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THE LAMENT OF A DBUNKARD'S
S U WIRE

Ol I'Y was once a hnppy wife,
Had neither sorrow, grief, nor care ;
1lived a quiet, contented life,
“Beloved by him I loe"d most dear ;
1t For t.hen my Jamie' wns sincere,
-Aw’, winn'd a lif o’ honest fame,
(o rqsa sgmeu be, wasga sweer;
- At nichC he aye cam“'sober hawe.

But, waes my heart, lhele cam’ a change
OQwer Jamie's mind—I kenna hoo—
Wi ither chicls he *pan to range
1tk e’enin, when his work was through ;
The public house they aye gau] to,
An’ there they (lan. an' swore, an’ sang,
Till whizky fill'd then 2’ wae fou,
That hame they no'er were fit to gang.

Ob, whiskey is a deadly curse—

A thing that's el for nocht avas H
My Jamie frew frae bad to worse,

A’ ne'er e lllmk eonld bul\' awa;
Ilis faithfu' wife an® bairnies sma’

Who strove to keep himayve at hame,
Were loft in bunger's ernel claw,

T'o mourn thur wretehedness an’ shame.

T'm worn donn wi* griefan’ care,

My bairnies ery lol bread—for bread !
My heart is sair, an’ eold docpmr

(,"eupq ower uiy soul wi’ weight o’ lead ;
1 il as the' the sleader thread

O my puir life were soon to break,
Bat spare, O God Almighty, spare

The wither, for the (.lnlllren s snke!

For oh! T ¢canna, canna leave
Them friendless, hameless, hcr(, below—
Their little hearts would sadly grieve—
Wauld ln-«.\k-—lf ¢'er it should be so.
Baith day nn nicht, that tlu.) may know
"The less o' want, lho less o” ill,
Whate'er my han’s miny find to do,
That will I do, wi’ &' my skill.

An' oh if Jamie yet wonld wend,
And e what ance he was before ; H
Oh wad he never mair attend
"Their drui.ken spree, or ilthy eplore,
Then, as in happy days o’ yore,
-\rouml our wee bit cottage hearth,
Our hairns might play—a mu ry core—
An’ wake sweet notes o' jor an’ mirth.
Edinburgh. ALEX. STorant.
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SIDNEY’S WARNING

It was an dcrv'mt roow, ll-llf p'\rlour, half library.
‘The carpet was of the richest, softest texture, green
tlending in deep brown and fading away in pale
eritnson,—the furniture of curions and old-fashioned
workmanship had defied the touch of time, and
stood in its pristino glory a little stiflly to be sure,
but yet far handsomer than half of the flimsy trash
of modern make. On one side of the room stood o
carved mahogany book-case filled with old-fashion-
cd but substantial looking volumes that appeared as
if they contained a world of information. A piano
standing open, and pictures that bespoke the touch
of a master hand arranged with care and exactness
as to the cflect of light and shade, told of the wealth
and refined taste of the occupant. Near a large
bow-window toward the west,—from which the
heavy damask curtains were carelessly looped back
to admit the last beams of departing day,—sat a
lady—her ‘mourning dress, trimmed with folds of
sombra crape, feil gracefully around her slight fi-
gure, revealing the delicate whiteness of her com-
plexion ; the puro..forchuad gleamed like marble
from beneath the dark abundant tresses that fell
over it; and in the oxpression that lurked around
the corners of the sweet mouth, was a world of sor-
row subilued by christinn resignation and holy trust ;
lier large mournful eyes were fixed on a picture
that hung opposite in a rich gilded framo—a picture
of a noble looking man, evidently taken in the
morning of life, in the 'vlory of his young manhooi ;
the full white brow, waving hair, and sweet earnest

_‘mouth, were an exact counterpart of hers, and told

of the relationship existing between them. The

. glory of the day faded in the west, and. the shadows

deepened in tho room, but yot she sat thera appa-

vreeﬂy in doep meditation ; for memory, painfally

fiit} qmmhqn.‘trut, had drawn amde the ml of the

l'.'

past, and’ befors her with ﬁ.nrful distinctuess pnseul

scenes that had beon enacted filteen years before.
i~ The door softly opened and a young min énter-
od'; not more than twenty summers had passed’over.

