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regret and affection, but women like they 
fell into gossip, though the tears were cours- 
ing down many of their cheeks.

"It’s a good man gone home,” said one.
"We shall never eee another like him.”

"Yes, we shall. Ho has left one behind 
that will tread in his steps. Mr. Arthur 
will be his father over again. Only to think 
of it ! but fifteen days, this very day, since 
poor young Mr. Lionel was laid in the 
ground. It must have been sudden like; for 
Miss Isabel—Lady Temple, that is to say— 
was only sent for three days before the 
death."
The poor old gentleman wanted to go to 
Mr. Lionel’s funeral, but his sons and Mr. 
Pratt told him he was not equal to it, and 
at last he listened to them, and consented 
to stay at home. But when they got in 
again from the grave, there he was on the 
floor. It was not a tit, Mr. Pratt said, he 
thought he was taken for dead. Alter that 
he rallied for two or three days, and actually 
walked out into the garden and eat there, 
and then he was taken worse, and they tele- 
graphed for Lady Temple."

"He was quite sensible up to the last 
minute, I heard, and had his speech and 
senses about him all clear.”

"I heard another thing, I did; that when 
somebody asked old Pratt what he had died 
of. he said of a broken heart.”

"Well, he has had enough to break it. He 
makes the fourth taken to the churchyard 
all within the year. What do you think?’ 
added the woman, dropping her voice, "he is 
going to be la d by the side of the first Mrs. 
Dauesbury. not the second."

"How do you know?"
"I do know. My husband heard old 

Green, the sexton, say so last night, in at

temperance societies. May they go on, and 
prosper; may all generous aid be afforded 
them; and may they find their reward in 
the fruit they so largely bring forth!

But the good they have accomplished, 
tnough astonishingly great, is but little 
compared with what has yet to be done; for 
the vice is as a many-headed monster, who 
has too long been making fierce way; and it 
equally behooves individuals, families and 
communities, to take the matter up with a 
will, and give a helping hand.

All these, and many more such reflections, 
passed through the mind of Arthur Danes- 
bury, as ho stood there in the moonlight, 
leaning over the tomb. How should he deal 
with the evil; he in his little sphere at 
Eastborough? A responsibility was upon 
him, and was making itself heard; a large 
body of men were wearing out their lives in 
his service, receiving fair wages in requital, 
it is true, but he felt that he was not the less 
responsible; that he might owe them some­
thing else. H w to attempt, or what to at- 
tempt, he knew not yet; time, and thought, 
and sound deliberation, must be given to 
dealing With the evil; to check it wholly, he 
feared he never should, but he might be able 
to do something.

Circumstances were against him, and 
against the men in the prevalence of beer- 
shops, and the low price of gin. He could 
prevent neither, the legislature allowed 
both. Liquor was plentiful everywhere; 
and, as to the places where it was sold, they 
did, and would abound. If all the present 
distillers and large brewers would shut up 
their concerns to-morrow, conscious-stricken 
at the nature of their trade, the source of 
their wealth, fresh ones would start the next 
day in their places. If Arthur himself were! 
rich as the Lydian King, Croesus, and went, 1 
money in hand, and bought out the gin

turned Thomas Harding. "I saw Mr. Wil- 
liam in one of the houses as I came along, 
added the old man, lowering his voice,

"No !” uttered Mr. Danesbury.
"I did, sir. I went to the Ram to ask why 

my Saturday's paper had not been left, and 
the waiter opened the door of the gentle- 
man’s parlor as I stood there, and I saw Mr. 
William inside, with a steaming glassful be­
fore him. My heart stood still; I could have 
found in it to go and pull him out; I have had 
such hopes of him lately."

Arthur could not answer; he was too 
pained to answer. He also had been cher­
ishing hopes of his brother.

"Well, sir. I’ll go back to Brown, and tell 
him," cried Harding. “Good night, sir,"

He turned to retrace his steps up the 
narrow lane toward the town; and Arthur 
Danesbury slowly pursued the path which 
lay round and round the churchyard.

man so many times now, and broken out 
again, that I begin to fear it.”

Isabel's heart beat against her side. She 
could not bear to hear William say this. 
Anything was better than for him to loose 
courage.

