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perilous flood. Could the youth, to whom the flavour of his first 
wine is delicious as the opening scenes of life or the entering upon 

newly discovered paradise, look into my desolation, and be 
made to understand what a dreary thing it is when a man shall 
feel himself going down a precipice with open eyes and a passive 
will,—to see his destruction, and have no power to stop it, and 
yet to feel it all the way emanating from himself; to perceive all 
goodness emptied out of him, and yet not to be able to forget a 
time when it was otherwise; to bear about the piteous spectacle of 
his own self-ruins:—could he see my fevered eye, fbverish with 
last night’s drinking, and feverishly looking for this night’s repeti­
tion of the folly; could he feel the body of the death out of which 
I cry hourly wit.n feebler and feebler outcry to be delivered,—it 
were enough to make him dash tho sparkling beverage to the 
earth in all the pride of its mantling temptation; to make him 
clasp his teeth,
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Behold me then, in the robust period of life, reduced to imbe­
cility and decay. Hear me count my gains, and the profits which 
I have derived from the midnight cup.

Twelve years ago I was possessed of a healthy frame of mind 
and body. I was never strong, but I think my constitution (for 
a weak one) was as happily exempt from the tendency to any 
malady as it was possible to be. I scar e knew what it was to ail 
anything. Now, except when I am losi .g myself in a sea of drink,
I am never free from these uneasy sensations in head and stomach, 
which are so much worse to bear than any definite pains or aches.

At that time I was seldom in bed after six in the morning, sum­
mer and winter. 1 awoke refreshed, and seldom without some 
merry thoughts in my head, or some piece of a song to welcome 
the new-born day. Now, the first feeling which besets me, after 
stretching out the hours of recumbence to their last possible extent, 
is a forecast of the wearisome day that lies before me, with a se­
cret wish that I could have kin on still, or never awaked.

Life itself, my waking life, his much of the confusion, the trou­
ble, and obscure perplexity, of an ill dream. In the day time I 
stumble upon dark mountains.

Business which, though never particularly adopted to my na­
ture, yet as something of necessity to be gone through, and there­
fore best undertaken with cheerfulness, I used to enter upon with ! 
some degree of alacrity, now wearies, affrights, perplexes me. I 
fancy all sorts of discouragements, and am ready to give up an 
occupation which gives me bread, from a harassing conceit of in­
capacity. The slightest commission given me by a friend, or any
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a tradesman, &c. haunts me as a labour impossible to be got ! 
through. So much the springs of action are broken.

The same cowardice attends me in all my intercourse with j
linate, man- j
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