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woman had kindled a firo vory quickly, and somo}asscmblies began to stoal frorh you the Uhousands
wa.'a brookfast was now ready for tho children, | poor telen and the acres of Lindisburn. [ saw
which she distnibuted with the greatest tendarness, at {you when drink, dobaucliery, and unhallowed ninuse-

the samo trmo pressing tho poor mother to sit down
by the now glowing fire, and warm herseil. Holen
Burion obeyed ; and asshe looked wistfully in tho face
of her besotted husband, sho burst anto a flovd of
tears.

* It is a nughty power that can cbange the cur-
ront of wowman's love,”” said theoid woman. ** Years
of negleet, and sorcow, nud want, crowned with smful
und debasing coenduct on the part of a husbhand, can-
not always do 1t, or the love of Holen Buston would
havo been changed to hatred cruelas the grave 1
s ddrossed mysclf to tho poor afllicted Helon in the
pnuldest terins 1 could uso, spuke to her of the loving-
Kindnuss of hun whose tender compassions fail not,
and who maketh the lhight to shine out of darkoess
when it pleasoth bun. Sho heard mo in silence, lhier
oyo wandenng alternately from her husband ; but |
saw clearly that nature was strugghng vehemontly,
and I could not help rcflecting with pain on that
wrotched condition to which mian roduces bimsol{ and
others by the comimesion of unquity. Here was be-
fore e the feeble and broken hearted mother of five
childien, destitute of every carthly comfort, and
brought to tuin and want, apparently by the bad con-
duct of the only individual on earth to whom she had
a right to look for comfort and protoction  There ho
sat, uaconscious of that ruin te which he had reduced
s fanuly, but of wlich he could not have been un-
conscious as he was pursuing is career of wicked-
ness.

My reflactions were broken by tho vaice of Maria
Moroland, who again comtuenced her address to the
drunhard. ** Mark Barton, wilt thou not rouse theo ?
Thy wife, thy dearly beloved Heien, seeks a word
from thee, cto tho film of death has ovorcast thy eye-
fids? Whoete aro now thy plighted vows 2 whero that
kimndly heart and manly form which stole the aflections
of Helen, pure as the dew upon the mountain top ?
Mark Burton, thy cluldien are no common beggars,
but thy madness has reducad them to recesve an alms
from the stranger.  Thy children, Mark Burton, are
deggars, and they hove been made so by you!"
Thie last sentenco was expressed with great power and
emphass. Whother it was the clear shnll intonation
which struck home upon the ear of the drunkard, or
whetber the sentiment expressed had touchod some
Jatent foeling not yet eatitely dastroyed by o long
course of wickedness, I cannot tell; but Mark Burton
started upon his lege, and i a tremulous, but angry
¥oice ho said, ** Who dazes to say that my cluldren
aro Leguars 2**  Marnia Moreland roplied, *« I dare tell
you, Mark Burton, that the wife and children of tho
heir of Lindisburn are beggars, and in groater distress
than the mendicant who waunders {rom door to duor.
Look around you, look at Helen your wife, hungry
and half naked ¥ Look at your children in that mis-
erable corner—they cannot rize for want of clothing !
The fire bafore you, and the motsel of which they have
just partaken, and the gifts of tius messengor of merey
—and will you deny that your family aro beggais 274
¢« Maria Moreland,”” answered Burton, ** you have
crossed my path for years, and I hate you. Your
voice to ma isas the voice of a fiend, and yourdwarf.
ish, shrunken form is as the form of an unearthly vie
sitant. Who told you that I was the heir of Lindis.
hurn® and who taught you to track my footsteps as.
the blood-hound tracks the footsteps of his proy 2**

