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the person who wished to engage his ser-
vices, and it is on this or casion we first iniro-
duve hrm to ow readers

‘Thy distance to the town where he was to
2o was nine miles, A horse had been bhorrow.
ed trom an obliging neighbour to make the
Journey more expeditiously.

* You will not be very late, dear Hugl,”
said I's wile, asshe handed him the vanous
things he required ; « I shall be anxious to
know whether you suceeed.”

“ No fear bat 1 shall, dasling. Mr Ro-
worth’s recommendation is valuable  And
now, dearest Miviam, good-bye.  Mother wilt
be in, won't she 2—yaw’ll not bo dull.”

¢ Oh vo,—and—1Ilugb, dear—" she hesi-
tated.”

© \Well, love—what i3 it 2"

* You will ant forget, willyou, dear hus-
band " She drew nearer and whispered in
bis var—

* You have not been used to it long, vou
might forget; but be strong, won't you, dear
Huagh 2%

tHer carnest eyes looked beseechingly up
to him, her hand was laid upon hissrm. Fond.
1y he kissed her, blessed herand hislitele son §
than aprang into the saddle and was svon
briskly on his way.

Mrriam looked after him till he was out of
siaht; then scated herself to work. laughing
and siging to hier boy ia thefulness of ber
heart.

Then her mother came in, and what delight
for those who hail sympathised in trouble, 10
share in joy. 1low many Lttle plans had 1he
daughrer and wite tor thy happiness of them
all; she dilated upon being able 10 make her
kind parent some return for all she had done.
They would all ive topether now, if mother
rleased ; for they must move to be near where
Hugh was to be.

« And what a mercy, dear mother, that he
has beeome so steady, isn’t it ? Ob ! my heart
feele quite light, T am so thankful ! said the
gentle wite, as she rose 10 set the table for
tea.
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¢ Well now, that is all settled Mr Waod-
house ; you will take a gplass of something,
whatever you please.””  So spoke the agent
Yv whom Hugh wasengaged at a salary con-
siderably above that which he had before re.
ceived. At their interview the youngy man
had evidently given satistaction; he was to
vnter on his duties in a week from that time.
It was true his duties wonld be somewhat
heavy, but he never shrank from work. ‘The
prospect was indeed a joyous ene, contrasted
with the misery of the past twelvemonth Ile
lonzed to communicate his succuss to Miriam,
and had alrcady risen to quite the room.

* Thank vou, sir, all the same,” he replied.
« I do unot wish to take anything.”

“ Nonsense! Why, what would our bar-
gain be without a plass to honour the occasi-
on? Besides the night is coming on dawmp,
and chilly; you've a long ride before jou.
Sit down—ait down !’

Still Woodhouse declined, firmly and res-
pectfally.

[ tell vou the truth, now,” said the other,
«1 shall feel affronted i’ you retuse; you'll
make mo belisve you've been itten by that
cursed loolish teerotal inania thar so many go
mard on just now. We're to be friends, Lhope ;
and I never coutd make a friend of any of
those I'm sure. 8o, sitdown and help your
eclf.”

As hespoke, hie placed a stand, with dif-
ferent sorts of spirits, upon the tablo.

Hugh would tam have beld to bis rofusal;’
it bad been upon lns lips to acknowledge the !
sause of lus declining, but the specch of dhe’
other prevented him. A dreasd of piving of !
tence where he had every desire 10 please,
and the hatved of ridicule, which waca pret
of his nature, combined to induce compliance, '

“ One glass cannot hurt me,” e thougl,
¢ and § will take no more.” i

e semend inmself, and even then the warn- |
mg voice of s wile sounded in his ear—

“ B¢ shong, dear hasbaml.”

His compunctions aetween the first plass
and the second were considerably lessened ;
and when he at last mounted to refurn howe,
though nod what most persons would term in.
toxicated, he was decdedly nnt sober.  1lis
new friend, as he bade him good night, po. |

Fnounced him * a jolly fllow.”
. P »
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« Hugh is very ke indeed,” eaid Miriam, !
as after her wother bad left, she stood at the
cottage door, looksng out upon the dark, si.
lent voad, histening o cateh the first token of
his approuch.

| a8 with a scornful laugh the tormentor turned

The old lady would gladly have stayed to
hear what suceess herron-indaw had tound,
but it was late,and she had some distance 1o
N
‘ « e said he would not stay, and he never

does if he can help it,” thought the anxious
wite—* surely nothing can have happened.

Hour atier hour passed wearily away ; the
isecond ol a new day tolled forth from the
chureh clock ; the poor wife shed tears of anxi-
ous tevror over her sleeping babe,

It was only in the grey dawn of morning,
that a messenger, whom some one wmoie
thoughtful than the rest had sent, hronzht her
the sad news which accounted for Hugh's pro-
longed absence.

