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Daneshury fouse,

Again dawned the morning light upon the
patient, It was his last day of life, though
he might know it not, T'he fits of his last
day of life, though he might know it not.
The fitsof delirium continued with unabated
violence, broken, as before, by interludes of
quiet—if it con!d be eailed quiet, when the

whole frame wa# 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 ¢i:-

claimed to Arthur, “and I ‘want to be ovi.
I'want tc— Father, is that you ¥’

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

also present.

“That’s good,” continued Licnel; *I

wanted to see you, I’mso hot, you know.

They have been coming round, such a lot of
Where’s
one hand he swept the
:loths from his head, and Dr. Pratt, who

them, millions and wnillions,

Robert?” With

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

“It's & good man gone home,” said one.
**Wa shall never see another like him.”

“Yes, we shall, He 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 youig 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.”

*“Lhe poor old gentlemin 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, Tt was nota fit, Mr. Pratt said, he
thought he was taken for dead. After that
he railied for two or three days, and actually
walked out into the garden and sat thero,
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
eenses about him all clear.”

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

“Well, he has had enough to break it, He

had come in with Mr. Danesoury, Though makes the fourth taken to the churchyard

protesting against his old friend’s visit, re-
placed them,
“Who says 1 am dying?”’ he shouted,

is no business of theirs. See how they

creep up—ereep, creep, creep! That one in

green only camein this morning., Abh, is “]

that you ?’ he cried, again momentarily
recognizing his father, and holding cut his
band, which was vibrating like a pendulum,

“You don’t think I’'m going to die, do
you?’ £ /

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

“Oh, no, no!” reiterated Lionel, with a
shriek of anguish that mone present would
ever forget; ‘‘not yet, in mercy ! a little re-
spite! a short period for reformation :«n_ti
redemption ! Take away the drink; take it
away, 1 say! Ihave led an evil life,” he
added, his mind a strange mixture of con-
sciourness and insanity, “but] won'’t touch
another drop, it’s burning here.” He pointed
to his chest, and then lay still, recommenc-
ing after a short pause, s

“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 yot
through this multiplicity of work, Do youn
see all the duties that have gecumulated !
I have dove nothing, you khow; nothing but
drink; but I can get through them. Not if
you let these devils come upon me; I thought
thut little one was gone !

*He has been raving all night about this
accumulation of work and duties,” whis-
pered Katharine, x

*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 missrable, but
we shall be happy now. You need not be
ofraid of me any longer; I'll keep my
promises, and leave it off. Hark! hark!
don’t make a nojse” (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 1”

With wild shouts and wild imprecations,
he strove to raise himself to escape, it would
seem, the fiends he thought he saw. And,
though firmly prevented from moving, none
could prevent the convulsive throes that
ehook his frame. The paroxysm of
violence over, exhaustion supervened, and
with it partial recollection,

“William, is that you? Come here:
closer 1 have had such a borrid dream, I
thought I was getting toward the prime of
life, and that all the years given to me had
heen wasted; that I had been constantly
drunk. Deunk, I thought—and it made
meo burn here,” tossing the cloths from his
brow—*‘that the time was come for me to
die, and then I found that all theso years
had not been mine to waste. Who spoke
then? It was noueof you. Who says it's
true? Itis not troe. 1 tell you it was a
dream, Be off ! be off | how dare you drive
me mad? And if it were true, I am to have
the time, What do you know about it? I
#ay the time is mine. L1hat'’s one of those
devils speaking; he says it was given to all
but me, Who eays I had it onee, and
threw it away? How dare you say it? O,
mercy, merey ! a little time, for the love of
merey ! lam 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 tome? Iam to have it, [
am, Do you see how they are coming on?
Hold me ! hold me ! keep off that litile one.
I won't die! he is mocking me ! I won't die,
Tsay. Hold him back. No time for me!
No 1ime,”

“My dear father.” said Arthur, approach-
ing Mr, Danesbury, “‘this is no place for you.
Iet 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
heurt is broken. William,” reaching out to
take his hand, and bring him side by side
with Arthur—'‘ean you marve! at it? My
son, can you marvel at it? Few and evi]
have the Xnyn of my old age bean; my sub-
stance destroyed, my peance 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 |
shall meet either of them hereafter. Do you

©ome to me.”

