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AN OWRE TRUE TALE. :

% The grey morning was already dawning when a miserable
ch turned into a dirty alley, and entering alow, ruinous
» groped through 2 narrow entry, and paused at the en-
innce of n door within. That degraded being lad once
a & wealthy man, respected by his neighbours, surrounded
friends.  But alas, the giass had first lured him to indul-
e and then to inebricty, until he was now a common
nkard,
The noise of his footsteps had been heard within, for the
king doer was immediately opened, and a pale, emaciated
, about nine years old, stepped out on the landing, and
ed in mingled anxiety and dread
*Ts that you, father?’

Yes, wet to the skin,—curse it,’ said the man—¢ why
't you abed and asleep, you brat,’

The. little fellow shrunk back at this coarse salutation
sill, though shaking with fear, he did not quit his sta.
8 before the door.
¢ What are you standing there, gaping for?' said the
h,—*it's bad enough to hear a sick wife grumbling all
My, without. having you kept up at night to chime in, in
b morning,—get to bed, you imp, do you hear?’
The little fellow did not answer, fear seemed to have de-
ived him of speech, but still holding on to the door latch,
&n imploring look, he stosd right in the way by which
parent would have to enter the room.
| ‘Ain't you going te mind ?* said the man, breaking into
‘ﬁqu, ‘give me the Jamp and go to bed, or? ® @ »
*Oh1 father, don’t talk so loud,’ said the the little fellow
mriting into tears—* you'll wake mother. she's been worse
“day,‘and hasn’t had any slecp till now,—and as the man
an effort to snatch the candle, the boy, losing all per-
sl fears in anxiety for his sick mother, stood firmly across
drunkard's path and said—* you sfiustn’t,——you mustn't
w.?
. What does the brat mean? broke out the inebriate an-
—* this comes of leaving you to wait on your mother
fll you learn to be as obstinate as a mule—will you diso-
me /—iake that, and that, you imp,’ and raising hishand
struck the litdle sickly being to the floor, kicked aside
i body, and strode intc the dilapidated room.
It was truly a fitting place for the home of such a vaga.
Lashe. The walls were low, covered with smoke, and
ned with a hundred cracks. The chimney picce had
been white, but was now of the greasy lead color ofage.
ceiling had lost most of the plaster, and the rain soaking
wugh, dripped with a monotonous tick upen the floor.
Sew broken chaits, a cracked looking glass, and a three-
table, on which was a rimless cup, were o different
of the room. But the most striking spectacle was

of his hosom, the once rich and beautiful Emily Lahguerre,
who, through poverty, shame, and sickness, had still clung
to the lover of hier youth. ‘

Oh ! woman, constaney the world cannot shake, nor shame
uor misery subdue.  Friend after friend had deserted that
ruined man; indignity aiter indignity had been heaped
upon him, and deservedly year by year he had fallen lower
and lower in the sink of infamy ; and yet still through every
mishap that sainted woman had clung to him,—for he was
the futher of her boy, and the husband of her yonth. It
was a hard task for her to perform, but it was her duty, and
when all the world deserted him should she too leave him,
She had borne much, but alas, nature could bear no more.
Health bad fled from her cliceks, and her eyes were dim and
suuken.  She was in the last stage of consumption, but it
was not that which was killing her,—she was dying of o
broken heart.

The noise made by ber husband awoke ber from her
troubled sleep, and she half started up in bed, the heetic fire
streaming along her cheek, and a wild fitful light shooting
into her sunken eyes. There was a faint, shadowy smile
lighted up her face, but it was as cold as moonlight upon
snow. The sight might have moved a felon's bosom, but
what can prostrate the seared and hardened heart of drun.
kenness?  The man besides was in a passion.

“Woman,’ said the wreteh, as he reeled into the TOOM—
‘is this the wayyou receive me after being out all day in
the rain to get something for your brat and you ? Come,
don’t go to whining, X say'—but as his wife uttered a faint
cry at his brutality, and fell buck senscless on the bed, he
seemed to awaken to a partial sense of his condition, he
reeled a step or two furward, put his hand up to bis forehead,
stared wildly around, and then gazing almost vacantly upon
her, continued, ¢ but—why——what’s the matter ?’

His poor wife lay like a corpse before him, but a low
voice from the other side of tne bed, auswered, and its tones
quivered as they spoke.

¢<Oh! mother'sdead!® It was the voice of his son who
had stolen in, and was now sobbing viclently as he tried to
raise her head in his little arms.  He bad been for weeks
her only nurse, and had long since learned to act for himself,
He bathed her temples, he chafed her limbs, he invoked her
wildly to awake.

¢ Dead I' said the man, and he wassoberedat once—¢ dead,”
lie continued in a tore of horror that would have chilled the
blond, and advancing by the bedside, with eye« starting from
their sockets, he laid his hand upon her marble brow, ¢ then,
oh Heaven I bave killed her!'—Emily you are not
dead, say s0, oh l—specak and forgive vour repentani hus-
band ' and kneeling by the bedside lic chafed her white, thin
biand, watering it wiii) Vs hot tears as he sobbed her name.

Their cfforts, at length, partially restored her, and the
first thing she saw upon reviving was her husband weeping

ctly before the gambler.  Onarickety bed lay the wifo

by her side, and calling hier * Emily ! It was the first time



