.l:jr:,.,w:[’: ,f;.“‘l'.fre:hilll:' :nt[l\ ,:}‘:::
ARRIVE, | As I stop in:-my play 10 Jook at him~ rible failing overshadowed these qualities ; he was on the desolate shores of a sad reality, far away mount the seaffold and give bis life for that . s 2 s : L,
p in _my play | ! g . reEbay 1t § poultry fair, and a group of ‘hounds hunting,
Weat, daily by train, £u ey ( What will the Twentieth Century be, a dronkard. He could plunge a woman mmllrom the peaceful ph-:.‘sures of the old home lrhal [M"ll‘mu' ife he had taken, i badly Jemoraliz«d by the gathers, gave ‘the
L % It the Nineteentl's youngsters are all like | misery, but be could add notbing to ber happi- she had forsaken. What she suffered as the hide- "".hvlre('(or "';’d";‘"e‘ll' ';'] l{'"h_ﬂ'”‘ ﬁ';'.l"" front a remarkable  appearance.  The left
: g i slise t . .1 grasped nervousl A N . v
;m S(t;.' George, “3 steP. M { : Jim! ness. ous Lnowlul{va" broke upon her, none save hLerself llm(ll»,. e i,:l.’ l,.y‘l he baud of his daughter, sleeve bad on it the a'phubet in. five diff-rent
m #mcook and Bocabee —[Harper's Ma And while the girl wept, the rector of Riving. | could tell. Still she loved, and trusted, and hoped, | ¥ g P. languages.”
nday, Wednesdsy and ¥, ERPL R TRIeR A 120 g S AR A 4 i ST | : : It was a lovely day, full of balm and bean »
5P M Y an n‘lv_ - ST ssemeas 400 sat with his sacd eyes fixed npon hér. He and prayed ; but the dark clouds grew .more 1y, when the °|nn'ny.. SRR s iy SRR SR
M. 3 3 11y, ® gloor resei OVed 0 5 > * > v F
rom Grand Manan, Csm gutsl‘fst“lg e‘lls ’ knew that he could give herno comfort ; he might | lowering, the more deeply her husband drank. {tha prison.  The "'“”:ws vy donchiid m:: Story or A Miser —Ths- luali=, Fovin,,
c‘l!h;,?lndi'" Island, Lord's C .}: b i even seem, i her eyes, like the cruel destroyer of |  Qne year paszed by : ayear of misery to the hangman srnm‘i ready to usler th—' soul | *2* e 1u{ll4»wnn: —— ou'{x;rrd nb 'ﬁm d»y:
nd Faithaven, on Tuesda: LR SO I e AW | her peaco ¢, but withithe Sitbel I s 'of ! the drunkard's young i 1 ehild i : e 2 Ago at a railway station : “Qo a bitter coid,
ey y and : : p r peece ; but with the or remembrance of 'the drunkar young wile, and a sweet child into etrenity. There was a breathless silence; T ot e 2 « !
:d. 4 diw THE RECTOR OF RIVINGTON. ;(Iu- past still gnawing at Lis heart, he felt that he came to gladden her heart - Then came, when the crowd stood around, some pitying the poor ‘f'"y » ;n.ul‘l‘mn'uue “."’_’lwd ‘RW lku"lu:ke: ‘.Aﬁ":
Ly A4 Saturday ax r & e had a stern duty to perform, and with the help of ' this hebe was ouly a few months old, a scena' wreteh who the demon drink had brought to] oF & Hhitc ciass Aokt 2 hilsiq Shalgun
10 A. M, BY ELSIE B CHESSBORO, | P P ) 4 » the official, who knew Lim, ‘you +ir, tuke &
DEPART 7 F | his Heavenly Father, perform it Le would, Ile #0 terribla that I can searcely tell it to you. this fearful end. Sudlenly there was a loud lhird-ci"ss'on ailiaa i ,m TR o Wi
Sunday : od, 830 // | The Reetor ot Rivington sat in his study, He | waited until her passionate grief had spent itself; For w (--»1\.&‘ Ul"i"f(‘.ﬂ- ﬂln.]wu)'h:u] drank deep- clattering of horees’ feet, and a shout wert Rt wakithia .ol l"’l"{v- i ll:em oo 3‘;
St Oeow E . was a venerable-looking man, on whose pale face then he approaclied her, and parting aside her 1¥» U0tils renson leaving its throne, he grew up— X fourth-class.” ‘I beg your pardon,’ suswered
o rge, daily, 7 A, M. . i AR g mnd,—yes, mad as any lunatic chnived in|  Alice pressed her father's hand, a3 she ex B : . iy 8
amcook and Bocabee, Monday some deep sorrow had left its trace. As he sat curly, kissed her lovingly on her wet cheek. Ie Hedtume: Taving aAd- dahg-roun.” fiis Begin ‘cluin\-d the official, handiag him a tieket, *but there is
;d:uday;nd Friday, 7A. M. | leaning thoughtfully l..ack in hir chair, his dar.k drcw‘ her lo'n‘cha-nr near him,; and said, with deep oit (178 Wil il acdured stof he  Had bich Thunk heaven; he' win ssved § . -l:‘urr IS mue.l rh‘e lll!l;l of v]renhh. tnn;ly
Grand Manan, C.mPo Belle, eyes fixed an the glowing coals in the grate, his emotion ll?ll“lll;z in his tones, I drinking. he was earried homs from a low den A shout went ap, replied the rector. A "¢ ' 1%, and _rushed. forsardsto - take in
ndian Island, Lard’s ¢ s : «My cbild. ] ; ) . e i $ lace, On the door keeper asking t I
ok L) o':l and t countenance wore a troubled, anxious expres:| “My cbild, let me tell.you the bistory of aman's 14 1,6 yaung wife whdse life he had made pardon ! apardon | and that man, with the | il "” I" - bl S
indag et 5.30,\. ;.L.y and Be- l sion. life and a woman’s death, and then answer me, i misernble.  For days, that devoted wife hay- & rope almost arcund his neck, overcome by {his :;l‘:f :“:0 l“r;:vl :‘ ;;"?'"‘.:tmi ;‘(', :"ll '":. "(a;
“Thureda a He was not alone; his davghiter, a girl of eigh-. I do any wrong in erying out from the very depths  eredwver his bed ; shocked at his situation, ! féelings, fell fainting to the ground. He was T IR NS PP Y R . 4
10.30 o Balatdy ! teen, was with bim, and her fave, t louded  of my heart, ‘My Father in heaven, save my crushed to the very earth by griel, she yet|removed by his l'rl-:] from the o, and i would not do for him.  “Wud  why w-t? ke
.30 A, M, " hin, and her face, too, was clouded y My aven, ¥ ’ ’ y 1Y, s Srienas Jrop ine scene, Ansl A108 L cluimed *Why, sir, becuse it Jis » dog-