They took Mr. Danesbury from the
room; they also took the unhappy wife , for
Dr, Pratt saw that the end was at hand.’ In
& paroxysm of violence, more acute than
any which had gene bufore it, the trouh ed
spirit of Lionel Danesbury flew away to Him
who gave it. |

Yes! he nsked for time, in his hali.con. ‘
solous ravings; but time upon time had } oen |
vouchsafed him, and he had used it not, |
Was it not enough to break their father's |
beart? This is no imaginative history
taken from a family'slife. The one sr
rushed into the next world, a suicide: the
other was brought, in the early ars of |
manhood, to his dreadful death-bed. Not |
one ¢no‘{ action ocould they remember to
bave performed in their whole lives; not
oné hour, of the precions time grant. d
them, had been used to good ace eir |
manly forms, their talents, their hea th and |
etrength, had been offsred up, and sacri
ficed, on the shrine of inte mperance, ,

Ob, reader, should the temptatic n to ex
©eed ever avanil you, should the v ice, with
insidious steps, approach very near to you
And threaten to be habitual, take warning
bj- this v ‘n:quvv story., I tell you it is no
ideal one. «©0K not thou upon the wine
whoen it is red; flee from it in your earlie
and thoughtless years; resolutely keep it at |
arm’s distance, if yon would obtain peace in |
this world and in the next, |

1
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CHAPTER XXII

ONE MORE DEATH,~ANXIOUS THOUGHT. i

The church beli at Eastborough was |
solemnly toiling, as a funeral wound its way
from Danesbury Houss, It was s long pro-
eession, all watking; for no carriages were
ased, by desire of the dead; and indeed the
distance was but short. The officiating
Minister preceded the cofli 'y whioh was
borne by eight of the Danesvury worl

its pall being hold by eight of the super or |

overlookersa'd foremen, Thomas Hardiy g

eing one. The ohief mourners were Arthuy
and Wildiam Danesbury, Viscouut Temple
snd My, St Goorge; but many others fo
Jowed, friends iand neighbore, and behind
them came the long string of dependants,
No noise, no busy sounds of labor or of hife
arose thet day from the Daneshury works;
and every hou e and shon 1 Estborouy )
aad its shutters olosed to testily respect to
Bim who was being carr ed past,

Btealing after it came Eroups a‘ter groups |
of women, partly led by euriosity, vartly vy |

{ eamein,” he said, “and thought you saw me,

ali within the year, What do you think?

y i
ot added the woman, dropping her voice, “he is

going to be la'd by the side of the first Mrs.

Danesbury, not the second.”

*“How do you know ?”

know. My husband heard old

Xton, say so last night, in at
k and Bottle. There was a vacant

tpace left by the side of the first Mrs,

Danesbury, which Las never been filled up,

and he is to lie there,”

Yes. Jobhn Daneshury was gone, Gone
from a worid of care to his recompente
ebove, He could, in truth, say with oid
Jacob, that few and evil had the days of
his later life been; but he had learned in
tirue to look on One who is a sure refuge.

The dark line wenied its s'ow along
past the public-houses, closed to-day—past
the gin palace, for once, in its fl aring life,
ober—past the cottage of the ill
through the churchyard into
the chure When it came out again, there
was scarcely space left for it in the church-
yard, or tor the mourners round the grave;
and there was not a dry eye to be ween,
there was not a heart but, was liited up in
| responge to the words of the minister, “'I
i en saying unto me,
Write, Blessed are the dead which die in
the Lord from henceforth: Yen, saith the
Spirit; that may rest from their labor.”