“I have not seen you the worse for wine in 
the slightest degree this fortnight that we 
have been down," remarked Lord Temple, 
in a gentle tone of encouragement.

"No. I have not exceeded, neither did I 
for some little time before you came. But I 
have been cautious for as long as this before, 
and the temptation has overtaken me again- 
If I take but a glass of anything, I crave for 
more, with a longing positively painful in 
its intensity. One glass of wine, one glass 
of spirits, sets me on; and then the desire is 
almost irrepressible. I may almost add one 
glass of beer."

"As it used to do with me.” said Lord 
Temple. “You must do as I have done, 
William; confine yourself to water."

•But a single glass of anything can not 
hurt a man?"

“Not a temperate one, who does not 
‘crave’ for more; but it hurts us, because we 
do. Rely upon it, William, that for those 
who know not how to moderately use, and 
not abuse good gifts, water is the only safe- 
guard. I remember Arthur making that 
remark to me years ago, as I now make it to

“Do you never take wine?”

Danesbury louse.
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Again dawned the morning light upon the 
patient. It was his last day of life, though 
he might know it not The fits of his last 
day of life, though he might know it not. 
The fits of delirium continued with unabated 
violence, broken, as before, by interludes of 
quiet—if it could be called quiet, when the 
whole frame was shaken as with a fierce 
sgue. His mind wandered distressingly; yet 
in those wanderings might be traced a re­
collection of his present state, of the life he 
had led.

"They kept me here, you see,” he ext- 
claimed to Arthur, "and I want to be ont. 
1 want to- Father, is that you ?"

It was Mr. Danesbury. Though very near 
the grave himself, he had insisted on being 
brought to Lionel’s bedside. William was 
also present.

"That’s good," continued Lionel; "I 
wanted to see you. I’m so hot, you know. 
They have been coming round, such a lot of 
them, millions and millions. Where’s 
Robert?" With one hand he swept the 
cloths from his head, and Dr. Pratt, who 
had come in with Mr. Danesbury, though 
protesting against his old friend’s visit, re­
placed them.

“Who says 1 am dying?” he shouted. “It 
is no business of theirs. See how they 
creep up—creep, creep, creep! That one in 
green only came in thia morning. Ah, is 
that you?" he cried, again momentarily 
recognizing his father, and holding out his 
hand, which was vibrating like a pendulum.

"You don’t think I’m going to die, do

Mr. Danesbury was taken by surprise, the 
quest on was put so rationally. He did not 
know what to answer.

"Oh, no, no I" reiterated Lionel, with a 
shriek of anguish that none present would 
ever forget; “not yet, in mercy ! a little re-
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CHAPTER XXIII.
OVERCOMING.

William Danesbury was alone in his 
drawing-room, on the evening mentioned in 
the last chapter, when the servant opened 
the door to introduce a visitor,

"Mr. Bell, sir."
William had his head bent over some 

plans and drawings on the table, in which 
he was making corrections. He turned to 
receive his guest.

Ho was a large farmer, residing near 
Eastborough. The Danesburys wore ex­
ecuting some orders of his for agricultural 
Implements, and he had come to inquire on 
what day one of the machines would be de­
livered to him. William did not know, but 
said the overlooker of the department might 
be able to tell,

“Where can I find him?" asked the 
farmer.
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“Never.” replied Lord Temple. “Since I 
made my resolution, I have been enabled to 
keep it. I believe the chief help to my suc­
cess was the abstaining absolutely; had I 
tampered with my resolve—‘just one glass 
of wine,’ just one glass of spirits’—I should 
probably have broken down. I could take a 
glass of wine now with impunity, if Ichoose, 
because I am become—both by inclination 
and habit—a sober man, and I know that 
I shall never relapse from it. But I do not
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the Cock and Bottle. There was a vacant 
space left by the side of the first Mrs. 
Danesbury, which has never been filled up, 
and he is to lie there.”

Yes. John Danesbury was gone. Gone 
from a world of care to his recompense 
above. He could, in truth, say with old 
Jacob, that few and evil had the days of 
his later life been; but he had learned in 
time to look on One who is a sure refuge.

