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3:‘ * A Chapter in a Drunkard's Lifo. over him, the effoct of long fasting, and the cold

S E. G« €| autume air,for winter was near, and the suuny days
#1 Mother, P very hungry, indoed,” gaid & bright. |of summer had long since fled,

gyed boy of eight years, as he sat shivering over a fow “ Why, motker,” !’(‘. replied, gazng at hor vith a
3ﬁﬁ°'emboré, vainly cudeayoring 1o, warm his bs- lo_ok that ssemed as if it were to be bis last. * I don™t
jiibed limbs, and his pinched features assuming. aw (¥ish to live ary longer, and be always ceidand

gpraacion thiat dfforded the most safisfyctory evidence

£ tho truth of his ejaculation.” « When do_you think

ke will'conib 7" he continued, in o sad tone, as be
aoticed his mother écefad not to have heard him. He
3058 from his seat, and Wwith an unsterdy step walked
whle'motlier’s side, and laying his thin, eolorless
hwkd on her arm, he mude another nud more success.
fol sttempt to avouse her from her mental abstraction.
“8te ruiged her head quiclly from the old table on
which she had been vesting it, as if suddenly aweken.
edfiom slumber by some uvausnal alarm, and gazed
ingulringly nt her boy.

* Mother.” said he tremulously, and with tearful;
eyes,  the chips I got for you are alil burned out, nnd,
{am gold—very cold, and so hungry I am almost,
aarvéd 1l Mother, I wish L could die, and be burted by |
1it}§ sister in_the old church-yard, undar the hLesatiful
gillow tree that grows by the side of the grave ; and
i3h, mother, I shouldn’ sufler with eold any more, .
should I? or hunger either, but the angels would como |
azd 't on the green grass by the side of my yrave,,

t

hungry, and have you so t00, aud have father awsy at
the tavern_all the time, drinkiug rum and whisky, and
1 can't holp feeling 8u, dear mother. Don’t ery, for it
does not do any good. ! asked fathes the ather day,
when ho hadu’t heen drinking, what made him drink
8o much rum, and leave you and me at home withou
any firo or clothos to keep us wasm, or any thing to
vat, and at first he was very ang1y, and talked so that

cried. When he noticed that, he said he was gorry,
but couldn't belp drinking ; that he wished chere was
rot another drop in the wuild, Lut that hs loved it and
must bave it, and said he wished he was dead ; then
preuty soon he went off to the tavern, and when he
camo back he was druuk, and stiuch yon with a chair,
and drove us both out of duers. Ob, mother, I dont
wish 1o Jive , 1°d much rather die, hada’t you1?

The poor woman coull nut reply to this heart-rend-
ing sppzal.  Her heart was too full, und the tears
which she ghed s freely scemed ti. flow frum an in-
exhaustible source. She held hes puor child closoly
in her arms, and sobhed as if hor heart would break.

ﬁﬁﬁiug" such pretty songs to sister and me. .t almost, * Charles, my son,” said she, becoming at lenglh‘
‘igéhis s il I hoard them now, mother. aad can see somewhat calmer, 1 caunot wonder that you long to
6T beanliful wings ! O, mother, I can see.— die, and that death has no terrors to you, and wers it
Bl éjeech failed, nnd he sunk inta the arms of his not fot yuu, and your misguided father, who, though he
Giliested mother, who had listened to the strango  deserves not the name, yetis still your tather, aed
‘words' ‘hor chifld uttered ‘with teelings far better ,once an affectionate ane, and very kind to both of ug—m
i#afined than dascribed, and watched with painful in-, were it not fur you and hun, T could most gladly &li“
eit'the incropsing brilliancy of his dark eye as he this world of sorrow gand trouble, and through the
#6i8eded until he'became exhausted, and dreamed of  mercies of our Heavenly Fathei, find rest in a_bright
géalli, the angels, and happinees. and glorious world above '—Truly there is no sickness
E“"‘ebarloy. Charley,—dear, dear Charley, don’t feel vi giief in that home of the * blest made perfect,” there
¥edor’t, dant darling,” enatching the insensible 'all is peace and love, and jog and harmony forever and
i of hor child tre her arme, and carrying him hastily lover!”  Ovorcome by her feelings, she gave vent to
' dvosden benels; o which stood a paii of water and ‘them in a brokon but sincere prayer to the Creator
E:’x‘okeé pitcher, ttud ‘bathed his temples with the cool’ tor those whom she loved on aurth.

Bld to restoro him o consclousnoss  He soon reviv-'  When she had finished her pious exercise, she cat

sand slowly twining hig' arms arcund his mother's for some time gaziug iniontiy on the eleeping form of
zck, ho kissed her and murmured o child’s blessing her child, who lay in her asms languidly, in a troubled,
Bn-her. bis last and only cartbly friend. ' droamy sleep, unti) the guthering shades of nigl'zt warn-
 Charloy, desr, what ‘makes you talk wu about ed her to make provision for the night. Provision for
isg; what shall [do when you are laidin the grave,  the night! Whet e mockery uf words! Yet, such was
ywiytrotn your coainma, your own denr mnmma!.done, albsil itis was very simple.  She did all that
sther is gone most of the timé; and how lonesome | was possible for ber 10 du.  There was nothing in the
41 be'if my darling lenves me,” said tho poor;dwelling that could be converted intu sustenance, the
er, inend and scothing accents, as he rousedlast crumb bad besa eaten the day Lefurc—there was
5 linte from the lothargy that was creepingno fuelto kindle & bright and cheerful fire on the