Maria replied, ¢* I have crossed your path for.years,
have.l? Ay,and I will continuo to cross it, 1ifl you
turn from your wicked courecs. But your course is
nearly run: riot ond drunkenness havo done their buei-
ness with your once noble form : even now you trem-
ble—your cye has Jast brlliancy, and thoroare but a
fow stops between you and the grave. 1 bave crossed
jour path for yoars, havol? Maria Moreland has
watched you with tho eye of the cagle from your in.
faacy, and she knew that you were the heir of Lin-
disburn before you knew it yourself.>’

¢ tn the namo of God, who and what are you 2”
91id Barton : ** I thought I had escaped the oyo of all
who know me. Did you know my mother? Were
wou a wilness of her care over me 2—end do you now
also mark my degradation? It is totture to my mind
10 think so.”’
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ments bogan to load you from your once happy homo,
and when your lavely Holon was loft Sy you 10 pine in
solitary sadness. I have crossed your path wven thon,
but not in the decrepit forin of Maua Moreland.
And,” glie added, in a low whisper, ** I saw you when
you becawmo a forger, and but for me you would have
suftored a furger’s doom.*’

** But for you | should hava sutiered a (orger*sdoam!”
snid Burton, as he again sunk upon his seat, ovidently
suffering the severest mental torture. ** A forgor's
doom " he repeated, and foll senscless on the foor. |
Helen Burton screamed aloud and famted; the poor,
naked children started from their bed, and runming to |
thoir 1aother, cred 1n ploous accents. ** Mother—
dear, dear mother—0 do not leave us.” .

1 tried to calm theni; and while Maria duocted hor .
attention to the poor ether, I saud to her, ** Thisis,
& sad and awful sconoc—a melancholy pictuie of the
cfiects of ain '**  She roplicd, ** Yes; we arc entenng :
upon the last sceno of a painful drama, 1 have seen
it from the beginning, and must abide tho elose; but
¢! presont there 18 no immediate danger.  Helon will
como raund nnmedately, and so will her husband, 1
have touched humn a tendor part; I am glad ho feels

‘il,for he may now listen to the word of wisdom and

the voice of mercy, wiich ho haslong despised.””

I saud, * He 13 very all, aud sometlung must be dono
for him immediately; a bed must be procured, and clo.
thing for those poor cluldron.””  Helen Burton opencd
hercyes, and stating wildly round ber, exclaimed, ** Is
he gone—gono for over? O my poor husband—my
poor chnldren~my heart ig broken.'"

‘* Holen,” said Maria, ** thero is still hope; your
husband bogins to feel. Tne lamp of life, it is true,
ghmmeran the socket, and it must soon go out: but
while hifo existst 1s our duty 1o direct ham 1o the
fountain of mercy—that fountain long ueglected end
despised, but still open to wash away the mns of the
vilest of the vile.”

Addressing mysolfto Maria, ! said, ¢t { shall go and
provide somo necessary articlea for this poos farauly
[ shall send medical mid immediately, svd will again
look in upon you 1 the course of tho day.**

In the afternoon of ths same day on which the fore.
going cvents took place, I again directed my steps to
tho miserable apartment of Burton; having previously
sent a bed, some clothing, and other nocessaries for
himnself and family. 1 slipped quiotly intn tho passage,
on ono side of which waa the door of Maria’s room,
and on the other the door of the room occupied by the
diunkard and his farmly. The clear, snrill, animated
voice of Mana burst upon my car, and by her lon.
guage, | scon discovered that Mark Burton had re-
covered his senses. The door of the room boing ajar,
ard not wishing, ot the instant, to disturb her conver.
oation, I slipped into it, and sat down. *¢ Mark Bur-
ton,”” sard Mana, ** It 13 long sinco I ceascd to flatter,
and it 18 no mark of friendship 1o withhold the truth
from a dying mad. You have sfnned —sinned griev-
ously—and with a high hand You havo sinned a-
gamst God, against that dear worsan, and her helpless
cluldren, and against your ownsoul, & =+ 3 & &

A deop and hollow groan was the only roply.