The dark line wen led its slow way along 
past the publie-houses, closed to-day—past 
the gin palace, for once, in its flaring life, 
quiet and sober—past the cottage of the ill. 
fated Lionel—through the churchyard into 
the church. When it came out again, there 
was scarcely space left for it in the church-
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palace man, and the landlords of the public- 
houses, and the keepers of the beer-shops, 

and closed the places forever, it would only 
lead to fresh ones being forthwith started 
at he next door. Unless the world could 
be turned into a second Utopia, and men

He lives close by. I will go with you. 
Will you take anything first?"

“Well, I don’t care if I do take a glass of 
brandy and water, to keep the cold out on 
mv ride home,” was Mr. Bel‘s answer.

William was vexed at this. Since the 
conversation with Lord Temple, now three 
weeks ago, he had kept to water, and did 
not much relish the temptation that brandy 
on bis own table would induce. However, 
there was no help for it, and he went to the 
cellar and brought up a bottle of brandy, 
which happened to be the last he had in the 
house. The servant appeared with hot 
water and glasses.

“Hey! dop’t you drink yourself?” cried 
the farmer, perceiving that, though he was 
sipping his, William took none.

"You must excuse me to-night. I do not 
fell well.’"

Wl liam sat by, the fumes of the brandy 
under his nose, and his very lips watering 
for it. He took out his handerchief and 
held it to his mouth with his elbow on the 
table, his face resolutely turned from the 
bottle. The inward strife was great; far 
greater than the reader, if he be a man of 
sobriety, can picture. The temptation was

choose. I like to set a good example; and I 
now prefer water.”

"You really prefer it?”
"I do. Ilike it far better than wine or 
beer, or any other strong beverage you may 
please to think of. I like it for its own sake; 
use is second nature, you know.”

"Ay," answered William; "there’s a true
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Worked for love and not for gain, people 
would be found (and no lack of them) to die- 
till gin, and brew beer, and keep public- 
houses, and preside in gin-palaces, the law 
permitting it. Under the present state of 
affairs, therefore, that was not the way in 
which Arthur Danesbury could deal with 
the evil. He knew also that it would be

spite ! a short period for reformation and 
redemption ! Take away the drink, take it 
away, 1 say ! 1 have led an evil life," he 
added, his mind a strange mixture of con- 
sciousness and insanity, “but I won't touch 
another drop, it’s burning here." He pointed 
to his chest, and then lay still, recommenc­
ing after a short pause.

“They came round me in the night and 
told me I was dying, but it’s not true Hold 
me! hold me ! at least till I have got 
through this multiplicity of work. Do you 
see all the duties that have accumulated ! 
I have done nothing, you know; nothing but 
drink; but I can get through them. Not if 
you let these devils come upon me; I thought 
that little one was gone !"

"He has been raving all night about this 
accumulation of work and duties," whis­
pered Katharine.

"It can not be that I am dying ! I must 
have the time I want first. Yes, I told you 
God would give it me. Katharine, my poor 
wife, you say you have been miserable, but 
we shall be happy now. You need not be 
afraid of me any longer; I’ll keep my 
promises, and leave it off. Hark! hark! 
don’t make a noise" (though the room was 
perfectly still), “there’s that little one 
again. He has got another, and another— 
and another ! They come creeping on ! the 
room is full !”

With wild shouts and wild imprecations, 
he strove to raise himself to escape, it would

proverb— Do what you should, that you 
may do what you like.’ Many a time have 
I rued the day that took my mother from 
me, for she would have caused me to drink 
water, as she did Arthur, The last Mrs. 
Danesbury taught us to dislike it. and to 
love beer and wine. Poor Robert and 
L ionel !”

“You would soon get to like it,” said Lord 
Temple. "Your taste for wine and beer 
would die cut, as mine has done. Water, 
remember, is our natural beverage. Try it, 
William.”

“Perhaps I may,” he answered. “They 
will be ‘bitter draughts’ at first, though."

