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He went into a store as a clerk,  1le was faithful, honesl
and industrious, and enjoy ed the confldence of Ius employer,
and the respect and good wishes of all lis friends for many
years. 1t was often said of him to the matification of those
who were walching his progress, that s hie was thought to
be one of the best and most faithful clerks in the city where
he tived.”

But he fellinte the company of young men who drink
« moderalely as people say, and here e acquired that Jove
of strong drink which proved at last his ruin. It was Jong
concealed from all his tricads, except those who shared his
infamny, and it came at last upon them like the thundeibolt.
He was dischaiged by his empayer, and came home, not to
be a stay and suppoit (o his broken-hearted mother, but to
inflict 2 decper wound upon her aleeady bleeding heatt. He
who might have been a man of unbounded influence, aad of
great moral worth, was sunk so low that he was shunned by
all who vaiued their reputation, and was soon known to la-
bor simply for what he could drink.

After a few years ane of his old fricnds was established fn
the mercantile business in Oswego, now a flowsishing city
on Lake Ountario.  One pleasant afternoon, in spring, when
the business of the day was neaily over, there was an unn-
sual noise in the street.  He stepped to the door ta ascertain
the cause, and saw a traop of boys followmgz, teasmg and
diverting themselves with a man so intoxicated, that he soon
fell down, and they were abusing him at such a rate, that
he went out and dispersed the boys, and to his great astonish-~
ment found that the man was indeed no other but he whom
he had known in earlier days as the reputable and promising
cletk ! He treated him with great kindaess, bul nothing
had any effect to reclaim him.  Those who never taste -
toxicating drivks never become diunkauds. Al others may.

WHEN MAY A SCOTHMAN 8E CALLED DRUNK.

« Well, Doctor, pray give us adefinition of what you con-
sider being fou, that we may know in tature when a cannie
Scot may, with propriely, be termed drank.>

« Well, gentlemen,”sand the octer, s that is rather a
kittle question to answer, for you must know there 1s a great
diversity of opinion au the subject.  Some say that a man is
soher as fong as he can stand ugpon his fegs.  An Insh triend
of mine, a fire-eating, hard-danking captam  of dragaons,
once declared {o me, on his hanor as a soldier and a gentle-
man, that he would never allow any {riend of lus fo be call-
ed deank till he saw him trying to light tus pipe at the pump,
And others there be, men of learning and respectability too,
who are of apinion that a man has aright to consider himself
sober as long as he can lie flat on his back without holding
on by the ground. For my own part, I am a man of mode-
rate opinions; and would allow that a man was fou, without
being just so far gone as any of these, But with your Jeave,

gentlemen, i tell you a story about the Laird of Bonnie-
:fnoon, that will be a good ilustration of what I call being
ou.

¢ The Laird of Bunniemoon was gae fond of lus bottle—in
short, just a poor drunken body, as I said afore. On one oc.
casion hie was asked to dine with Lord R 5 & neighbor
of his, and his Lotdship, being well acquainted with the
Laird’s dislike to small driaks, ordered a bottle of cherty
brandy to he set before hin  after dinner, instead of pott,
which he atways drank in preference to claset when nothing
better was to be got. The Laird thought this fine heartsome
staff, and on he went filing his glass like the rest, and tell-
ing lis cracks, and ever the mate he praised his Lordship’s
Port. ¢ It was 4 fine fullbodied wine, and fay well on the
stomach, not like that poisonous stuff claret that made a bady
feel as if he had swallowed a nest of puddocks.’ Weli,
gentlemen, the Laird bad finished one bottle of chesry brandy,
or, as his Lordship called it, ‘his particular Porty and
nad just tossed off a glass of the second bottle, which he
declared to be even better than the fisst, when his old con-
fidential servant, Watty, came staving into the room, and
making his best bow, announced that the Laird’s horse was
at the door. < Getoul of that ye fause joon,” cried the
Laird, pulling off his wig and flinging it at Wady’s head.
<Do na ye see, yetble haing brute, that Pm just begin-
aing my seccond bottle 77 ¢ But Maister,” says Walty,
scratching his head, ¢ its amaist twall o’clock.> ¢ Well,
what though it be ?° caid the Laitd, turning up his glass
with drunken gravily, while the rest of the company swere
like to split their sides with laughing at him and Watty.
¢ It canna be ony later, my man, so just reach me my wig
and let the naig bide a wee.? Well, gentlemen, it was 2
cold frosty night, and Wally goon tired of kicking his beels
at the door; so, in a little white, back he comes, and says
ke, ¢ Maister, maister, ifs amaist one o’clock !’ ¢ Well,
Watty,’ says the Laird with 2 hiccup~—for he was far gone
by this time—=¢it will never be any earlier, Watty, my
mam, and that’s a comfost, so yau may just rest yoursel’ a
wee while langer, till I finish my bottle. A full belly maks
astiff back, you knaw, Watty.> Watty was by thistime danc-
iag mad ; soafter wailing ano hes half-hour, back he comes,
and says he, ¢ Liird, Laird, as true as death the son’s
rising.? < Weel, Watly,” says the Laird, looking awful
wise, and trying with both hunds te fill his glass, ¢ let him
tise my man, let him tise, he has fusther to gang the day
than aither you or me, Walty.?

«This answer fairly dumfounded poor Watty, and he gave
it up in despair.  Bat af last the bottle was finished ;5 the
Laird was lifted into saddle, and off he rode in high glee,
thinkiag all the time the moon was the sun, and that he had
fiue day heht for his journey. < Hech, Watly, my man,?
says the Laird, palling bis stemach and speaking awful
thick, €we were nane the worse for that second bottle thss
frosty momin’.?

¢« <Faith,” says Walty, blowing his fingers and looking as
blue as 2 bitherry, ¢your honor is may he nanc the worse
for ity but I’m nane the better; I wish I was.?  Well, on
they rode for cannily, the Laird gripping hard at the horse’s
mane and rolling about like a sack of meal, for the cold air
was beginning to make the spirits tell on him. At last they
came to abit of a braok that crossed the road; and the
Laitd’s horse, being prefty  well used to have his own way,
stopped short and put down his head to take a drink. This
had the eflect to make the poor Laird lose his balance, and
away he went over the horse’s cars into the very middle of
the brook. The Laird, honest man, had just sense encagh to
hear the splash and to know that something was svrong ; bat
he was that druak that he did niof 1 the least suspectitwas
himself. ¢ Watty,? says he, sitting up in the middle of the
stream and stammering out the words with great difficuity,
¢ Wally, my man, there is surely something tymbled into