bis frank sunny brow, and sorrow had left no linger-
\ mg trace there,—for Sidney Harrison 's life.bad thus
: far lieen as joyous asa summer.day. Iiverything
| that ‘wealth and loving parents could procugg had
bccn his; an only “ghild petted aud induigod tweaty
\'e‘ns would have found him ruined, had not Le pos-
sessed an open frank disposition, an ardent loving
nature, mingled with a reverence of everything
gool and beantitul. To his mother's ouly sisier,
who had resided with them from the time of his filth
year, hie oweid much for what was really wood in his
character, It was impossible for any one to come
within the range of her holy inlluence, and not be
made better and porer by it.

stool toward her, and seated himself at her feet ;X
Liave ceme accarding to promise for the story you
wished to tell me; but now I am here, yon Touk 50 .
sal it almost frightens me, and I have a mind to
back out, us they say.”

o It is sy Siduey,” she answered, gently caress-
ing the brawn curls, © but it [ did not kelinve it ne-
cessary for yvou, 1 would not pain you with a recital
of the rorrows that have darkened wmy whole life.—
Do you remewber the words you so thonghtlessly
uttered last night ¥

* No, Aunt, what were they ¥

“ You know when Kate Marrey insizted upon
your drinking wine with her,and hell out the ruby
lipnid so temptingly, you replied something like this,
¢ Although 1 had partly decided to drink no more
wine, yef who can resist so cloquent a plealler as
vou are, Miss Kute; T find Eve still lives” Vm\
dear Sidney, it was said thougltlessly I know, but it
you could have knovwn the pung that wrang my heart
when [ saw you so happy, gy, and unsnspecring,
with your feet just pressing the brink of a flower-
covered precipice, and knew you were lured frem
a promise mwade to me by the sweet voice of a lovely
deceiver, who has not your soul’s welfare at heart
as I have, you would not have swan<dered that Linen-
cd fiam the gay seene to the dim solitude of wy
room, to weep bitter tears for my own bhlighted
hopes, and to tremble with fear for the moral sufety
of oue denver than my own life.”

 Why, Aunt, dearest Aunt, how seriously you
talk. Surcly yon do not think [ shall ever become
adrunkard ! What harm can there be in taking a
glass of wine ata fashionable party with a young
friend out of compliment ?”

“ Siduey, lovk at me. For fifteen years I have
borne a seared and blighted heart, 3\1\' sithle robes
have clung to me, a mta{mo of past misery. |
bave tried to lay them astde amd be pay, but I can-
not; my cheek has become pale, miy step prema.
tarely subdned, and my eyes often dim with weep-
ing.  The glald sonyg of --lrlhood was changed to the
wail of sorrow, and I, in the spring of existence, in
the hey-day of life, just exulting in the glory of liv-
ing, was swddenly plunged into dense palpable
darkness, throuzh which light seldom shines.  Sid.
ney, for fifteen years the sun has not shone to me
ag it nsed to, the birds have not sung as in the olden
glow of life. Nature has been an unmeaning blank,
anguizh has forbidden me to swile, and | have wept
until it often seems as if | had no more tears to
shed. Look at that pivlure uppesite, you know it
well, ¥ is the iwage of my only brother. It was
paintew when about your age. Did yon ever see a
fairer face ? s0 noble and generous, and that tender
earnost smile around the mouath.  Oh! my brother,
my brother, would to God [ bad died for you;" and,
overcome by her emotion, she bowed her head and
wept convulsively. * Siduey.” she said, at length
“you were named lor him, and you are like him in
disposition and appearance. I have watched over
you ever since you were a littie child, and have
striven to have you escape the shoals on which he
made such totnl wreck; and oh, Sidney, have I
striven in vain? You are my only hope; if you
fail me, life has no other joy. Oun you I hope to
lean when 1 walk the down-hill of life. Inced your
tender love and sympathy. I eannot be robbed of
this one treasure. In the loncliness of my chamber
last night I wrestled with God and cried carneatly
to hun, that, he would'save you from present and.
eternal ruin. It is for this I shall tell you that part
of the history of my. brothor that has hitherto been

# Well Aantie,” he exclaimed, as Le drew 2 foot-

kept fronr you.’