“Then fancy it bitter beer.” laughed the 
viscount. “Fancy goes a great way in this 
world.”

worse than useless to attempt a forced con- 
version. To say to the men, “You must leave 
off these debased habits, and take to Letter,” 
would fall on inattentiae ears; the necessity 
for the conversion must previously be 
aroused in their own minds. They must 
first be as men awakening out of sleep, to 
find within themselves the higher mr live for 
well doing. Not only the more humble one 
of assuring peace in this, their transitory 
life; but peace also for the one above. They 
must be led to this gradually, perhaps insen­
sibly, not by violent measures, but gently 
step by step. Before anything could be 
done, it would be necessary to break 
through their pre-cut habits; to make them 
more moral, more thoughtful; to impart to 
them somewhat of enlightenment. Raise 
the mind, and in due time the spirit would 
follow.

yard, or tor the mourners round the grave; 
and there was not a dry eye to be seen, 
there was not a lieart but was liited up in 
response to the words of the minister, “I 
heard a voice from heaven saying unto me. 
Write, Blessed are the dead which die in 
the Lord from henceforth: Yea, saith the 
Spirit; that may rest from their labor."

Back again at Danesbury House, the 
solicit: r of the family marshaled all whom 
it might concern into the library, and pro- 
due d the will. It was sealed with Mr. 
Danesbury’s own private seal, and upon 
being opened two letters fell out,; one ad­
dressed to "My Son Arthur,” the other to 
"My Son William.” and was superscribed, 
"To be read before the will is read.”

Each perused his letter in silence, 
Arthur’s face flushing with surprise, Wil- 
liam’s with emotion. It was supposed by 
those around that the letters explained to 
each the motives which had dictated the 
will. After the death of Lionel, Mr. Danes­
bury had canceled his former will, and 
gaade this; and the letters bore the same

“Are you ready?" inquired Mr. Williams, 
the solicitor.

oa can 
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Lord Temple left the room as he spoke, 
and Isabel moved close to her brother, and 
leaned upon his arm. Her tears were fall-

"Isabel ! What is it?”
“Oh, William, I am overwhelmed with 

apprehension for you!" she said, laying her 
wet cheek against his. “Surely we have 
lost enough out of our family, and had 
enough misery. Let us who remain strive 
to live as we ought, that our days may be 
prolonged to the consolation of each other I 
We are but three now.”
"Yes," he sadly answered, “we are but 

three. Seven once; three now.”
“Promise me, William; promise me that 

vou will throw off this dreadful fascination. 
Do as Reginald has done. Become what he 
and Arthur are; a temperate man in the 
strict sense of the term.”

He did not immediately speak.
"Once, near this house, years ago, it was 

just before I was leaving it, I prayed you to 
give me a promise; 1 now pray you again. 
‘Dearest William, for your own sake. I pray you."′

“I can not promise; I do not feel sure of 
myself, Isabel, I believe!I said then that I 
would try—and if I had not tried, and in 
some degree succeeded, I should, ere this, 
have been where our brothers are. I will 
say the same now. I will further try 
earnestly try, to put a barrier between my 
inclination and this sin.”

sorely close to him; hardly, by his utmost 
will, could he keep his hands from stretch­
ing out for the brandy, and their veins 
tingled with imposed self-restraint.

A perspiration broke out over his head 
and face. Could he hold out? "Lord, be 
thou my helper!" he inwardly breathed, 
for of my own strength I can not with- stand”
The farmer mixed another glass, and, 

when he had finished it, rose and said he 
was ready. William put the cork in the 
bottle and placed it on the sideboard, not 
having touched the brandy; and went out 
with Mr. Bell. So far victory.

The overlooker was not at home; he was 
gone to the Ram, to take his glass and 
smoke his pipe. Very much indeed did Wil- 
ham Danesbury dislike to accompany Mr. 
Bell there; but again there was no help for 
it, for it would have been neither courteous 
nor business-like to suffer him to proceed 
alone.

When he end Mr. Boll entered the Ram 
an Inn of rather a superior class, the first in 
Eastborough, several gentlemen whom Wil- 
liam knew were in the parlor; among them 
was Mr. Laughton, once poor Lionel’s great friend.

ouchinoMr. Danesbury remained long in deep 
deliberation, pacing the church-yard; dim, 
undefined plans presenting themselves to his 
thoughts. He was lost to outward things 
when footsteps were heard in the lane, and 
he emerged from the gares not caring, pos­
sibly, to be seen stalking about among the 
grave stones like a wandering ghost. The 
footsteps proved to be old Thomas Hard- 
ing’s.