Jack again at Danesbury House, the
solicitor of the family marshal ed all whom
it might concern into the library, and pro-
due d the will, It was sealed with Mr.
Donesbury'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.” an| was superscribed,
““I'o be read before the will is read.”

Eich 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
made this; and the letters bore the same
date.

“Are you ready ¥’ inquired Mr. Williams,
the solicitor.

*Quite,” they auswered.

“‘First of all,” premised Mr., Williame,
“Mr, Danesbury wished me to declare pub-
licly that he had no advisor in the making
of the will, and thatno person whatever is
privy to its contents, save himsclf and 1,
who wrote it.” And he began to read.

The spectators listened in silence—some
deeming it a strango will. It was found
that the whole of the business and the
capital cecupied in it was left exclusi ely
to Arthur. A certain portion of its profits
were to be paid yearly to William for five
years, At the end of that period he was to
e 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 ummitf’, in acesrdaece 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

@

and broken out
again, that I begin to fear it.” ¥

Klubel'- heart beat against her side, She
oould not bear to hear William say this.
Anything was better than for him to loose
courage. Eg

‘1 have not seen you the worse for wine in
the slightest degree this fortnight that we
have been down,” remarked Lm;d Temple,
in a gentle tone of éncouragement,

“!\go. I have not exceeded, neither did I
for some little time before you came, But I
have been cautious for as long as this befor'e,
and the temptation has overtaken me again.
If I take but a glass of anything, I crave for
more, with a looging positively painful in
its'intensity. One glass of wine, one Rlass
of spirite, 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
‘erave’ for morey 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, a8 I now make it to
you.

1 “Do you never take wine "

“Never.” replied Lord Temple. “Since I
made my resolution, I. have been enabled to
keep it. 1 believe the chief help to my suc-
cess was the abstaining abeolutely; had I
tampered with my resolve—‘just one giasy
of wine,” ‘just one glass of spirite’—] should
probably have broken down, [ conld take a
glasgs of wine now with impuaity, if I choose,
becaute I am become—hboth by inclination
and habit—a sober man, and I know that
I shall never relapse from it. ButI do not
choose. T like to set a good example; and I
now prefer water,”

“You really prefer it?”

*Ido, Ilike it far better than wine or
beer, or any other strong beverage you may
please to think of, Ilikeit for its own sake;
use is second nature, you know,”

“Ay,” answered William; ““there’s a true
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

man 80 many times now,

temperance societies. May théy go on, and
pr oi‘:\.er; 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,
though astonishingly great, is but little
compared with what has yet to be done; for
the vice js as a many-headed mouster, who
has too long been making fierce way; and it
cqually 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,
pessed through themind of Arthur Danes-
bury, a8 he stood there in the moonlight,
leaning over the tomb, How should he deal
with the evil; he in his hy..ue sphere at
FEasthorough? A responsibility was upon
him, and was making itself heard; a larze
body of men were wearing out th.GlP hvcy in
his service, receiving fair wages in requital,
it is true, but he felt that he was not the less
respongible; that he might owe them some-
thing else. How 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, Le
feared he neverehould, but he might be abe
to do something, i |
Circumstances were against him, ard
against the men in the provu[ence of beer-
shope, and the low prics 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
dietillers and large brewers would shut ap
their concerns to-morrow, conscious-stricken
at the nature of their trade, the source of
their wealth, fresh oneg would startthe next
day in their places, If Arthur himself were'
rich as the Lydian King, Croesus, and went,
meney in hand, and bought out the gin
palace man, and the landlords of the pubiic-
houses, and the keepers of the beer-shops,
and closed the places forever, it would only
lead to fresh ones being forthwith started
at henextdoor. Unless the world could
be turned into a second Utopia, and men
worked for love and not for gain, people
would be found (and no lack of them) to dis-
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 svith
the evil. He knew algo that it would be

water, a3 she did Arthur, The last Mrs,
D inesbury taught us to dislike it, and to
love beer and wine, Poor Robert and
Lionel )’

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

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

“Then fancy it bitter beer.” laughed the

worse than useless to attempt a forced con-
version, To say to the men, “You must leave
off these debased habits, and take to better,”
would fall on inattentine ears; the necessity
fcr 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 m- tive for
well dofng, Not only the more humble one
of assuring peace in this, their transitory
life; but peace also for the one abuve, They
must be led to this gradually, perhaps insen-
sibly, not by violent maasures, but gently

viscount, *‘Fancy goes a great way in this
world,”

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

?‘]:al)ﬂ( ! What is it?”

