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©1t1a good Nesther to eat Mesh, Dot dnak wine, 107 do any thang by
wertch thy brathes s mnte to stemble, 01 0 il v s weshenadt ' —
Rom. xiv. &, — Wacnuzht's Trans{ation.
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joyed paternal atfection and domestic fehierty. But, alas!
they are no more.” At this her bosom heaved, and the
choking sighs that arse from her heart stopped her alter- |:
ance. At length she comnosed herself a httle and said,— |3
¢ Sir, I am too much affected now, but if yon wish to learn
my history you wall please to eall on me when my mind is
composed, and I will tell vou a tale that, if sou have a ten-
der heatt, 1t will bleed to hear.”” 1 told her that | should he
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{FOR TUE CANADA TEMPERANCE ADVOCSTE |
THE DRUNDKARD'’S DAUGHTER.

Tr going from husiness to my lodgings, I was accustomed
10 pass by the side of a pleasant grove, sitnafed near the
dwelting of an honorable gentleman; here 1 had often ob-
served the comely form of w young woman, who seemed {0
delight in walking aione and contemplating the wondirful
works of nature, as the last gleam of the setting sun’s ellui-
gence was fading upon the western horizon. Her brow
seemed (o wear a gloomy aspe ‘1, that told, to 2 searclung
eye, that some incessant grie! goawed hke 2 worm at the
toot of her felicity 3 and she sought for alleviation, nat in
gay assemblies, but in retitement from the ndise ot an adul-
terated world, where none but God was near, who has faith-
! tully promused to kit the busden frem the sonl oppressed.
My curiosity at length prompled me to make some nquiry
concerning this apparently remarkable person ; accardumgly
[ one day called at the place of wihach 1 supposed her to be
a resident, and found her engaged in the domestic affairs of
the honse, She seemed to be qute cheerful at tmes, but
stitl, the discerning eye conld plamnly discover, that she had
some deep sorrow al heait, that embiltered all her oys.
The forced smules that would alternately clothe hier brow,
were followed in quick succession by signs of invading sor-
tow, that was stealing throngh the deepest recesses of her
hearl, At my becoming somewhat acquainted, | made some
eaquiry concething het lamily and friends. ¢ Ah! sir,”
| said shie, « your question arouses feelings that [ have long

been cndeavoring ta smother. 1 once had {riends and en-
,
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Fappointed, and 1 waited its arrival with no small anxiety.

interested to learn the remarkable circumstances that could
have affected her mind to such an alarming degree; but as
it inight serve to renew her anguish to call to mind her past
afflictions, perhaps she had bettersay nothing ahout it; “at
she seemed quite willing to relate the sources of her grief],
and accordingly the time for this pathetic interview was

At the appointed time 1 directed iny steps thitherward, and
found her engaged in needle-work, and apparently in a deep
study. At my coming in she scemed 2 little embarrassed,
as though she dreaded to give me the description that she
had promised. She requested me to be seated, and after a
few words of common conversation there was @ short pause,
when, in 2 firm and plaintive voive she began as follows :—
¢ According to previous arrangement, 1 suppose that you are
expecting to hear a tale of real lite, which 1 shall endeavor
to give you in as brief a manner as possible, unless the sad
recollection of the past should ovetcome my fortitude :

« Al the time of my earhest recollection 1 was the child of
respectable parents, of moderate fortune. Ny father was a
tender-hearted and affectionate wan ; if a pitying spectacle
met his eye, his was the first whose cheeks were moistened
with teais. His industry supplied us with whatever our
necessity required ; we were mutnally happy in each other’s
soci2ty 5 we enjoyed sweet peace and daily comfort, nor did
the orient sun ever shine upon 2 mere happy family. But
our felicity was of shott duration ; the thonder of alcohol
was gathenng in the calmest sky, and ahout to break upon
ns wills resistless sway. My father was an indulgent man,
aud did not hhe to deny the entreaties of his friends ; aml
as he was m the habit of taking a glass now and then,
without any perceptible inpury, he felt safe in yielding to a
cettain cxtent.  Thns one evening he yielded too far to the
wishes of other men ; and when he found that he was under
the banefu! influence of ardent sputits, he feared to return
home, for he drcaded to witness the keen angmsh that he '}
knew it would give lus lovely companion.  Thus he defesred [i
his retutn untl hia reeling binin became compesed.  © that !
was a long and diemry mizht for my poor mother; she sat
m sifent watchfulness and anxiety, and with awful fore-
bodings at heatt.  When e tetumned she immediately saw
that he hail been participating in that which hias since proved
the ruin ot both sonl and body. And had | the tatent of an
angel  should fail (o desciibe the scene that transpired al
that Jate hour of the night. My mother sat in solemn silence
for some tune, and wher she could no longer suppress the
deep and heavy heavings of her bosom, she burst mte tears.
¢ Charles,? said she, ¢is this possible ! can it he a veality, or
is it adream ? can it be, that ke who has woi my youthful |
affections, in whom I have ever reposed the most implicat
confidence, has now become a victim ot that fiety demon,