“Is that you, Harding? What brings you here?” b as yon
‘I wanted to find vou, sir, and was going 

the nearest way to Mrs. Philip Danesbury’s; 
for I have been to your house, and they 
thought you might have gone there.”

"W hat is it?" asked Mr. Danesbury.
Brown has been to me again, sir ” re- 

F can‘t get rid of him. DrAylE NDonem 
ing that he may be taken on once more. He 
says be 11 never transgress again, but if he 
can I get an answer to-night, he’ll be off 
with morning light, and enlist for a soldier.

says The is starving. I thought it right 
to come and mention it to you. sir lest should go. What is to be done?” 
"His offense was very had,” said Mr. Danesbury, "but—he has a wife and child, 
poor thing-, Give him another chance. 
Harding. He may come on.Monday morn-

seem, the fiends he thought he saw. And, 
though firmly prevented from moving, none 
could prevent the convulsive throes that 
shook his frame. The paroxysm of 
violence over, exhaustion supervened, and 
with it partial recollection.

“William, is that you? Come here; 
closer I have had such a horrid dream. I 
thought I was getting toward the primo of 
life, and that all the years given to me had 
been wasted; that I had been constantly 
drunk. Drunk, I thought—and it made 
me burn here,” tossing the cloths from his 
brow—“that the time was come for me to 
die, and then I found that all these years 
had not been mine to waste. Who spoke 
then? It was none of you. Who says it’s 
true? It is not true. I tell you it was a 
dream. Be off, be off! bow dare you drive 
me mad? And if it were true, I am to have 
the time. What do you know about it? I 
say the time is mine. That’s one of those 
devils speaking; he says it was given to all 
but me. Who says I had it once, and 
threw it away? How dare you say it? Oh, 
mercy, mercy ! a little time, for the love of 
mercy ! I am not drunk now. Father, is 
that you? I have sworn not to touch 
another drop. Keep those devils from me. 
How can you let them come here, with this 
weight of sin upon me? What are they 
calling out—that Robert had no time? 
What’s Robert to me? I am to have it. I 
atu. Do you see how they are coining on? 
Hold me ! hold me ! keep off that little one. 
I won’t die I he is mocking mo ! I won’t die. 
Isay. Hold him back. No time for me! 
No time."

“My dear father.” said Arthur, approach­
ing Mr. Danesbury, “thia is no place for you. 
Let me take you away."

"Arthur," said the old man, with quiver­
ing lips and trembling hands, as he grasped 
those of his eldest son, "there is no place 
for me much longer on earth I question 
whether he or I shall go the quicker. My 
heart is broken. William,” reaching out to 
take his hand, and bring him side by side 
with Arthur—“can you marvel at it? My 
eon, can you marvel at it? Few and evil 
have the days of my old age been; my sub- 
stance destroyed, my peace of mind 
wrecked. One of my children has gone be­
fore me; another—he, poor madman—is 
going with me, and I have no hope that I 
shall meet either of them hereafter. Do you 
act”—be wrung William s hand— “so as to 
come to me.”

They took Mr. Danesbury from the 
room; they also took the unhappy wife, for 
Dr. Pratt eaw that the end was at hand. In 
a paroxysm of violence, more acute than 
any which bad gone before it, the trouh ed 
spirit of Lionel Danesbury flewaway to Him1 
who gave it. I

"Quite," they answered.
"First of aU’” premised Mr. Williams, 

Mr. Danesbury wished me to declare pub- 
liely that he had no advisor in the making 
of the will, and that no person whatever is 
privy to its contents, save himself and I, 
who wrote it." And he began to read.