“Oh, William, I am overwhelmed with
apprehension for you,!” she said, laying her
wet cheek against hie. “‘Surely we have
lost enough out of our family, and had
encugh misery. Let us who remain strive
to live as we ought, that our days may be
vrolonged to the consolation of each other )
We are but three now.”

“Yeos,” he eadly answered, “we are but
three. Seven once; three now.”

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

He did not immediately speak,

“‘Once, near this house, ye:

“‘Promise me, William; promise me that ing’s

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

step by step. Before anything could be
done, it would be necessary to break.
through their present 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.

Mr. Davesbury remained long in deep
deliberation, pacing the church-yard; dim,
undefined plans presenting themselves to his
thoughts, “1le was lost to outw.rd things
when footsteps were heard in the lane, and
he emorged from the gate: not caring, pos-
sibly, to be seen stalking about among the
grave stones like a wandering ghost, The
footsteps preved to be old Thomas Hard-

Iy t,hat you, Harding? What brings you
here ?"
*I wanted to find vou, sir,and was going

just before I was leaving it, I prayed you to
give me a promise; 1 now pray you again,

*“I can not promise; I do not feel sure of | i

would try—and if I had not tried, ard in |

inclination and thissin,’

borcugh, Arthur, now Mr, Danesbury, | I
quietly subsiding into his father’s place as | i
the head of all things. The firm would re-
main as it always had done—*John Danes. | s

be divide ! “between Arthur and Wi liam,
and of the pictures Lady Temple also took |
ber share. They both understood, nay, |
they knew, the motives which had dictated |
the will—a doubt of what William’s futare
conduct might beg and Mr. Danesbury, in
making it, knew that the hizh honor, the
exaot justice of Arthur, needed no other
guarantee for his performance of the con.
tract, should it be desira when the time
came to fuifill it. Most carne y did Arthur
hope that William would act 5o as to enable
him to perform it.

Earnestly also did William hope it; I am
not gure but he prayed for it, a8 he walked
hom th his wite that evening, He was |
striving with all his might to overcome, and
the strife was great, greater than h knew
| well how to battle with, For some little
time now he had been 1 mperate, onl

| taking beer with his di ner, and a

| Wine now and then, or one g

| The worst was, that in tak ass of
| wine or spirits, he inv K

more, and there lay the

An »fternoon or two bef
quit Eastborough,
| were standing at t
| of Danesl

ro they were to

Irawing-room windcw

scape. Isabel was talking in a low, sad Inasteam, After that she sets on to wash

dened tone, of many things connected with | the floor, and nobody won'’t be ab'e to puta|l

her old home he fatl Her hus- | foot on till iv's dry. T can’t stop in that | a

baud had drawn her ¢ ¢ him, and stood | Mess. But I only take a glass or 80, gir; I'm | at home, Everything was
Zith s arm round her waist. At length | not one of the fast ones.” b

they began to speak of the will; it had been Arthur had nething to reply, He went

il topic of conversation in East-

*Do you know, Is ibel, Teannot yet under-
stand it," he said; *‘so just, so good a man as
your fathor, to leave his sons so diffarently
provided for— y rate for five yoars,”

'l can, unfortunately,” replicd Isabel,
“It has proved to me what I dreaded to
ask~ that William has not for gotten his old
ha

“'Still, I can not agree with the will,” de-
bated Lord Temple. *S 1ppose Arthur were
not what he is, he might take advantage of
William, "