child, niy precions child, from the doom of the clung to the frantic manise to whom she was a quiet home they nursed him lovingly sed bicko! !’

drunkard’s wife.” ‘cl.ninwl by ,matrimony, ll({l did not rec »g-lﬁ»rgi\ingl_\- throagh the long fit of illness that

A'ice Carington looked with wondering eyes at Mi%® her as whe bent over l’["\ 3 .he _llul not ' ensied. They uttered no reproaches, for
) koow who it was that loo-d ints 1is wild eyes' well they knew that his noor heart was tor'ur
with pity butn .t fesr, Fordays and nigh's ed by'the keenest of all reprorches, selisre
that loving woman watched and wept,— wept

by saduess.  As she tossed back her bright curls,
Wi 5 and rawed her eyes lovingly and trastingly to her
\.lfo!:o::.ln-‘::;"]lﬁ d': d:y;otlu- F father, who had so tenderly supplied her mother’s
r the arrival of 1ne T.r:i.u i '® place, proving that men, too, have a deep fount of
e TR E tenderness in their natures, which at times, can

e;nAt‘oLl;e‘ forwarded by Trais

S P

We commend this to our bretheren of the
faculty auB2evue Hospitel Medieal College.
It shows scigec and a kivd henrt: A celes

her father; she had never seen him so_deeply
moved, and there wasa tone of agonized paibios