The spectators listened in silence—some 
deeming it a strange will. It was found 
that the whole of the business and the 
capital occupied in it was left exclusively 
to Arthur. A certain portion of its profits 
were to bo paid yearly to William for five 
years. At the end of that period he was to 
be taken into partnership, and receive an 
equal share, provided Arthur should deem 
it expedient. If Arthur did not, things 
were to go on as before. There were a few 
trifling bequests and legacies; and to 
Katherine Danesbury was secured a suit­
able annuity, in accordance with her original 
position in life. Danesbury House, with its 
furniture, except the plate and pictures, 
was bequeathed to Arthur, and a sum of 
ready money to William. The plate was to| 
be divide: between Arthur and William, 
and of the pictures Lady Temple also took 
her share. They both understood, nay 
they knew, the motives which had dictated 
the will—a doubt of what William‘s future 
conduct might be; and Mr. Danesbury, in 
making it, knew that the high honor, the 
exact justice of Arthur, needed no other 
guarantee for his performance of the con­
tract, should it be desirable, when the time 
came to fufill it. Most earnestly did Arthur 
hope that William would act so as to enable 
him to perform it.
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It’s never you!" sarcastically exclaimed 

Laughton, addressing William. “I hoard 
you had joined the teetotal ers, and were 
coming out in a medal and blue ribbon.”

. W iliam wine d: he was not yet suffi, 
ciently self reliant to take these jokes with 
equanimity. He sat down in the midst of 
the temptation—the terrible temptation; 
that at home was nothing to do. Glasses of 
ale were on the table; glasses of hot rum 
and water, the slices of lemon swimming in 
it; glasses of strong fl avored gin; glasses of 
red cognac brandy; and the fragrant steam 
from all ascended around, intoxicating 
William Danesbury a senses before a drop 
had passed his lips. Laughton gave a quiet 
order, and William on looking down sawa 
glass of brandy and water placed before him 
by the waiter.

Lord and Lady Temple returned to Lon- 
don, and things went on as usual at East- 
borough, Arthur, now Mr. Danesbury, 
quietly subsiding into his father's place as 
the head of all things. The firm would re 
main as it always had done—"John Danes­
bury & Sons;" he would not alter that.

On a bright moonlight night, about a 
month subsequent to the burial of Mr 
Danesbury, Arthur, who had been closely 
confined in the works all day. thought he 
should be the letter for a walk. Putting 
co his great coat, he strolled toward the

It was Saturday night. Into the public, 
houses streamed the people, in at the swing, 
ing doors of the gin-shop, more brilliant 
than: ever; men and boys (they could be 
called little better) rushing there to drink; 
while unhapwy wives and mothers followed 
them, pleading in harsh or in piteous tones 
for some of their wages, ere the provision 
shops should be closed. Mr. Danesbury 
stopped one man. He was one of their best 
workmen.

«

leaskoenful 
offer.

1 thought perhaps you [would, sir. I'm 
sure you are very lenient to them. Brown 
says ho had been drinking when he did it. 
and was not in his senses.” *

“No doubt," cried Mr. Danesbury; "drink 
18 the cause of most bad actions. Harding 
my mind was directed to this very point 
when you came up. To-night as I walked 
through the streets, the men—our men- 
were at the public-houses in swarms, drink- 
ing away their intellects and their wages. 
Something ought to be attempted to check 
—something shall be.” eneckit

“Who by, sir?"
resta mwI feel that the responsibility 

“Nothing in the world can be done, sir, 
let your will be ever so good. There are the 
Dutitie-bonses, ond the men will go to 

atE Isee great difficulties, even in the 

“When a man has been at work all dav. 
he wants some sort of amusement or recrea- 
tion, sir, resumed Thomas Harding, ‘He

managers, the room is not comfortable, the 
fires low or out. There's no society for them 
Hireept a scolding wife or orying
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topple up that,” said Laughton. "’You 
never tasted better brandy like this. It’s a 
fresh lot they have got in direct from 
France—it has the true champa gn e flavor.”

Come, Mr. William Danesbury,” cried 
the farmer, “you shirked it at home but 
you can’t refuse to drink with a friend now 
Take up your glass. Good health to vou”'

Poor William Danesbury I Silly William Danesbury! Weak William Danesbury: 
All his good resolves were going he knew 
not whither; his veins were throbbing nis 
heart was longing for that pernicious 
draught. Never had the desire for Itous 
sorely beset him. He had resisted it in his 
own house, but here — 18 
drained it. Danesbury took up theglass, and

(To be Continued.)

