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THE LOST FOUND,
From the Troy Temperance Mirror,

We had frequently observed a hewtt hroken looking lad
pass by with a zalion oil can in his hand  His tattered
garments and bis melancholy face were well caleviated to

- excite observation and pity. It wun but too evident that
the vessel which he carried had heen diverted from its le-
“gitimate use, and that it was now nsed, not us an oil can,

tas a whiskey JuG.  Having seen him pass twice in

-sne day with his ever-present can, we had the curiosity to

*ccost him, and did so by enquiring hia place of residence.

‘o, 1 live,” said he, <« five miles from the city, on the

| s——ro0ad.”’

i 8 You?l’l,‘.ve been to the city once before to-day, have

not

= & Yes, sir, I came down in the moming ; but 1 couldn’t

; §el what I was sent for, and [ had to come again,®

6 What was you sent for, my lad ? It must he aomething
Jery important to make it' necessary for you to walk twenty

‘gles in this storm.”

"2 % Why, sir, it was whiskey that | was sent for, Father

“Jad no money, and he sent me 10 My, ————a's to get trust-
)g; but he wouldn’t trust any more, xo | had to go home
without the whiskey ; but father sent mie buek azun
"+ % How do you expact to get it now, when you couldn’t
.getitin the morning 27

;L % Why, sir, 1 have a pair of shoes which sister sent

Jmother. M will give whiskay for thein.  He has

~got two or three pairs of Mother's shoes, now.*

- % Do you like to carry whiskey home wmy oy,

%> #0h, no sir, for it makes us all so unhappy ;"hut I ean’t

:M it.”?

. We took the responsibility of advising the hoy not to ful-

“# bis errand, and returned home with lim. The family,

~we found consisted of a husband, wife and four children ;

;4 oldest (the boy) was not more than ten yenrs of age,

cwhile the youngest was an infent of a fow months. 1t was

#cold, blusteriaz day. The North wind dlow hasshly, and

rphme, roughly and unbidden, throurh the numberless cre-
i4iees of the poor man’s hovel. A few black embers occu-

J¥ed the fire-place, around which were huddled the half-

‘Biked children, and the woe stricken mother and wife.

[Ber face was haggard—her eyes sunken-—her hair dis-

Mveled—her clothes tattered and unclean,

" 8he was seated upon an old broken chair, and was me-

#hmaically swinging to and fro, as if endeavouring to quiet

¢ infant, which moaned pitifully in its mothet’s atrs.

B had been sick from its birth, and it was now seemingly
Regling to free itself from the harsh world into which it

o but a few months previous, been ushered, There was

[® tear in the eyc of the mother, as she gazed  on the ex-

ffing babe. The fountain had heen, lon'z hefore, dried u

¥ the internal fires which alcohol had kindled and f'vdl.)

ket she was the picture of despairs and we con!'t not but

By, as she sat thus, that hor mind was wandering hack

ke happy past—the days of her infuney und gitlhood,

.her early home.—Poor thinz!  She had yiven her af-

%908 and her hand to a man whe had taken the first steps

ilin intemperance. She had left her home full of buoyant
| hopes—hopes never to be realized—to spend a lite of misery
‘with a sot. Broken-hearted—cast out from the society of
her former friends—{rowned upon by the < good society”
humane—spoken of as the miserable wife of a miserable
drunkard—with no hand to help, no heari tc pity—she very
suen became a tippler and a drunkard herself, .

i By the side of this woe-smitten mother, kneeled a little
rl of tive or six years, down whose sallow cheeks tears
were coursing ; and who ever and anon exclaimed, ¢ Poor
little Willic, must he die 72 ¢ Oh! mother, must Wiilie
die 22 and then kissinz the clammy sweat from < little
i Willie’s” brow, covered her face with her tattered apion,
‘and wept.

In the opposite corner of the chimney, and among the
'ashes which covered the hearth, sat a boy of about seven
i years, drarging from the half dead embers a potatoe, which
"he bioke open with the remark, ¢ Mother, give this to little

Willie. May he he’s hungry. I’m bungry too, and so is
.sister ; but Willi='s sick. Give him this potatee, mother.””
i ¢ No, poor boy ;”” said the mother, < &'illie will never
“be hungry again.—He will soon be dead.”

i This remark drew all the children around the mother
.and dying child. The father was sitting upon what was
intended for a bedstead, without hat, shoes, or coat, with
"hands thrusted into his pockets, apparently indifferent to all
“that was passing around him. His head was resting upon
his breast, and his blurred eyes were fastened upon the
i floor, as if he were afraid to look up at the sorrowing group
:who were watching the countenance of the dying infant.

There was a moment of silence. Not a sound was heard.
Even the sobs of the little girl had ceased. Death was
crossing the hovel’s threshhold. The very respiration of
,the houschold seemed suspended ; when a slight shivering
:of the limbs of the infant, and a shriek frum the half-con-
cious mother, told all that the vital spark had fled.

For the first time the father moved. Slowly advancing to
where his wife was seated, with quivering lips, he whisper-
ed—+<Is Willie dead 2”

¢ Yes, James, the poor babe is dead !I”> was the choking
reply of the mother, who still sat, as at first, gazing upon
the face of her little one.

Without uttering another word, the long brutalized father
left the house, muttering as he left. ¢« My God, how
long 7’

At this moment a kind-hearted lady came in, who had
heard, but a few moments before, of the dangerous illness
}of the child. She had brought with her some medicine ; but

her angel visit was too late. The gentle spirit of the babe
thad fled, and there remained nething for her to do but to
lcomfort the living. This she did, while we followed the
ifather. Ve related to him the cirrumstances which had
"led us to his house, and briefly sp ke »f the misery which
inevitably follows in the wake of i temprrance.

¢ I know ity sir,” said he, ¢ Thave long knownit. Thave
not always been what you now see me. Alcobol and my
«appetite have brought me to this depth of degradation.’?
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