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were invitingly arranged, and

t sparkling wines in crystal gublets

glittered in the bright light of the
costly chandeliers. Tillinz two
glasses she handed one to her
guest, with a bewitching smile, as
she raised the other to her lips.
He hesitated, then politely declined

. the wine; at the same time taking
" a gluss bf water, heraised it to s

lips wishiing her a ¢ Happy New
Year.”” «Oh !” said Mabel,“ | for-
got that you were a teetotuler;
but come, you must pledge nie in
this glass of wine. Surely you are
not so ungallant as to refuse ™
<« Miss B.” said he, ¢ [ cannot,”
then added, half playfally « wine
is a mocker,” ¢ look not tpon the
wine when it 1s red.” « But sure-
ly,” said Mabel, growing more
earnest, “ you do not feur ¢ the ad-
der’s sting’ in this hannless glass
of wine ”” holding it up at the same
time between his eyes and ihe
lamp light, and looking earnestly
in his face. Still he hesitated,

when she laid one jewelled hand |

upon his, and raising the other to
her lips. she exclaimed, somewhat
haughtily, “Here’s to your courage,
Mr. Grant.” The fair temp'ress
stood directly before him, lovking
direetly into his very soul. One
moment he struggled with the
temptation, then seizing the glass,
and returning her gaze, he said,
“ Miss B., 1cannot resistyou. Hese’s
to your health!” And maddened
to disperation he drank the fatal
pledge.

“Bravo ” said Mabel, let me help
you to something else.” He need-
ed now no further urging. The
fumes of the wine had excited his
brain. The lightsseemed to dance
about ; the room reeled around;
the demon was roused within.
“Onc glass more, peerless Mable,”
said he, seizing the decanter : but
she had hastily left the room to
summon his friend. Graut emptied

another glass, then rushed from
the house, and succeeded in reach-
ing his mother’s dwelling in a state
bordering on frenzy.

His mother had anxiously wait-
ed his coming, and hev guick ear
heard the svund of fvotsteps. JHast-
ily rising, she went 10 the doorand
opened it. And what were that
mother’s feelings ¢n beholding her
son in such a situation! Noune but
a mother can tell. Her son, her
only child, opce recluimed, now
wild with intoxication !

She stoud almost paralyzed with
horror. e rushed past her to his
roum, and then that mother’s grief
burst forth. “ My God,” she ex-
claimed, falling upon her knees,
““have merey upon us, upon my
child!”  Loug she wept and pray-
ed. Regaining ssmewhat her com-
posure, she stole into the room to
the bedside of her sun. There he
lay as he had thrown himself npon
the bed, in the deep sleep of the
drunkard.

Morning dawned and still he
slept, and still she watched. The
mid-day sun gleamed in upon the
watctiful mother and her uncon-
scious son. The shades of evening
approached and darkened that cot-
tage ere he awoke to consciousness.
Seving the pale face of hisdevoted
‘mother bending vver him, and her
eyes swollen with tears, he uttered
a groan, “Oh!” said he, “ 1 have
been pursued by a demon in the
form .of an angel.” His mother
strove to quiet him, and he again
sank into a deep slumber, from
which he awoke with a burning
’{ever, accompaunied with delirinm.
And oh, how he suffered with ag-
ony of mind! He would describe
Mable B., as transcendently beau-
tiful, would ask her to sing and
p'ay for him, then besecchingly im-
plore her not to tempt him with
| wine; then clutching for a glass with
a demoniac laugh, mockingly drink