“But ho is what he is,” amiled Isabel;
‘‘and my dear father knew it. Otherwise he
would never have left it so,”

*'Itis a perfectiy just will,” called out a
voice trom the embrasure of the other win-
dow, *'the will of a just and a good man,”

“Who's that? William ! is that you?! We
had no idea that you were there,”

William advanced, “I was hore when you

but I was buried in unpleasant reveries, and
did not interrupt your converse, My father
couid not have mada any other wi 1, Lord
Temp'e,” he continued, linking bhis arm
within that of his brother in-law, so that the
whole three stood together, *‘St piose he
had constituted me an equal partner with
Arthur; given me co-authority and co-
ownershin; and I were to squander my sub-
stanco and his: run reckleesly to work; )
the way of Robert and Lionel? Arthur
| might be ruined long before the five years
{ wore up, the trade fallon through, and the
worka done away with,”
|  “Trae, true,” answered Lord Temple; I
| did not look at it in that hght,”’
“It was the kindest will to me that my ‘
father could have made. He had my true |
foterest at heart; 1 know he had, and hel
to'd mo 5o in the letter,
[ “Mr. Danesbury was a man wih
| 1\\~ ‘|‘AH children,” said Lord Temni ! dut
Hilsm, you aAre not P 4 3 ' §
L ert and I.Iv ne ’ it (h' b e |
William "t'\\(:.i a deop sigh, ‘h\'nnw-l’
| ) mes 1 fear 1 sholl have a di
m it

| “Bat how?
tion

» take | You have a good homey surely you might be | ¢
strife, content to stay in it.” e

aud Lady Temple | look at it,

use, looking at the dusk of | fore the fire, a-washing of the children, and | ¢
act"—hewrung Willinm's hand—‘'so ns to | Might, which was stealing over the land- | the children a-squalling, and the place all

L ear
Hicuity to kaeep years, striving to
D 5 the busy a
© you doubt your resolu- their thou

bury & Sons;”” he would not alter that, 8

On a bright moonlight night, about a | and was not in his senses,”

month subsequent to the burial of Mr,

Danesbury, Arthur, who had been closely | is the cause of most bad actions. Harding,
confined in the works all day, thought he | my mind was directed to this very point
should be the better for a walk. Putting | when you came up, To-night as I'walked f
hrough the streets, the men—our men— | order, and William on looking down SaW a
town. were at the public-houses in swarme, drink- | glass of brandy and water placed before him
It was Saturday night, Into the public. | ing away their intellects and their wages,
houses streamed the people, in at the swing. | Something ought to be attempted to check it
ing doors of the gin-shop, more brilliant ~something shall be,”

oun his great coat, he strolled toward the |t

than ever; men and boys (they could be
called little better) rushing there to drink;

them, pleading in harsh or in piteous tores

for some of their wages, ere the provision | let your will be ever so good. There are the
shops should be closed. Mr, Danesbury public-houses, ond the men will go to

stopped one man, He was one of their best | t
workmen,

W

for your pocket, and bad for your health, | t

the wife all in a muddle, with a great tub | t

af on his way, and the man entered the Cock “Some few are diff
bo and Bottle. All throughous his walk he | &

saw mothing else; men poiring into the | pleasant place for them to T p

public houses till they were full of company, | 8 sprinkiing are gifted wit:titl‘:‘t:ll":;‘t ::g

whose uproarions mirth and singing reached | t
his ears. He turned down the narrow, re- | i

and halted at its gate. The night was | t

cam; the scene all peace. The m light | th ic-hot i iley
flickered on the opposite hnlnf lvrinl(l)ionnslgl:: do:wl?ubl ot Laree the dnye work is Jlme.}nﬂ. et b N

| gia.
emselver—eov rOre w i .
of his own home; and it restes ooy oW Oll‘lt‘l?:eto‘.c‘:), :‘\1:; ‘:ﬁulllxin{?: d\\uo what it | C. L. Lague, Sydney, C. B., La Grippe.