In returning home, Hugh bad fallen in with
one who had been a companton n more pros-
perous days, and as it happened, was a rejec-
ted candidate for the situation which Wood-
house had obtained.

They fell into conversation. On Huah's
part the tone was shghtly boastful, thanks to
the higuor he had imbibed, which was begin-
ning 10 take efiect upon his brain.

s acquaintance was certainly not in a
v~ -y amicable wnood, and the high tene of
the successtnl rival did not tend to improve
it. He saw Hugh had been drinking. and,
as he had heard of his signing the pledgo, be-
gan to taunt bim with it.

At another time, young Woodhouse would
have known how to answer such nsulis, but
the fiery spimt in his bramn urged passionate
yzephes.  High words tollowed ; and st last,

to leave i, Hugh struck Inm furiously on
the head with the loaded end of s nding
whip.

‘Fhe unfortunate man dropped with one
sharp cry of agony. The horse, ternfied,
sprang forward, and cre his rider could rein
hun in, hishoofs dashed violently upou the
head of the prostrate victim.

‘T'he shock sobered the sinful man in a mo-
ment.  He sprang to the ground ; he kuelt
by theside of the body, to all appearance hie-
less, and bewailed loudly his own brutal fury.

« I have killed um ! I bave murdered Jum 1"
he repeated agamn and again; nor did he
cease the self-accusation, or attempt to escapo,
on the hasty approach of some men who, from '
a littlo distance, had beheld the scene.

1

« It’s like enough you have,” said one of
themy A downright blow wi’ such a thing
as that ere would kill anyboidy, I take it. Bear
a hand here, ‘Fom.”"—to his companion.
* Aye, poor fellow, it's all up wi’ him, 1 be-
lieve.  You'll ha' to answer to this master;
ardat ain't no use a making off neithor ; the
patrai’s just a coming”

Spevehless with horror, insensible to his
own Janger, Hugh Woodhouse mado no at-
u'mrx to esvape, nor offered any resistance
whilee they carvied him hko a felon through
the silent town to the lone, datk gaol, He
only oroaned as he muttered

“The demk ! the aceursed drink I

* » - * *» »

He did not die.  * Thank God,” said they
# Hugh Woodhouse is not a murderer.”  Yet
itis Ditle less fearful to slay a wman’s mind
than his hody.

A hopelss, moping, ioody idiot inhabits a
cellin the asylum of I . the victim to the
dionken fury of f{ugh Woodhouse

One sacrifice to that friendly glass.

Tobe transpovied beyond the seas jor the
term of his natural life.

So ran the sentence of that hapless man.
Guilty, or not guilty 2 they asked jand, in
a voice hollow and broken, he answered
“ Guilty I For he never sought to extenu.
ateor justify his crime. I knew my weak.
ness, I knew where alone lay my strength,
1 cast ithom we, 1 yiclded to temptation,
Guilty.”

God be the judge whether the one guilty
of the temptation shall not one day answer

hat appeal. ’
l. ap[; . * » *

Fourteen years have passed since that ter-
rible night. The consiggent and unexcept-
ionable conduct of the convint have procured
a commutation of his punisbiment. Heis now
yeturning howe.

But no geutle wife will greet him, no
cheerful smile nor kindly warning voiee
awaits him here.

‘I'hat sentence borcone of deathto ber.
Erc another summer came Miriam had done
with this world ; gone,may we hope, to one
where we shall no more meet sorrow, trial,
and temptation.

Readers ere we offer or accept  justone
glass™ + for luck,” # for friendship,” or under
any other pretence, letus remember to what
that one glass has too often led.— Weekly
Journal
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HOW DRINK MAKES A MAN WORK
BY A FARMER
Atatemperance meenng held a few months
ago. tn the Athevwcum, Queen-street, Wol-
verhumpton, a speaker gave the following :—
I was nding from Sheflicld to Wolverbamp-
ton ; in the same carriage were seated threo
middle-aged men, an old man about 70 years
of age, and a woman with an infant child in
ber arms.  After we bad proceeded a short
distance alona the line, the littic child depan
to cry, whercupon the woman jmmediately
put her hand wmto a little basket, and brought
out a bottle of gin and water, which she pave
the child to drink. I started from my seat,
and asked the woman if she knew what she
was giving the child.  She replied in the at-
firmative ; upon which I told ber she was gi-
ving it poison The woman replied, *Why
sir, I an now taking this child to a physician
at Wolverhampton, and if I did not give ita
drop of something to cheer it up, 1 believe it