» ; i i o maMES . proach.  When he recovered, tuking his pre<|, " N
GEO.'F. C_ALI%P.BKLI,, | 8 even be “‘.‘“’"“l i the parent’s heart smote him in his voice that lnl<! ‘ff some hidden woe. 1 /| n8 she heard the madiman’s ravings, and saw  cicus chibl with him. ho loft the beautifu! bra-ed phys o wad called npoi gecently ,b'
e 08t Master, ‘N for the pain he was inflicting. | The rector of Rivington leaned back in his yi. @ 0ers point to imaginnry spiders which. shores of Ensland forever A person suffering from rheamatiom;  who in-
3. i th 7. 8 § But the rector of Rivington never paused when arm-chair, and/closed his eyes for a moment, as if his distempered farey saw on the wall. Haselasvd a secluded village in America uistdrha his doing something for bim.  The
S i i he had a duty to perform ; however painful that looking inwardly. His face was pale, and it evi- Oune night, when the watchers, all save one fae hia home, and the geaca. of God having physician ®rote A prese iption, and as the pa-
o ant, . ' - = | =nt went out of the room, sard to hem, I wish

dently cost him a painful effort to unearth the sad the loving wife, hud witlidrawn for a few mo-
story that had been buried so long. At lengthy ' ments into a distant room, Clarenée’ Medway
cannon’s mouth. Turning his sad eyes on bis opening bis eyes and fixing them on the fire with | leaped from the bed, and seazing a load-d
daughter, he said, that peculiar gaze which we sometimes seo in the | gnn, which stood unobserved in w closet, lees

“My child, you know that your happiness is as eyes of thoss who are exploring the dim recesses : ed nl‘hln wife and shot her dewd—dend.  Oh !
dear, even deater to me than my life, and I can- of ‘the past, the rector commenceil, in low, earnest | My God, sbe died.—shot to l'hu beart by the
mot willingly consent to your throwing it away.” { tones, his story, while his davghter fixad her| '""I':q"r_"llm o Ie'l’, .Il'r'h'::ml % d | 9

“Yes, father,” she said, while the tears gathered mouraful eyes on her father as he thus spake : hrm:'::’:u; ;IZ”‘I.:‘.”,.;.IJ.;:; ;":‘rli \.,(;nh' |"‘~l‘ Tcmlr‘.
i her eyes, and fell slowly down in great (lrnps: Clarence Medway was the son of an English ' rmu.a-(l b“_'_m s i o ldu:‘.v'l:'c:;
on her lap, “I know how tenderly you love me, gentleman, aman of wealth, culture and refine- i 3

h . started back, for he was a<ben sale, and hig
went. He gave his children  every advantage lips trembled with emotion.  Bat hs weut on
which money could bestow, and his dauzhters and

with his story ; he had nerced himself to the

. ] ; duty was, be walked up unflinchingly to it, even

visited his heart, he studied for the ministry
as the brave soldier walks up inflinchingly to the

and was admitted to orders.  On one subject
—for they knew not his fearful story—the
pecple among whom he lived, ealled him era-
zv ; nnd that was the sahject of temperance
His heart was stirred (0 its dopthe, whon he
saw tha monster Drink raging through the
great Rapublie, blasting with his liery breath
the sweet flowers of home ; lnyinz bright
hopes low : breaking hearts, and destroying
reputations ; killing the budy and murdering
the soul  This man went forth the sworn
champien of temp=rance, imploring men, for
tnek ; there was too much at stake to cease th- snke of the God why mals themy, for the
now,—even his daughter’s happiness. anke of the frirnds who loved them, and for

This dreadful act, done in a fit of drunken | !"¢ir 0wn snkes, to break the manacles  which
madness, restored ‘him to his senses 1o Mde them slaves,—-luves of the mest cruel
threw himacIf on the ground wildly, and eal | ™Mster under_whom puor hummnity ever
served.