their light and shade, bringing out the view | t

white tombstones close to him, though the | t
old church, in their midst, looked cold and | |

ut what they always wi) p )
gray. He opened the gate, and approached I might be clm?nedli;‘,‘g;g‘;;}:y%o out. They | ARD'S LINIMENT,

vhe large white marble tomb of the Danes- | i
burys, the two more recent deaths but just | s
rceorded on it. Arthur read the inscrip- ‘ t
tions, all of them, one by one; his own
mother’s was the first, and his father’s was
the last. He leaned his hand upon {ts iron | 1
railinge, and mused,

the vice of intemperance; and jts share in | t.
the death ot those lying beneath him, Look | r
at what it had done for them ! Hys mother,
recalled from her pleasant visit by the | t
drunken mistake of Glisson, sent the Ssame | t
night to her death through the drunken | t.
agency of the turnpike man; Glisson herself, | t
whoalso lay near. a victim to its effects;
Robert the next buried, what Arthur shugd. | h
dered to think of, both 'in life and in death; | I
Mrs, Danesbury, hastened thither by her | o
inll< ;-m;im-t: Lionel just gone, a burden re- '
oased from tie world:gand hj X
broken heart, laid there | sfore itsl:uz:‘etper! p
“If it has brought this Mount of cvil‘in(o !
one home,” thought Arthur, “what must it
bring to the worid at large ¥ Hundrods are | t}
ying daily of it—homes are rendered hells | w
famil es Scattered. This very vight, in
(‘"m tewn close to me, it is raging unchecked, | d¢
My nuu“wurslmo.x are yielding to it now;
aliing themselv .

m

0 brutes, Impoverish- | ei
1g their wives and [ th
dealt with

! How can it
How, indeed ! Manv ¢

ch

as anxiously as .:hur'“«ln‘shuxy as
pirit hes been abroad of late pr

o grapple with this evil;and | dr.
carcless worid, wi
'8 6 these things, won d be as. .

q
An

o > ished to hoar of . 3 :
Yes Ido. Jhave resolved to bo a sober l(vm et ok, the good siHocted by it | to

0 couneation with the exertions of the |

*'Dearest William, for your own sake, I pray [ plied Harding; **he is at my house now, and
oun.” I can’t get rid of him, praying and entreat-

myself, Isabel, I believe!l said then that I | says he'll never transgress again, but if he
some degree succeeded, I should, ere this, | with morning light, and enlist for a soldier,
have been where our brothers are, I will | He says he is starving., I thought it right
fay the same now. I will further try, | to come and mention it to you, sir, lest he
earnestly try, to put a barrier between my | should go. What is to be done”

Lord and Lady Temple returned to Lon- Danesbury, “but—he hasa wife and child,
don, and things went on as usual at East- | poor things,

"atts, how is it that you can’t make | attempt.
ass of | yourself comfortable at home ? It is bad for

wered me with to-night,” ‘returned Mr,

lives to serve you, Mr. Arthur, b §
you, . ut you’l
nover get them to stop indoors ;fter \{(;rk}

1 ood father e 0 ) s
His thoughts ran, naturally enough, upon ﬁp, hoping itgvr:;:h:“l:g:d[ i aReish 40 bt

winter, books, and what not; but do they

trates are less 80, and my v

carried out some of hj

people to drink, He answe
> 18_asking the | would be ready to arop inte

10 give not | they will, sir,

“What is it ?” asked Mr. Danesbury.
“Brown has been to me again, sir,” re-

ng that he may te taken on once more. He

an’t get an answer to-night, he'll be off

“His offense was very bad,” said Mr.

j Give him another chance,
hrﬂmg. He may come on Monday morn-
ng.

“1 thought "perhaps you fwould, sir, I'm
ure you are very lenient to them. Brown
ays he had been drinking when he did it,

*‘No doubt,” eried Mr, Danesbury; “drink

“Who by, sir?”

