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sair, to day—’twere better for vou, the cypress

saded your grave—better far you were 2
corpes than to be the bride of a ¢ drunkard.'”
Mary an ear shrunk from the sound of that
word, and many a brow frowned on her, who
spplied it to their favourite—but she heeded
‘them not. ‘‘Mary, hear me !—now is the
eme 10 pause—now and now only. Look at
me! I was the wife of 2 *“drunkard,” I was
once like you—I saw not in the foud young
jover of my heart, the dark demon w hose deeds
were to scorch up every spring of life—who
dragged me to the lowest depths of shame and
misery—whose vices withered the young souls
« my children, and stained their crimes ke
ts own. When I saw him first, Morton
iindsay would not have been hiscqual. When
Isaw him last, Oh! God ! 'twas on the scaf-
fold—a murderer condemued for shedding the
ife-blood of his own son. Mary! Mary! will
s yet hear me?” she said once more as she
wasdrawn away. She gave a wild laugh as
they rebuked her for her disturbance. Her
words were all unheeded, as her usual ravings,
for little was known of her life, which had been
ressed far from Glenallon, but as Mary lef.
‘b2 kirk, she again heard her unasual laughter,
and it sounded chilly to her heart.

‘Twas a fair and happy spot, that lowly
‘Manse of Glenallon, with its shadowing trees
aad clustenng roses, where the lovely face of
Yary beamed amid the flowers as she hung on
the arm of Morten, listening to his converse,
which to her, contained knowledge and wis-
dam, deeper than she thought belonged to
ezrth.  Somie years passed away, and a girl
o fairy lovelness steod by her «ide, and called
ker by the sweet name of mother. But a
shadow hung on M--y's brow, and sorrow
swmed 10 have faded the rosr on her check.
Morten was no longer her companion ; the
tlack spot had spread, and he was sinhing fast
beneath 1s bancful influence. Save the hur-
rad sermon on the sabbath, no other duty of
2pastor was performed -no death-bad hoard
trs voice—uno soul was ¢'er reclaimod by hun,
1 whom Ged had granted such rare jowers.
Ne study elevated his mind, his love for Mary,
2l was forgotten in the sirength of that ac-
carsed viee which had gained so rapidly pun
hm.  His tme was spentin some w.ld reoe!
M the eity, or at home n fits of movdy mad
nrss and the deep slecp of mchnety  Poor
Alary had done all that woman might de, 10
ve lus charatter and reclaan him from the
«n. but what can stem the demon t:de of the
dmnkard’s carcer.  On the wieich rushes :nl

the giddy whirl, reckless of the broken heart,
the bhighted hopes and hours of agonizing woe
around him, 'ull soul and body perish—but not
alone, the mnocent and the beauutul, whese
fate 1s hnked with theirs, are destroyed anud
the crimes lurking in the malign spinit of drunk-
enness, and widels the circle of sts devastation.
The forbearance with which Morton’s con-
duct had been treated by his parishioners, had
been too long, and yet all were reluctant to
lose lum. Mr. Lee, the late pastor of Glen-
allon, full of years and honour, lay on his
death-bed, and with us dying lips warned him
of his fate; but Morton’s very nature was
charged, and he heeded not.  The last might
of his life, the old man wished for his presence,
the messenger enquired if he wasat home, and
the lic trembled on Mary's hp as she assured
him he was abroad ; he was Iymg stripped, and
senseless from beastly intoxication.  Mr. Lee
died, and the sabbath was appomted for his
bunal. His bier was placed within the asie
immediately below the pulpit.  Around it sat
the fathers of the church, to shew respect to
the remains of hum whom living they had es-
teemed.

1t was a bnght, calm day, beautiful as the
one of which it was the ammversary that
Morton Lindsay had preached his first ser-
mon. The beauty of the sccne contrasted
strangely with the agitated thoughts of Mary.
Mortun had been absent the whole of the pre-
vious day and mght—morn had come—the
hour of praycr arnved, but sull he came not.
Mcchanically she had gone to the kirk and
taken her usual placc; some ume elapsed
when a step ascended the pulpit stairs—"twas
heavy and unstcady. AMlary rased her eyes,
but the burming blush of shame seemed o
scorch her very bram as she looked on the
figure before her, "twas Morton ; but who could
recogmize h.m an the brussed and blozted face,
the inflamed cves, the trembiing hand and dis-
otacted ature of the wretch who siood n his
ylace.  Anger and contemnpt were marked on
cvery hrow—"spite of his clouded ideas he
sccmied to feel hus situation.  Drawing ahand-
herchief from his bosom, he displaced by his
hand a pack of stamed and worn cards, which
fell from the.t concealment ; some lay on tho

. budle before ham, others fell upon the coffin,

and some upon the clasped hands of lus mother
who n the pride of her heait had taken her
scat beneath hus very feet. The outraged de-
cency of God's temjde could be borne no long -
cr; the congrepatmon ns.aatly arose. and
wnthing under the stemn rebube of the cldes