Earnestly also did William hope it; I am 
not sure but he prayed for it, as ho walked 
home with his wife that evening. He whe cssatsA# 

veil how to battle with. For some little 
time now he had been temperate only 
taking beer with his dinner, and a glass of 
wine now and then, or one glass of spirits 
The worst was, that in taking a glass of 
Wme or spirits, he invariably longed to take 
more, and there lay the chief strife.

An afternoon or two before they were to 
quit Eastborough, Lord and Lady Temple 
were standing at the drawing-room windew 
of Danesbury House, looking at the dusk of 
night, which was stealing over the land- 
scape. Isabel was talking in a low, sad- 
dened tone, of many things connected with 
her old home and her late father. Her hus- 
band had drawn her closer to him, and stood 
with his arm round her waist. At length 
they began to speak of the will; it had been 
borough, topic of conversation in East-

TRY 
BALA

LICORICE 
FOR THE VOICE. 
__________ywt

"Watts, how is it that you can’t make 
yourself comfortable at home ? It ia bad for 
you in every way, this night drinking; bad 
for your pocket, and bad for your health. 
You have a good home; surely you might bo 
content to stay in it.”6 
"Law bless ye ! You just step in and 
look at it, if I might make so bold. There's 
the wife all in a muddle, with a great tub 
afore the fire, a-washing of the children, and 
the children a-squalling, and the place all 
In a steam. After that she sets on to wash 
the floor, and nobody won’t be able to put a 
foot ou till it's dry. I can’t .top in that 
mess. But I only take a glass or Bo. sir: I'm not one of th. fast ones.” ’ ’1m

Arthur had nothing to reply. He went 
on his way, and the man entered tee Cock 
and Bottle. All throughout his walk he 
saw nothing else; men pouring into the 
public houses till they were full of company, 
whose uproarious mirth and singing reached 
his ears. He turned down the narrow ed 
tired path which led to the church-vard 
and halted at its gate. The night was 
cmm; the scene all peace. The moonlight 
flickeredon the opposite hills, bringing out 
their light and shade, bringing out the view 
of his own home; and it rested also on the 
white tombstones close to him, though the 
old church, in their midst, looked cold the 
gray. Ho opened the gate, and approached 
the large white marble tomb of the Danca 
burys, the two more recent deaths lut lust 
recorded on it. Arthur read the inscrit 
tions, all of them, one by one; his own 
mother’s was the first, and his fs wn 
FADNe nano his hand upon it iron
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« y It is 8°’ answered Thomae Harding 
Some few are differently situated havo 

superior women for wives, who make* have 
a pleasant place for them to return and oi7is= 

their evening pursuits, their books, and 
their newspapers, and such like; but take

Toly tE. Xisacet 
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room for them, well lighted There 8 a good 

Boh Cut do they 
the 

ley Twith fevurd but wider 
carried out nt And his words only 
thoughts— “if von l master 8 previous 

inns 
would be ready t he gave it up, » hundred 

35=and 
they will, sir. nd of the chapter. And so

POWDER
THECOOK’S BESTFRIEND

CULLED FROM THE OLD YEAR. 
Lew N Butler, Burin, NIL, Rheums.

Thos. Wasson, Sheffi Id, N. B.. Lockjaw 
Dy. McMullin, Chatham, Ont., Goitre.
Mrs. W. W. Johnson, Walsh, Ont., Inflam- 

Jams If. Bailey, Parkdale, Ont,, Neural. 

C. I. Lague, Sydney, C. B., La Grippe.
In every case unsolicited and authenti- 

ARD’S LINIMENT, the merits ot MIN.

Yes t he asked for time, in his half-con. 
seious ravings; but time upon time had been 
vouchsafed him, and he had used it not. 
Was it not enough to break their father's 
heart! This is no imaginative history: it is 
taken from a family’s life. The one son 
rushed into the next world, a Buicide- the 
other was brought, in the early years of 
manhood, to his dreadful death-bed. Not 
one good action could they remember to 
have performed in their whole lives; not 
one hour, of the precious time granted them, had been used to good account. Their 
manty forma, their talents, their health and 
strength, had been offered up, and BRONE 
ficed, on the ebrine of intemperance.Oh, reader, should the temptation to ex- 
weed over assail you, should the vice, with 
insidious steps, approach very near to you 
and threaten to bc habitual, take warning 
by this unhappy story. I tell you it is no ideal one. Look not thou upon the wine 
when it is red; flee from it in your earlier and thoughtless years; resolutely keep it 
arm * distance, if you would obtain peace in this world and in the next.