“By me, I feel that the responsibility | never tasted better brandy like this, It's a
while unhapwy wives and mothers followed | rests on me,”

““Nothing in the world can be done, sir,

hem,”
“Yes, !}seo great diﬂicultiee, even in the

" , ath “When a man has been at work all day, | Danesburyt Weak William Danesbury |
of spirits, | You in every way, this night drinking; bad | he wants some sort of amusement or recrea: | All his good resolves were going, he knew

: ion, sir,” resumed Thomas Harding, “He | not whither; his veins were throbbin 7, his
an’t get that at home, speaking of the gen. | heart was longing for that pernicious
G ¢ rality of theimen, Their wives are bad | draught. Never had the desire for it so
“Law bless ye! You just step in and | managers, the room is not comfortable, the | £orely beset him. He had resisted it in his
f I might make so bold. There’s fires low or out. There’s no society for t‘hcm own house, but here—

)lu_w]r?, exoept a scolding wife or erying
hildren,

“Nearly the very words that Watt ans-

drained it.

turned Thomas Harding. “Isaw Mr. Wll,

Jdiam in one of the houses as I came along.

added the old man, loweris g his voice.
“No !” uttered Mr. Danesbury.

i fo
the waiter opened the door of the gentl
man’s parlor fs I stood there, and I saw Mr

g

such hopes of him lately.’

ishing h f his brother.
“}“‘l\"gellfl:?:‘;’ll go baci to Brown, and ,t’el
him,” eried Harding. *‘Good night, sir,

lay round and round the churchyard.

CHAPTER XXIIIL

OVERCOMING .,

the door to introduce a visitor,
*“Mr. Bell, sir.”

receive his guest.

Eastboreugh.

what day one of the machines would be de.
said the overlooker of the department might
be able to tell,
“Where can I find him?” asked the
farmer, &
“He lives clore by. I will go with yon,
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
my ride home,” was Mr. Beli’s answer,
William was vexed at thig, Sinee the
conversation with Lord Temple, now threo
weeks ago, he had kept to water, and did
not much relish the temptation that brandy
on his own tablé would induce. However,
there was no help for it, and he went to the
celler and bronght up’ & 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 ypu drink yourself?” eried
the farmer, perceiving that, though h¢ was
sipping his, cViIlim took none.
**You must excuse me to-night, 1 do not
dell well.”
Wi 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 temptotion was
sorely close to him; hardly, by his utmost
will, could he keep his hands frem 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 outf * Lord, be
thou my helper !” he inwardly breathed,
“for of my own strength I can not with.
stand ”
The farmer m'xed another glass, and,
when bhe 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 tho Ram, to take his glass and
smoke his pipe. Very much indeed did Wil-
liam Danesbury dislike to accompany Mr,
Bell there; but again there was no he{p for
it, for it would have been neither courteous
nor business-like to suffer him to proceed
alone.
When he and Mr. Bell entered the Ram,
an inn of rather a superior class, the first in
Eastborough, several gentlemen whom Wil-
liam knew were in the parlor; amwong them
was Mr. Laughton, once poor Lionel’s great
friend.
*It’s never you |” sarcastically exclaimed
Lauvghton, addressing William, *[ heard
you had jnined the tectota'ers, and were
coming out in a medal and blue ribbon,”
Wiliam wine d: he was not yet guffi-
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 o
ale were on the table; g'asges of hot rum
and water, the slices of lemon swimming in
it; glasses of strong fl ivored gin; glasses of
red eognac brandy; and the fragrant steam
from all ascended around, intoxicating
William Danesbury’s senses before a drop

“I did, sir. I went to the Ram to ask why
my Isfég:';:;’l pv:;:;r h‘ld not been left, and

illi ide, with a steaming glassful be-
!‘X;:lll)nim.‘nﬁyel;eurc stood still; I could have
tound in it to goand pull him out; I have had

thur could not answer; he was too
paﬁ;eduto :::wnr. He also had been cher-

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

William Dauesbury was alone in hjs
drawing-room, on the eyening mentioned in
the last chapter, when the servant opened

