
THE FAMILY DOCTOR.

CHAPTEfRI. ting here in my miseryriid rags, with hardly
food enough in the house to keep my children

THE OVE-BURDENED BEART. from starving, of the old times when I was a
happy, light-hearted girl,in the little red farm-

"Give sorrow words; the grief that dos not bouse. You took me from that dear old home,
speak and you squandered the money my father and

Whispers the o'erfraught heart and bids It mother worked so hard in their old age to lay
shakespae. up for their only child. You brought the curse

of drunkennes under this roof before we were
"I want my supper," said Johnny. Mother six months married. You went down, stop

laid aside her work, and, from the low window by step, dragging your wifs and children with
where shest, looked anxiously down the you; and you talk about old tim i. What
street. would my mother say to se me to-day ?

" Dont vait, mother; I k*ow hle isn't com- Mother ! mother I I am glad you are dead.'
ing, and I am so hungry 1 " pleaded the-child. She covered her face with her apron.

She rose from ber seat without saying a "WiU you hold your tongue i, said father,
word. It was one of her hard days, and she angrily. "How dare you talk so before the
looked so pale and sad, as she went about children?"
getting supper, that it made my heart ache. "And why not before the children ?" she

We had finished eating when father came said with great bitterness, "Don't they know
in. Mother did not raise her eyez; but I was it all? What have they seen under this
glad to see that h was sober. roof but poverty, and missry, sud sin? I

" You might have waited for me, " ho said, vould rather that boy »-pointmg to Johnny,
as he took the cup of tes she offered. U You vho, vitliround oye; looked from one to the
know I hate to eatrmy victuals alone." othor ofIsaparents-"1isylin bis coffin to-

" We wait a great many nights for you, nighttbanseo hlm liveto grovupto ho a
and you dog't come, said my little brother. min, if ho mut ho vhat bis father is?

I thought Johnny would get a sharp answer lie snatched his ba from the table with a
for this ; but father laughed, and said, " Well, force osth, and slammed the door as hoevent
never mind, Johnny; I am coming home to out.
supper every night now. And, Martha, don't t"Novmother," said Johnny, "hes gone
look so glum. I have my old place in theto 'The Corners' again, sud when le cores
shop again, sud I mean to keep it this time.' home-

" Till you eau enough for another spree," "Hush, Johnny,» r-ssld sud, vaking littie
said my mother without looking up. Annie from ler 80und sleep lu the cradie, I

"O mother !" I said. hurried the children up stairs, but ail the
"I tell you, I mean to keep it !" he repeated, lime I vas uudresang sud puttng them to

without seeming to notice what she said. "IlIed, sud long sftorvards, vhen the supper
can have steady work all winter, and Lizzie things vere put avay, sud vo sat dovu vith
shal go to school another quarter, and Johnny our one caudie ou the little table boveen us,
shall have his skates and we'lil have the old to finish the shirts tbat must ho taken home
times back again. Bey, vifeJ to-morrow, I vas vodering vbat bad core

" I don't want to hear any such promises,»" over mother. For nover, lu ailmylfe, had I
said my mother. "You make them one day heard ber, 1.1k as she talked to father that
and break them the next."night. lu thiukiug it over then, I vasglad

"O mother! "t rernember, sud, atter vbat followed
" Isnt it true? " she said, sharply. "Hoy oon, I a glad to remember no, that I

many times bas ho promised nover to touch nover heard ler speak bitterly sud reproacl-
liquor again, and broken his promise in a fully to hlm before. SUent sud sad sho vas,
week ? Lizzie, it's no use saying,' O mother!' avoman of a sorrovful spirit slvays, through
I am tired of keeping stilL I have covered those miserable years, but patient sud forbear-
up, and smoothed over, and bid away, tl ing, ll d untlring in ber cire for bis comfort.
my beartis ready to break; and I must talkI speak of tbis becsuse,tbough I must tel
it out, or I shaIl die. Old times back my sad story, I vlsh te do my mother jus.
&pinatl I have boeenthlnkiug all day, ait- mtice. Even at the worat vshen drink ma


