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THE CANADIAN SON OF TEMPERANCE

A PICTURE OF DRUNKENNESS. |

We take the following touching extract from ‘A
Plea for Drunkards, and against Drankenness,” by the
Rev. Dr. Guthrie:

the house of God with a weeping mother leaning on |
hisarm. Give that grieved man back his brother, asin- |

away with itsanxious dam, taking out an hundred fa- |
thems of line. It was but a little time, however, be-
fore heing checked, and the baib lacerating its vitals,
it turned or. its back, and displaying its white belly on

LOVE—HUMAN AND DIVINE.

Love is one of the brightes;, purest, and highest
rinciples implanted in the heart of man. It teaches

the surface of the water, it floated a motionless corpse. ! im to look furward to the = better land,” .where he

# Give that mother back her son as he was on the | The huge dam, with an affecting maternal instinct | may meet the departed, the loved and chenshe_d ones
day when he returned from his father’s grave, and in ; more powerful than reason, never qpmed the bod).'.ull : of‘ earth. It bids hls. spirit soar 1o those realms of
the affection of his uncorrupted boyhood, walked to , a cruel harpoon enterea her own sides, then, with a | bliss, and commune with “ the spirits of the just made

single tap of her tail, she cut in two one of the boats,
and took to flight; but returned soon, exhausted with

Eerfec!.” It juins man .o his brother man, and causes
im to sympathize in all his feelings ; thronghout the

nocentand happy as in that day when the boys, twined | loss of blood, to die by her calf, evidently, in herlast, whole world its cheering and sanctifying influence is

in each others arms, returned from school, bent over i
the same bible, sleptin the same bed, and never thought
that the day would come when brother would blush |
for brother. Give this weeping wife who sits before
us wringing her hands in agony, the tears dripping
through her jewelled fingers, and the lines of sorrow
prematurely drawn on her brow—give her back the
man she loved, such as he was when her young heart |
was won, when they stoud side by side on the nuptial i
day, and receiving her trom a fond father's hand, he !
promised his love to one whose heart he has broken,
and whose once graceful form bends with sorrow to
the ground. Give me back, asa man, the fiiends ofjmy |
youthful days, whose wrecks now lie thick on the !
wreck-strewn shore. Give me back as a minister, the !
brethren I have seen dragged from the pnlpits which !
*ney adorned, and driven trom the manses where we
have closec in the happy evening with praise and pray-
er, to stand pale, haggard at a pubhc bar. Give me
back, as the pastor, the lambs which I have lost—give
me her, who, in the du ’s of her unsullied innocence, |
waited on our ministry to be told of the way to heaven, |
and was led Jrom that to hell, and whuse unblushing §
fore-head we now shrirk to see 2s she prowls through -
the streets for her prey. Give me back the life of this
youth who died the drunkard’s deatb—and dread his
doom—and who now, while his mother by the body
rocks on her chair in speechless agony, he s laid out in
a chamber where we care not to speak of comfort, but ,
are left to weep with those that weep, ¢ dumb opening
not the mouth.” Relieve us of the fears that lie heavy
on our hearis for the character and souls of some who .
hold party with the devil by his forbidden tree, and
are floating on the edge of the great Guif Stream
which sweeps its victim onward to meet the most wo- |
ful ruin.”

; FASHIONABLE DANCING.

an —

Time was when the the dance was decent, if it was :
waildly and foolish. That time has passed away.
Thammodern imported dances, such as the * Polka,”
¢ Redowa,” * Scottish,” and *German cotillion,” are
redolent with the laciviousness of Paris and Vienna.
And the drawing-rooms of Saratoga, Newport, and
Cape-Mzy, furnish exhibitions too shemetully indeli- .
cate for description. Perbaps a counterpart may be
found in the splendid parlors of Fifth Avenue or Ches- .
nut®#treet.  Fashion has placed its imprumatur on this

gt ; and what has native modesty or punty, or
dAlogue itself, to do with the diversions of the
far}ilié¥ of millionaries ?

i f;l;]oomiest aspect of fashionabie society is fur-
nished Ih this readiness to sacrifice the proprieties and *
eveii'ddtbncies of life to the Moloch of the day. Bitler
re;féﬁtm{,;; areat hand. Parental indulgence and am-
bitidl thbs directed cannot but result in disgrace and
ruifi" ", That beloved daughter <whirling in the arms of
that Hékihiskered villain, is on the bnuk of perdition.
0, 5¥e'her before virtue shrieks over the shrine she
has'fel'alid you curse the hour when you destroyed a °
soul't¥in a smile.—dmer. Messenger. :

Ao

AFFPECTION OF THE WHALE FOR ITS
YOUNG.