It is.this sad, sad history, my child, that
comes 1o me in warning tones, and says, save
your danghter, while yet you muy. from tae

you would let ine know i€ that dres you any
B cood, for I have myself been very much trou«
a DI‘\CHINES, bled with the rheumatism lately.”
—

; !’A_MILY SHOULD RAVE:
riginal Weed Sewing:
Machines. .
ed Machines sire now ‘o sale o

there the pubfic ace invited ter i
'or themsélvew, !

JAMES sTeor;
Sl AL -

By b

AnTi ToBacco Movemes to—Ladyg—~*Ah,
Leggett ! 1 wish 1 conld indues you to parg
with that pipe !’ Leggett—“Why, mum,
[ shiouldu’t hw’ thought you smoked ; but you're
werry welcome to it, and you'll find it s nice
# little pipe as ever you put between your
iips '—Fun.

when he

how you have been father, mother, nurse, and
friend to me, throwing only sunshine around my
way, and shiclding me from every sorrow, and—"
“Yes, my child,” interrupted “the rector, with

‘ emolion, “and will continue to do so, if you will
ooly permit me. * My cbild, ‘'my child, T cannot : info shameful excesses, and wasting the |precious
stand quietly by and see you throw the jewel hap-  hours .of youth in the haunts of folly and the
p:neu away, and not put forth my hands ‘to stay homes of crime. [Ife gave his parents many an
you, my voice o implore you.” | anxious hour, as such boys always do ; fortunate,
His tones were full of: emotion, while his frame | most fortunate was it for them that they slept the

>+
INFANT PRODIGY : “Why is your hair so
gay, mumma ?*  Maxua : “Well, because
you're such a nanghty child sometimes ™ 1.
P.: “What a navehty child you must have
been ! Poor grandmn’s bair is quite white !’

sous, with one exception, grew up all that the most
loving parents could wish. Bot this one, this boy

Clarence, was a wild dissipated lellow, plunging

IANGE HO PEL, 28 ‘
\King Street. \
tephen IN. 18

J, NEILL, Preptieter ‘

Master—Hallo. Pat, where are you off to
now 7—on no good, | know. Pat—Faith; ne,
yer houour ; for sure, I was going to look for
you! ;

led upon the name of the dend wife who hud
loved him «o tenderlv and boroe so patiently
with him,  Bnl top late, too lat=! the pure

NGOU'' TEA.

ojan" from L-enden.
& Half Chests goc i:Csoge

e —

3. Wi STREE®

trembled with the imgni'“’ of his feelings. quict sleep of the grave hefore this boy, dishon-
“My child,” he continued, “if ever a parent’s ored and degraded, brought untold misery to the

heart is stirred to its deepest depths, it is when he hearts that loved him.

sées the daughter he has tenderly nurtared link  The rector’s voice trembled with ‘emotion, byt

her fate with that of a drankard. 1 cannot etand recovering himself, he centinaed :

by.and sce this sacrifice without erying out, 'My-‘ This boy tenderly beloved by bis parents, and

spivit had winged itd flight above, and the
drankard’s wife had found rest and peace in
Long and loud wails went up from
that stricken man’s heart 3 ke kisced frantical.
ly the pale cheeks<; he implored forgiveness
for the past, and for his dreadful déed ; but,
llhough the wan lips smiled on, they' made no

heaven,

misernble fate of the drunkard’s wife, lest she,
too, share the doom of Alice Medwuy.

Tue pale face of Alice Carington grew still
paler, and lllu_; acked, in low, eiger tones

My futher, who wns Clarence Medway ?

For one moment, the rcctor of Rivinglon‘

If you expect good cattle, look first at the
calves ; if you wish good wen, look earefully
after the children,

Succrss does not copsist in not making
blunders, but in never making them the sec-
ond time.
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