1fall hearu to the biouse. Icaunot lmgnr over thnt

" Mj mulhor fuil q-m-ll\ .|slu-p \vhun I was born.
Her mild blue eyes never looked on me ; she eloserd
them forever just as my first foeble wail soumded on
ber eays.  They laid ber away beneath the roses of
June, and left her grave to minister to the wants of
the little weeping frail thing thrawn so sudidenly on
theirwere. There wers two heside me, your wo-
ther, gwn rapidly advancing to womanhood, and
Sydied, a rosy-checked l.m"lunn- boy of three years.
There woere three littie --r'st beside my wother’s,
and three dear fitde chililven older than hie slept
there,  He was the Tast Goy, the only one who had
outlived the time of inlmvy. My father worshipped
him.  After my mother’s death hie become more
foud of him than ever, Tle wonld scarcely suffor

him frosm his sight.  He watehed over him, feartul
lest the dread destroyer might hear him away on |

. hia shadowy wings, aml he should go to make ano-

ther grave by the lithe green mounds in the ol
churcheyard,  DBut his fears were nnarouided s he
reached his twelfth year a bealihy, buppy, rosy bay.
' Abont that time your mother warvicd vl quaitted
" the dear ohl Hall, 10 live muasy miles away, happy,
howeves, with the man of ber vhoice. My father
war very wealthy, and, at the thwe of iy moiler’s
death, Exd retived from business that he might have
more time to devote to ue. He uadertook onr edu.
cation—being himself a classieal scholar, we found
in him the best of teachers.  So joalous was he lest
we might imbibe somz injurions priveiples that he
would neither cmploy tator nor governess! Ol !
Siduey, thase happy chililhood Linars, how the me.
mory of then comes over me like a soothing Lalin
» On :Hm hill, at a little distanee from our Louse,
stood the clegant residence of a widow lady of some
fortune.  Mra Morrizon had two chiblren, a son
and 1 daughter.  She was o distant relative of my
wother’s, so we were very intimate.  DPhilip and
Alice ofien spent their mornings with us, reciting;
studyindd.or readiog some of the glorions works of.
the oll authors, until our ardent yovmy hearts
would be all afire at the lofty deeds of heroisn, or
the mournfut lays of tenderness woull melt ux into
tears.  We all had fine voices, amd in the (uict
sloaming wo would sing sweet old halluls, or listen;
to our father as he played on the devp-toned oruan, |
the divine compositions of Mozart or Handel.  Oune
mintd moulder! onrs,—we were alike in thought and |
rentiment.  Alice was fuir, gentle, and quiet, bu\l;
always happy.  Philip was bLrave, goncrovs, and!
tender, like Sidney, ensily, influenced for good or;
evil.  ‘The days of our chiliboul and early _wmlh‘
passed away like a happy drean. Our mornings
wers spent in study—our afternoons in reading,
drawing, or music,—and in the quiet swmmer even-
ings we woull wander in the garden, or extend our
walks still farther, and roam at will over the green
meadows and beaotiful hills that lay stretched
around ug, like the Garden of Paradise, to our en-
thusiastic, ardent natures. And so the stream of
our lives flowed ealmly, evenly on, until Sillney had
reached hiy eighteenth year, and I my filleenih,
when a change came. The fiest light of ¢ love's
younz dream” dawned sweetly npon us, almost un.
consciously.  I'found I was only happy in Dhilips
society, and Siduey sought oftener the sweet simle
of Alice, I was happy, too happy, a crowning glory
had settled upon .y pewceful life. T asked for no
greater bliss.  Ah! why could not those days of
unbroken juy have lasted longer ? why wers they
changed so soon for years of bitter anguish ?

* Sidney’s nineteenth birthulay was a day of ror-
row. The next morning he was to leave homa, in
company with DPhilip, for college. To spend a year
away from them scemed like an eternity. Oh!
what Litter lears I wept when T knew they must go,
for [ felt that the old joys could never return. |
knew that a year's intercourse with fushionable so-
ciety must change them. Well, the last evening
came, and Philip and 1 stood together in the dim
old library, exchanging our vows of cternal constan-
ey. lsaw khis dark, earnest cyes bent full upon me,
and { heard his words of tenderness in the inmost
depths of my soul. Oh, how I loved him! It was
idolatry, and God punished me. I caught the
gleams of Alice’s white robes as she and S)dncy
walked through the garden, and when, a‘few mo-
meats pfter, we joined them, I knew by the pale
sweet face that she was botrothed. Themoon shone.
through flecey clouds softly upon us, the night-birds
sang their saddest songs, .and the wind moaned
mournfally througlh the trees, as we relurned vnth

until Philip’s return.

saw too plainly they had chnnged.
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parlin HRl l-rm"s the pnct too \IVI(") to my mind.
It is enough to say they went, and it seemed for
sweeks as if every joy had gone with them. We
could not enjoy our walks, our books were laid aside,
and music had lost its charm ; bat graduaily, as time
wore on, and we reccived letters from the absent
telling of their happiness and enjoyment, of the no-
velty around them, we returned to our old pursuits.