Wiilliam had his head bent oyer some
plans and drawings on ,the table, in whigh
he was making corrections. He turned: te

Heo was a large farmer, residiog nany
The Danasburys were ex-
ecuting some orders ot his for agricuitural
implements, and he had come to inquire an

livered to him. Williaw did net koaw, but

i
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have given it the largest sale in the world.
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had pissed his lips. Laughton gave a quiet

PainkiLLeR also Ureg

by the waiter,

“Now, if you have not signed the pledge
and cut us all dead, I recommend you to
tovple up that,” said Laughton, *“You

fresh lot they have got in direct from
France—it has the true champagn e flavor,”
“Come, Mr. William Danenﬁmy.’ cried
the farmer, “‘you shirked it at home, but
ou can’t refuse to drink with a friend now,
Take up vour glass. Good health to vou,”
Poor William Danesbury | Silly William

William Danesbury took up theglass, and
(To be Continued.)

Janesbury. “I met him going into the Cock
nd Bottle, and told him he would be better
v uncomfortabl
here, he replied, and he was driven out,” i
*It is so,” answered Thomas Harding,
erently situated, have

uperior women for wives, who make home | Lewis S. Butler, Burin, Nfii Rheuma-
)

bought bevond their station, and havo

he workmen as a body, sir, their home is
hey have no resourses within

all in jt—ont

hey must, and will go; and there’s no hope | cated. The

| c I never sto

t otherwise; no, they would not for youp
ir, much as they look up to you. Some of
hem, I truly believe, would lay down their

ook at the hterary institution that your

Y p the men from ¢
ap rooms.  Who goes to it There’s a gog;
oom for them, well lighted and warmed in

ake advantage of it? No, sir; it:

a ? ; its d H
here’s not half a dozen in’it. rn hn”:;\?;x%
0 answer, any night alt through the year,
afing one night with another, » i

ghou. Wasson, Sheffi Ad, N. B., Lockjaw,
- heir svening pursnit ¢ i y. MeMullin, Chatham, Ont., Goitre.
tired path which led to the church-yard, | their newnpnpe]rl,rand"suc’;\.il'i‘k:;o l::{ tl:.iz M. W. W, Johnuon, Walsh, Ont., luflam-
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tism,
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In every case unsolieited and authenti-
attost to the merits of MIN.
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THIS 1S THE UNIVERSAL TESTY.
MONY, of those who heve suffered from

“1f we could but close some of i
n 2 \ th e
rouses !” exclaimed Mr, I)A\nesbury.e r"'“slf:,ﬁ)
have sat on the beneh, I have been chary
f granting licenses, but my brother magis-
oice is only o.e
mong i X
m nlh.st"‘ny. I'wish I coutq shut up that
*'Sir,” said Harding—and his words only
t 18 master’s pry
houghts—*if you shut up thu':’ D‘l"e;:ﬁl;:
ould open, I was talking last woek to the
an who keeps it, and told bim he was
oing harm, for his blazs of light enticed
red—h
vil, decent man, in spite of his t‘;ucil:-—.
atit was not the traffio he followed by
oice; but that, if he gaveit up, a hundred
| it, 5o he migh
well keep it himself, and pocket gh:
ofits; folks did drink, and they would
ink to the ond of the chapter, And o

;ﬁeh';he'lthsugh they know the ourse it is

‘It is & curse both to rich and poor,” re-
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thousand other valuable przes for the .
brightest readers!  Who will have thew rding to

0
Oune Thousand Dollars in cagh will be paid to the per-
son sonding in the largest lst of nglish words éon-
suruoted from letters in the words * Canadian Agri-

ewturist,

Five Hundred Dollars in cash will be ven to the
second largost list. A Handsome Pair of Bﬁe(lnnd Po-
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Iargest list. ~ Over one thovsand mﬂm
order of merit: One Gy
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| 0 i e wi an
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