** 1€ that groan were the grean of a heart broken
and contrite under 2 deep sense of sin, and under a
conviclzon of the leng-suffering and tender mercy of
God, ASans Moreland would rejoice with a joy oxceed-
ing the delight of a mother over her fisst-born child.
1s itso, Mark Burton, or is your soul sull cold and
calious es the ncther millstone ? Look at FHelen and
vour children—look at your devoted wife, whose
hoart, stR§ unchanged, burns with an affection for
you which all your neglect end wicked conduct have
not quenched.”

Tlhe poor drunkard was touched. ** Helen,” he
said, * my poor Helon, forgirve me. Iam suflering
under tho horrors of a dark despair, and, when too
late, I sco the dreadful condition t9 which I bovere-
duced myself and family. I—I deserve it all; but
you —you and my innocoent children—the thought is
madness! O that I bad ncver tasted the poisoned
cu !"

I!”oor Halon wopt for joy; for to tho voico of kind-
ness from her once fond and affectionate husband she

f

44 Did I know your mother, do yousay 2** said Ma-
sia: ** 1 shall meot hor inheaven; she crussed my path .
until I turned into tho blesscd path that leads to cter-,
nol life; she taught mc the way to hinppiness apd hea- !
ven; and, Mark Burton, she taught you also, and she
taught your Helen who now sitsbofore you, oppressod
wath muserys but a patient expeclant of overlasting

fory. © that you had been buried i the rame grave
with your motheri—then you would Héve escapad the
dropkard’s doom, and Helen and her first-bora woald
havo sortowed for you on the sunny mountains of Lin.
disburn, but not as thaso who sorrow without hope.
1 shall not tell you who § am; but I have watched you
in your mad careor. I ssw you when drunken tavern

had long been o stranger. Truly the cup of strong
drizk is 8 poisoned cup; it destroys the affections, and
almost, if not altogether, oblitorates the cemmon feel-
ings of humanity. In accents the most gentle and
affactionale, she said, ¢ O Mark t O my dear husband !
1 forgive you all ; and may you receive forgiveness
from God. May he yct spare youto be & comfort
and help to your poor family.’—#1 feel that my
worthless life ie ncar to a close,”’ said Mark Burton:
stthere 1sa sad sinking within me 3 it iz hke the
breaking vp of the framewerk of naturc-Helon, § can-
not leavo you to a world that will use vos worse