PESTIER

baa —

Tiavieheard of one of these whales with a cub,
whén'@riven into shoal twater, being seen to swim
arov¥id: its young, and scmeumes to embrace 3t with -
her¥ing, ird roll cver with it in the waves, evinang
thegggdcﬁtpdr_nammall sc;_libcitudc. They, 28 if aware
of thavifiipétiding peril of ber inexperienced offspring, |
s lhv'bbﬁt"’t\éargg%cr, she woulgcrun round hc‘:' ealt
in deemﬁgné‘ citcles, and try to decoy it scaward,
showdl U3l uncasiness end anxiety. Reckon-
ing wilidhar thé:ciBnce struck, the dam would never 1
desertiity the p3Riw b the harpooner was to get near ¢
cnopkl W i ¥8us weapon decpin its ribs, |
wmf‘a!fﬁ{ 9 w‘gg%m nus?ﬁ&? the poor animal darted |

* 10 kim, but said not a word of what he had dene for the
. piraut through in silenze, and, after musing amoment,

. not a miniater o

" somewkhat ncglected.”

moments, more occupied with the preservation of her !
young than heiself.—[The Whaleman’s Adventures in "’
the Southern Ocean.

PLEASURES OF MATRIMONY.

I was married for my money. That was ten years
ago, and they have been ten years of purgatory. I
have had bad lu~k as a wife, for my husband and 1,
have scarcely one taste in common. He wishes to live |
in the country, which | hate. I like the theunometer !
at 75 degrees, which he hates. He likes to have the
chitdren brought up at home instead of at school, which
I hate. I like music, and wish to go to concerts,
which he hates. He likes roast pork, which | hate ; .
and I like minced veal, which he hates. There is but
one thing we both like, and that is what we cannot
both have, though we are always trying for it—the -
last word. I have had bad luck as a motbher, for two |
such huge, selfish, passionate, unmanageable itnys
never lormented a feeble woman since boys began. " I
wish I had called thern hoth Cain. At this moment
they have just quarrelled over their marbles. Morti-
mer has just torn off Orville's collai and Orville hes
applied his colt-like heel to Mortimers ribs; while
the babf' Zenobia, in my lap, who never sleeps more
than halt an hour at a time, and cries all the time she
is anake, has been roused by their din to scream in
chorus. I have had bad luck as a housekeeper, for I
never kept a chamber-maid more than three weeks.
And 25 to cooks, I look back bewildered on the long
phantasmagoria of faces flitting stormily through my
kitchen, as a mariner remembers a rapid succession of
thunder gusts and hurricanes in the Gulf of Mexico.
My new chamber-maid bounced out of the room yes-!
terday, flirting her duster and muttering, * Real old |
maid, after all *** just because 1 showed her a table on
which I could write “slut> with my fingers in the
dust. 1 never see my plump, happy sisters, and then
glance in the mirror at my own cadaverous, long, dole- !

it every day of my life. Yel half of my sex marry es
I did—not for love, but fear—isr fear of dying old
maids.—[Mrs. E. B. Hall.

ANECDOTE OF GEN. JACKSON.

—_— |
The Rev. - who is a Baplist preacher and |

Lieutenant governor had at one and the same time been

in the service of the Lord, and of the State of Illinois,

" becoming dissatistied with the honours or profits, orl

both, of the posts he held determined to resign them,
and devote his time and talents to the assistance of the !
administration in carrying out the general government
of the country.  Accordingly, he came to Washiugton,
and laid his case before the president. e stated his
pretensions and bis wishes, narrated at some length ali
the prominent events of his political life, dwelling espe- |
cially upon his untiring devolion to the rdemocratic
Eany, the sacrifices he had submiited to, the exertion

ad made in its behaif, and its conscquent indebiedness

cause of religion. Gen. Jackson heard the ¢lerical as-

put the following question to him: “Mr. K, are you
the Gospel 2 *¢I am sis, ' wes the
reply. « Then sir,? smid the General, wath b quiet
dignity, ‘vou hold alrcady 2 bigher office ¢ inm
@Y, an office whese sacred duuies, properly pesformed,
fequite your whole attent:on ; and really 1think the
best that I can do for you will be to leave you at li-
berty to devole your whole imeto them ; for, from
what vou tell me, 1 fear that hitherto they have by o