DO you know, Isabel, I cannot yet under- 
stand it, he said; "so just, so good a man a. 
your father, to leave his sons so differently 
provided for-at any rate for five years," 
t1 van, unfortunately," replied Isabel.
it has proved to me what I dreaded to 

Babiucont William has "ot forgotten his old 

i "Still, I can not agree with the will," de- 
Lord Temple. "Suppose Arthur were 

not what 10 is, he might take advantage of W illiam.
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"But he is what ho is,” smiled Isabel, 
and my dear father knew it. Otherwise he 

would never have left it so.”
"It is a perfect y just will," called out a 

voice from the embrasure of the other win- 
dow, the will of a just and a good man.”

W he’s that? William ! is that you? We 
had no idea that you were there.”

William advanced. "I was here when y u 
came in, he said, "and thought you saw me, 
but £ was buried in unpleasant reveries, and 
did not interrupt your converse. My father 
could not have made any other will, L >rd 
Temp c, he continued, linking his arm 
within that of h s brother in-law, so that the 
whole three stood together. "Sup; ose he 
had constituted me an equal partner with 
Arthur; given me co-authority and co- 
ownership; and I were to squander my sub- 
stance and his: run reckl ssly to work; 
the way of Robert and Lionel? Arthur 
might be ruined long before the five years 
were up, the trade fallen through, and the 
works done away with."True, true," ‘answered Lord Temple: “I did not look at it in that light.» - 
, It was the kindest will to me that my father could have made. He had my 
To Imeto in the lotte.X “« had, and He 

depelTkied | (ohe children, esc Lord INiti Et 
- - of life | R bert and Lions, not going the way of

William heaved a deop ue 
From* I fear 1 shell have • diboulty to keep
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Bound to cloth, otound to cloth; Dickens’ in 12 volume, 
the a there are more than 1000 prizes, any one who takes 
to receivers to prepare an ordinary good list will not fail 72:

His thoughts ran, naturally enough upon 
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recalled from her pleasant visit no er, drunken mistake of Glisson, sent they the 
night to her death through the drusame
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825,000 In PHICOMPETITION—We have given away 
sands Of letters from no the last two years, and have thou- 
union and every Danize winners In every state in the 
Lord Kilcoursie, of Canada and Newfoundland, 
ada, writes: "I shall re to the Governor General of Can 

MIKi#p,veoTtr. 
Asas, Xa e. Let co 0 
Swann Tus AGRLicUEl U Bisa, Feterboren Outer

CHAPTER XXII.
ONE MORE DEATH, —ANXIOUS THOUGHT. cannot be used oftner than It 

The Canaats Agriculturist." 
AEThe church bell at Eastborough was 

solemnly tolling, as a funeral wound its way 
from Danesbury House. It was a long pro- 
cession, all walking; fur no carriages were ased, by desire of the dead; and indeed the 
distance was hut short. The officiating 
minister preceded the coffi 1 which was 
borne bv eight of the Danesbury workmen, 
its pall being held by eight of the superior 
overlookers a d foremen. Thomas Harding 
beiunone. The chief mourners were Arthur 
and Nidiom Danesbury, Viscount Temple 
and Mr. St. George; but many others fo.
lowed, friends and neighbors, and 
them came the long string of 
No noise, no busy sounds of labor or 
arose that day from the Danesbury works:I 
end every hou e and shop in Eastborough 
and its shutters closed to testify respect: in 
him who was being carr ed respect: to

Stealing after it came groups after groups 
of women, partly led by curiosity, partly

era
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tion?′" how! Do you doubt 

"Yes. I do. J have resolved
your resolu- 

to bo a sober to themwthough they know the ourse it Is 
"It is a eurse both to rich and poor,” re-
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