daro not, I cannot hope for mercy from Him agaimst
whom { bave a0 deoply offended. Oh, he misery of
a life of dissipation, nud tho tenfold mu sry of a dymng
hour! Wouldto God! had remated ualisfied with
the puro and simple pleasuzo of dumedtic hife at Lind-
wsbarn! O tell my chitldren to avoid the beginmings of
enltt e e PER * - . .
There was now silcnce. I rose fromn my seat and
rapped gently at the door. It wus opened by Maria,
who said to tno, * Thore is a change for the better
here, Siry L wvish it weroa change for tho botter in
rogard to tho things of eternity.”’ Mana Moreland
left the 1oom, and 1 sat down by the bedsido of the
dymmg dronkard.  After a fow momonts® silence I said
to lum, ** Your situation, and “the situation of your
poor family, 13 distressing. What would induco a
Mmow, Mmoving In the vitclo n which yow have moved,
80 {ar ta furget imsclf, and overy honourable and
moral feching, as to sink downinto the condition, und
tako up the charactor and practices, of a Jow and
debuecd drunkurd 2 Mark Burton looked at mo
with a countenance of inexpressible misery, and re-
plied, ¢* 8ir, 1 foll by degrees, and my fall ommenced
in my own house. Always social and hospitable, &
felt great pleasure in tho company vl iy friende, The
customn of my country made drinkig a necessary
adjunct lo every evening party, and 1 was not aware
that, thus keeping up tho spirit of hospitality
would ruin my fatmly, und eat as doth a canker into
y own vitals.” I continced: * Your conduct has
indeed brought sad and awful ruin upon yourself and
famuly! and vet aimdst it all, your poor wife secms
an examplo of patient resignation. Have yeu wasted
ull your property ? ls thoro nothing left, either of your
own or your wife’s for thess cluldron?’’—¢ Nothing**
he answered; *¢ nuthing!—not eoven tlie consolation
that her father lived and died an honest, respectable
man, Five thousand pounds was the fortune of
Helen Blair, my once-beluved Helen, It is gone 1—
and Lindisburn, ¢he inheritance of iny fathers, and.
what ought to haveboen the inhertance of these chit
dren, ia gone aleo. * O the curss which follows in the -
track of the drunkard! It leaves nothing for thoss
who come after, and it scatters all aro1 nd it debase~
~uent, and misery, wont, and death. 1 am. and have
been for years, truly miscrable, and yet 1 have never
conquorcd my degrading passion. Even now, I «feal
the craving of an appotite crue! and rapacious as tho.
grave.”
** Havo you any relatiang, or {nends, who can as-
sist your family? To all cppearance you must sdun
quit this world; and, next to your own eternal welfare,
it is of somo consequence to know what isto Locome
of these children, and your feeblo but patient wife.”
Ho shrunk back — was silent for & tme; and then,,
in & paroxymm of the most bitter and poignant refleg~
tion, exclsimed, *¢ Afl my relatives have disowned'me
and mine for cver. Helen Burton hasan uncle, an
only relativo; ho is in a distant land, I have attemp-
ted to— to ruin——."" f{e could proieed no further;
the violence of his feslings overcame him, and e sunk
upon his bed in an agony of remorse. His poor wife
wasat hisbed-side in 2 moment, and in sweat an&.
scothing accents whispered in his ear, ¢ My deavedt
Mark Burton, my husband, compose jourself. Q@
Mark, may not all yatbe well 2 If Landisbura is no~
tonger curs, yet u change onyou would be tatter fo.
me than the possession of Landisburn or uny thing.
tho world can give.’”” Mark -Burton looked at hi
weoping wife, and; in tho language of unutterable.
despair, cried out, ** Helen Blair, I am dying!* Dripk,
in an evil hour, robbed me of every manly and haness.
fecling. You have folt, and sre now fecling, -tlie.
consequencés of your husband’s vile condisct; but you.
know pot half his guiit. O Helen, I am swretched
boyond all endurance; ande] am a——."" The mwiser-
able man again stopped shoit. Atthis momont Maria
Morcland entered tho room, andiocoking in his face,
she exclaimed, ** Mark Burton, thy. race i ended—
thy course isrun* tho morrow’s sun shall not light upon.
thy oyelids; a1.d once more 1 tell you thero is balm 1o,
Gilcad and a physician there.”” A groan oscaped:
from tho lips of tho dying drunkard—it come from.
theheart; and ho excinimed, ¢¢ I ama~——."" §'* A fo7-.
ger,” said Maria Morcland; **but I -crossed your
path, and you missed your aim. You became a
drunkard—anddrunkenaess drove vou (o meannesz~—
to madress—to cnime. Bitter is tho expariencoe of
Batio Moreland of the ewils of that awful vide: its
name s Legion.” At this memeat the dosz of the
apariment was oponed, and c stronger cntered. Mg~
ria Moreland uttored a plorcing shrick, exclaiming,
s¢ 11 is Colonel Blair,lthe uncle of Helen Burton.”” Tlig
was too tnuch for the poor drunkatd; his whols frama
shook und trembled; he heaved one heavy groadu-
snd, in an instant more, his spirit had paszed the
boundaries which sefiarata time from elesnity,
Colonel Blair had just returned from Indiz, and
through lus agent, had found out the abode of his
nieco and her wretched circumstances. Bul verp

than you have beoenuzed by yowr wicked huskand
What an awful reflection is thie for a dying man! |}
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