 Half of the year had passed when Mrs Morrison
was tuken suddenly il The best medical skill was
provured, butall in vain  Aftera fow weeks of ex-
treme suffering, she rested on the bosom of Jesus,
amd Alice was an orphan.  After the funcral was
nver, the great white house on the hill was closed,
aml the lonely wourning girl came to live with uy
It was my melancholy duty
to arpaaint him of his mother’s death, and his
wournful letter i answer told how tenderly that
wother kil been loved, and of his deep and heart-
Jelt sorrow that hie had wot been with her to have
received her dying blessing,  Well, the year passed
and they returned.  Philip, pale aml sorrowful,
folded me in his srms, and Sidney fervently kissed
the pale cheek of Alice.  They were happy to be
home onve move, they said, thengh it was only for
a short time, for in a fow weeks they must return to
their college-ife for another year. My heart died
within me. I tried to be happy, but could not. 1
The purity of
their souls had been sullicd by contact with the
world ; they hadd not returnedd as they went. Our
simple pleasures bad not the relish they once had,
they longed for something more exciting, and so

“they left the praceiul shades of the dear old clins,

and our heartfelt love, for the busy city and their
iy eompanions. A year passed away, and they
did not retnrn. Sidney'’s frequent applications for
moncy seemed to arouse my lather’s suspicions. He

:! became peevish and fretful, and it was cvident a

fevhle old age was fast coming upon him. Alice;
tan, did nct seem as well as vsual ; a slight cough,
atrended by a pain in her side, nlnrmul me greatly.
And I knew that Sidney’s npparent neglect did not

' adwinister much cither to her health or happiness.

Yot she never compliined, and I kept my griof
closely locked in my own heart. I could not bear

- to add a feathur’s weight to her fears.

« The summer passed away drearily enough to
me, and when the antumn days grew short and
slark, lh(e'_v returned, just in time, however, (o ac-
company Alice and I to the city of 3——, where
she had been ordered for better medieal attendance.
I left. my father with fedlings of regret, but the dear
old man loved Alice so tenderly, and knew that I
was so nceissary to her happiness, that he readily
agreed to anything that wonld be for her advantage,
The novelty of spending the winter in the city, and
the prospect of its benefitting Alice, made be moro
hopetul and happy than I had been for sonme time.
I hoped T could win Philip and Sidacy back. I
presumptuousty thought I could break the chain of
evil influences that surrounded them. I trusted in’
my own strength, and, alas! I found too lata it was
a broken reed to lean upon.

 Plunged in the dissipation of a fashionable cicy,
I found what little reatraint we cxercised was soon
swept away by the ruthless hand of worldly folly ;
yet were Philip and Sidney asdearly loved as ever.
Our hearts were not changed.  Such love as ours
knew no change. Night by night I would sit by
the couch where Alice lay, pale and languid, while
Philip and Sidney spent the hours in the ball-room,
at the opera, and theatre, and, afas! too often at’
the paming table. I tried not to complain. T tried
to win them to other enjoyments by kind words and
geotle smiles, T hid my sorrow from them, that I
might not meke them unhappy when in my pre-
sence, but there were hours when the old-time
happiness would come ta us again, quiet morning
hours, when, weary with the previous night’s dissi-
pation, they woitld seck the room of tho mvahd to’
wile away the time, and often an old song that we'
used to sing together, ora lovmg word, would causs’
iny heart to beat hopefully.

“ Dear Alice, she faled away gertiy nnd‘qmetly 3
she suﬁ'«.rcd vary little, but it was evident to me-
she would not long need earthly physicians. Sid--
néy did not’believa it, he continually assured him-:
salf nhé ‘would be better when the sprmg came, lnd‘
the reses bloomed ; “dear nngel, shé" was bottar.’

" Phlhp would say, * Ally, deéar, we will all go.to’
Italy next year; and the balmy climé"will bring’ ba.,k'
the roses to your cheok: We* will:all. be' happ}‘



