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henrth, by which they might warm their benuimbisred:

and stiffened torms. S
- Phur wag, in"one corner of the miserable hujldjing a
Fachss, minhich lay o dump straw bed aud a few rug-
dedl ‘hed clothes, sud there she carelully deposited her
clifid, and-kissing It over and over ugain, she resumed
ber Coary wigil -

" Sleep i——she gleep 1n the momentary expectation of
the arrival of her intoxicated hushand, and her only
child lying at this moment—she shuddered at the
thought—ut the point of death,  Al, no—there was
no rest or sleep for that wretched mother, gave.that
slornal rest which awaned her hoyond the silent tomb,
N4 neighbors were near, fer they lived on a bye.road
distant from the tavern nearly two miles, where her

" infatuated busband procured the means of his degradn.

-ﬁcpifwf.?\é" haa bécomo so chilled by the damp, ni
A7, lé{v‘é'xduhq'gﬁot where reclingd. cold.andpmoxi%:f
leas tho form cfhier anly child, alroady tughed by the
icy hand of death, ‘The-pale light of tis moon glanc.
ed through the broken panes of glass, and shone o
tho couch as il to ugcertain what scepo of earth}
misery was being enacted there, then retired with hor.
ror behind o frieudly cloud, as if unable to gaze o
such 1 sight as that.

She comprehends all in an jostant, ns the light ro.
veuls his marhle fextures and shuddering frame, and
darting forward catches her boy in herarms. A
mother’s love cannot now save him. Death must do
its work, and heuven must receive the spirit of the ji.
tle innccent sufferer to its last, long home | He opens
his ayos as he is sensible of his mother’s embrnge,

«tion and ruin, and she, indeed, was too weak and
fecble to walk 2 quarter of the distance for help in her
asuffarings.

* No clock warns her of the fleeting hours, but yet she
“khows 1hat it is fate ~later than is wont for her hus.
“hand to tarry at his midaight orgies, for she has visited
“the eotieh of-her child several times, and listened if he
‘still lived, then moaning in the sgony of despair she
resumed her wateh by the table.  The wind whistles

mournjully through the cravices in the dilapidated
whiie, and mukes o hollow sound, a kind of trembiing
echo to hier discongolate thoughts. .
She thinks of her childbood's home where she spont
“the happy, careless hours in innocent epnjoyment—of
1 doting tather, and fond mother’s lave for bec in those
golden moments of her uxistence.  She thinks of a
grollx:;r and sister that used to roam with her (hrough
“the Torest in search of flowors and berries (hat grew
Jn charming loxuriance there.  She thought of the
~choolan the caraer of the village green—of jts various
assocativns and friendships, and of the bright Ind whe

Yielped her, whea perplozed in her studies, and who 5" .
brunght  her the l('u'r))iesl apples from his father’s ?llns speclmf:lleé and whon gonvmced that the last sperk
orchard.  Then pursuing her reverie of the pust, she iof.h(e had fled, she uttered a convulsive groan of i
¢alled o mind moay a pleasant ramble in the meadows | guish, and oxpired. ) T e
o and forest on the out.skirts of her native village with| Reader are you triflling with the poisonous beverag,
one ghe loved and adored—the samo kind one whoand spending your time, your talents, your money,in
asaisted her in other days, now changed to an intelli. |an infatuated “adoration at the shrine of Bacchus!
uent aud comely young men, the pride of his aged Pause, I entreat you, ere the destroyor enchuins yos
parents (o whom he proved a stoff in their decliningto @ servitude that will result in your total destruction.
“ears.  Sho dwelt with pleasure on the happy mo-, The companions of the ipebriste husband and
‘ments centered here, of their betrothal, of the short, paren: assisted him home at o late hour of the night
stwe hefore their marriage that ensued—of the bridal on which the foregoing scene transpired, but he was
day-and the golden work of joy and felicity that suc. , not sensible of his calamity until the following mom-
« cegded that eveatful period. “ing, when he had recovered from his drunken stups-
Time rolled on. A pledge oi Jove, in the form of a:faction. The fearful lesson was lost on the deluded
sweet babe, making bright the fireside hearth by its man, the power of the monster was secure, and a fee
innacent prattle and engaging actions. New joys,' montbs of continual drunkenness followed the loss o
new pleasure and interest, were tho result of the ad-. his wife and child, when he was laid, literally by bis
vent, aud still the bark of life glides peacefully along murderers, the very persons who had led him on &
the stroam of time.  Anon, the  mpter—a struggle . his ill-fated career, in a drunkard’s grave.
fnr’(ho mastery—:ibe fiend triumphed, and the rum-sel-"  But what of the vender of the cause of these sad re-
lor’s vicun was secured. Troublo and sorrow took . sults of this murderous traffic, which I have here imper.
prrmavent lndgings in this hitherto happy und content- fectly related. Secure in his fendish vocation,be laught
ed household. and the husband and father speedily atthe aesolation he is scattering through our Jand : and
changed.  Here the transition of thought was rapid,  glides through lifs in the enjoyment of ease and lususy,
and she soon became conscious of her prosent condi- unless, perchance, as is frequently the case, he fallsis
tion of hopvlnss. misery, and a fresh burst of dealding the pit at last, he bas spent a life §n assiduously pre.
tears afforded litle reliof to her overcharghd hoart. paring for others, s fate which, horrible as it is tocor
jhe risos with an effort and steps sofily but with dif-. tomplate, is 2 world 100 good for bim. But, his heatt
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and hears her frantically calling his name, entreating
him once more to speai to her.

“Charles! Charles! my darling, speak to me orics
more before you die. Oh, heaven, my cup of bitier-
ness is full !~ Oh, where is Georga 7—my husband-
where can he bo? Merciful heaven! and Charley
dying—dying now ! and she rocked him wildly in her
arms, beseeching him to speak once more. ’

He opened his eyes, gazing threugh the mellow,
dun light of the moon’s soft rays, as she again peeped
from a dark snd lowering cloud, at his mother's
agonized countenance, essayed to speak, but his voigs
was almost innudible, She listened with a throbbing
heart to catch the sound—his lips move:

¢ Mother, I'm dying, and going away from yau w0
live in heaven, with the angels! Good-bye, dear
mother. God will take care—of you. 1 am going
now, mother—goad-hye !”

And, with a sigh, and slight quivering of his ems
ciated for n, the soul took its flight from itz earthly tea
ement. ‘['he mother's bosom was torn and crushed by
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