The best hit cver made at an impropricty ina lady’s
dress, was by Talleyrand.  When asked by a lady his

opinion of her dresss, he replied that « it began too late
and ended 100 socn r w

, purpose.

visable. 1t sheds its mild radiance over cur pathway,
and throws its refulgent light around the hour of deep-
est sadness and darkest disappointmoent.  In vain does
the world look coldly upon us, if we have one to whom
we can turn in the day of sorrew ; one whose love
will never wax or wane, and one whose heart will
never grow cold.

Deal gently with thy loved one, for she shall com-
fort thee in the hour o1 gloom; she shall cheer thee in
the dark and stormy day of sorrow, console thee 1n the
season of aflliction, and when all arcund thy path is
drear, her love shall shine Iike the beacon on the lone
height, that sheds its calm and placid light over the
trembling billows of the ccean. and guides the storm-
tussed mariner to the port of peace and safety.

- But there is a higher, nobler love than that of earth,
there is a Being who bends over us from heaven, and
whispers in sweeter accenis than those of mortals.
There is an eye that never sleeps ; an ear that never
tires; a hand tnat is never withdrawn. There is one
who sees cur sorrow, who hears our sighing, and is
ever ready to help. The fire of His love burns the

! brightest beneath the tempest of afiliction, the cords of

His affection are drawn the most closely around the
beart amid the dark and blighting storm of sorrow.
Earthly friends may deceive; earthly hopes may van-
ish; earthly pleasures may depart, but this love shall
ever stand.. Let us then seek to secure this friendship,
let us strive 1o obtain this love, and amud all the gricfs
and woes of this troubled world, the sunshine of joy
and happiness shall ever rest upon us.

Ratrer Comicar, 3uT Tave.—The ministerof a
country parish 1n Old Bay State, had a favorite dog,
the con<tant companion of his footsteps except on the
Sabbath, when be was usually kept in close quarters.
He also had a son who never suffered to pass 2 good
opportunity to play off a joke upon any cne; it mat-
tered not if his father or some one elso was the vicuim

; ; At ! : i times found even among min-
. tul visage, without wishing myself an old maid. 1do- —such children are sometimes 6

isters’ sons and deacon’s daughters.

One Sabbath, as the rest of the family had gone to
church, this artfal yoath takes a suit of clothes from a
younger brother’s wardrobe, and dressing out the dog
cap-a-pie, lets him loose. The gos | parson wazs in the
midst of his disconrse, pursuing his subject with much
animation, when. lo and bebold, his canine favorite
passes up the broad aisle, ascends the pulpit stairs, and
facing the audience, takes his seat on the topmost step,
apparently an altentive lisiener.

it need not be said this scene so excited the risibility

| of the audience, that before the parson could gain their

aitention; he was obliged to request the Bloomer vis-
itant to be taken from the synagogue.—Roch. Dem.

A negro, in Boston, had a very zevere attack of the
theumatism, which finally settled in his foot He
bathed it, 2nd robbed it, and swathed it—bat all to ne
Finally, tearing away the bandages, he
stuck it oot, and with a shake of his fist over it, ex-
claimed—** Ache away, ole feller— ache away.
shant do duffin more for jer; dis chile kea stan’ i as
long as you ken—so0 ache away I?

A female writer szys—* Nothing looks worse on 2
lady than darned stockings.” Allow us to observe
that stockings which aced daraing look much worse
than darned oncs—Darned if they don't.

SixGuLAR Grotr.—We saw at the Daguerrean
Rooms of E. W. Munson, 2 singular group, consisting
of 2 great great grend-mother, great grand-mother,
grand-mébtber, daughter and daughter’s daughter—five

encratidns apon the same plate. Such a pictore mzst
Bea valuable keepsake to tbe fricnds, and itis but sel-
dom tha. five gencrations are scen in a picture.— Ham-
iltor Rey .ctor.
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